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that imply the presence of some hidden power and purpose con-, 
trolling human destiny. At the climax of the drama, the super- 
natural comes out into the open. Eustace, before his last journey 
back to Hilda, sees a ghost which, though he does not realise it, 
is a portent of approaching death. Altogether, both the design 
and the detail of the book show that Mr. Hartley has used the 
story of Eustace to express his vision of the spiritud laws govern- 
ing human existence. 

It is a sombre vision. Mankind, he suggests, is bom appreci- 
ative of joy, beauty, love, and instinctively striving towards 
them. But some original sin in the nature of things is always 
working to bring these strivings to disaster. Hilda’s love for 
Eustace is so mingled with a lust for power as to cause him misery. 
Eustace’s desire for gaiety and elegance, Dick’s and Hilda’s 
mutual passion, are both inevitably tinged with that sin whose 
wages is death. Yet Mr. Hartley’s view is not wholly without 
hope; for his story implies that sacrifice can win expiation. By 
giving up his life Eustace atones not only for his own but also for 
the sins of others. In the dream parable which closes the book, 
all the characters attain salvation. 

A profoundly interesting theme 1 But very hard to embody in a 
realistic narrative of contemporary life. Here Mr. Hartley is up 
against the problem that faces all symbolic and ‘poetic’ novelists. 
How is he to keep his story probable while making his vision 
explicit? How is he to preserve the balance between the rival 
claims of imagination and reality? Perhaps once or twice Mr. 
Hartley’s balance does seem to waver and his intense imagina- 
tive vision to assert itself at the expense of probability. But very 
rarely, for it is his special triumph that he realises both planes of 
his story with equal vividness. 

Further, he integrates one with the other. This is partly done 
by formal means; Mr. Hartley is a technical virtuoso. He 
chooses his angle of vision carefully to relate his two planes har- 
moniously to each other. For the most part we see everything 
through Eustace’s eyes, so that reality and vision are alike 
coloured by the intervening element of his temperament. Be- 
sides, much of the time we are not looking at the outside world at 
all but at the inner adventures of his spirit which image them- 
selves in reveries of wish-fulfilment and fear-fulfilment, in half- 
ironical dialogues with himself, in the story he writes to beguile 
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his spare time in Venice and in all kinds of dream from daydream 
to nightmare. Indeed the book ends with two dreams that pre- 
cede Eijstace’s death in sleep; here all the threads of the story are 
drawn together and illuminated for the first time with their full 
spiritual significance. 

The plot too is composed to relate to both planes. The events 
are carefully worked out on the realistic plane to appear natural 
and credible. From the first, for instance, we are made aware of 
Eustace’s weak heart, so that we are well prepared for the final 
catastrophe, Hilda’s sudden outburst of unconventional high 
spirits at her sister’s wedding suggests that she has more tempera- 
ment than would appear from her prim exterior; with the result 
that we are not surprised when later she responds so quickly to 
Dick’s passion. But the events also follow a strict symbolic 
pattern. Character and incidents image, as in a sort of metaphor, 
the moral and spiritual significance of the drama. Certain 
themes recur. Nancy’s and Eustace’s flight in the first book is 
paralleled by Hilda’s and Dick’s flight in the second: Nancy’s 
childish invitation, so enthusiastically accepted by Eustace, con- 
trasts ironically with her mature invitation to which his nature, 
mutilated by that long ago catastrophe, must now answer no: 
when we see Hilda in the bath-chair in th6 last part of the book, 
we remember Miss Fothergill in the bath-chair in the first. Then 
there are the single symbolic events; the Feast of the Redeemer 
in Venice prophesies Eustace’s ultimate redemption at the end, 
the uncharacteristic dress of flame colour which Eustace per- 
suades Hilda to buy and which is to be the appropriate garment 
of her uncharacteristically reckless passion; the window at 
Frontisham church on which the childish Eustace fancies himself 
at once glorified and crucified, as he is to be metaphorically at 
the end of the drama: and finally the shrimp and the anemone 
themselves. On the first page Eustace tries to save the shrimp, 
himself, from the devouring anemone, Hilda; in his death dream 
on the last page in person he gives himself up to be devoured by 
the anemone lest it should starve. The book is designed like a 
piece of music in which recurrent themes appear first in one key 
then in another, now singly, now in variations, and finally, in the 
last pages, all woven together to sound in symphony. 

Formal integration is reinforced by imaginative. Both the 
factual and the spiritual phases of the book are steeped in the 
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same atmosphere; an atmosphere that owes its individuality to- 
the curiously blended nature of Mr. Hartley’s talent. This unites 
a sharp-eyed observation of the real world, all agleam with 
ironical humour, to an intense and Gothic imagination that 
reveals itself sometimes in whimsical flights of fancy and some- 
times in twilit dreams shadowed by dark terror or shot through by 
gleams of unearthly light, in which beauty and strangeness are 
mysteriously mingled. His realistic side appears vividly in his 
pictures of the social scene. Whatever may be said against class 
distinctions, they have proved fruitful inspiration to English 
novelists. Mr. Hartley’s eye notes them as keenly as Trollope 
himself. How precisely he distinguishes between the staid, old- 
fashioned bourgeois world of Eustace’s aunt and the more 
boisterous new-fashioned bourgeois world of his sister Barbara’s 
fianc6; or between the slightly stiff civility of the country gentry 
as represented by the Staveleys, and the negligent enchanting 
agreeability of Lady Nelly, queen of the cosmopolitan grand 
monde. While for those who are interested, I can vouch from 
personal experience that The Sixth Heaven contains the only 
authentic likeness of fashionable undergraduate society in 
Oxford of the early nineteen-twenties that has been written. 

Mr. Hartley observes individuals as truly as societies. Their 
appearance and manner first of all: ‘When she ceased speaking 
the interest flickered out, and was replaced by the look of a grey 
day, not sxillen or lowering, but as though resigned to the un- 
likelihood of change. Her grey flannel suit fitted her beautifully, 
but like her expression it had the air of reducing all occasions to 
one,’ He can also penetrate beneath appearances to discover 
mental and moral diaracteristics: ‘Hilda did not like irony; to 
her it was a form of shirking’; or to analyse a complex state of 
feeling: ‘He looked out, and it seemed to him that the slate 
pinnacles of Palmerston Parade now climbed into the sky with 
something of their ancient majesty, gind there was mystery again 
among the black-boughed laburnums and wind-shredded lilacs 
in the walled garden across the square. He felt the old contrac- 
tion of the heart that tlie strangeness in the outward forms of 
things once gave him; the tingling sense of fear, the nimbus of 
danger surrounding the unknown which had harassed his imagi- 
nation but enriched its life, which was the medium, the condition, 
of his seeing, bereft of which his vision was empty — ^far emptier, 
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indeed, than that of people who had never known the stimulus of 
fear.* 

This last passage reveals his imaginative strain as well as his 
realistic. Indeed, it is not possible to separate them. The colour 
of his world is the colour that results from their fusion. Irony- 
flickers over his romantic passages; he satirises with a flourish of 
whimsical fancy: ‘Her remarks had no bearing on what he said, 
they scratched the silence with spindly jagged lines that left no 
pattern behind. She darted from topic to topic as if playing 
blind man’s buff with boredom. This was her technique with 
everyone, and Eustace did not resent it; and he admired the way 
she made it seem flat to finish a sentence and slavish to answer a 
question,* Nor does his emotional response to beauty, though 
intense, ever subdue the working of his critical intelligence: ‘He 
knew that Nancy’s prettiness belonged to a lower order of looks 
than Hilda’s obvious or Lady Nelly’s elusive beauty, but for that 
reason it was the more approachable; like a tune heard at a street 
comer, it could be enjoyed without being adaxdred.’ Even when 
emraptured, he still discriminates: ‘The music went on, establish- 
ing in his mind its convention ... of flawless intellectual sym- 
pathy, of the perfected manners of the heart. The beauty was 
founded on the reasonableness of each utterance; it was bom 
miraculously out of a kind of logic; the notes were not the parents 
of beauty, as with Schubert, but the children. This celestial 
conversation gave a sense of union no less compelling than the 
impulse to a kiss • . . music, which was like a reconciliation 
without a quarrel.’ This account of Bach’s concerto for two 
violins perfectly evokes its mood — ^Mr. Hartley is one of the very 
few writers who can describe the effect of music in words — ^but 
it also analyses that mood with wit and precision. 

The double strain in Mr. Hartley’s talent then is the secret of 
his success. Observation gives his picture of ordinary life veri- 
sixniHtude; imagination provides him with adequate symbols for 
his spiritual vision. He often achieves both ends at once; triumph- 
ing most characteristically when he presents some commonplace 
scene of everyday life with convincing accuracy but charged with a 
profound spiritual intensity; the children building sand castles in 
The Shrimp and the Anemone^ the aeroplane flight vsxThe Sixth Heaven* 
Even the dream sequences at the end of the book are never, as it 
were, so airborne as to seem incongruous with the preceding 
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narrative. For, as in a real dream, they are composed of bits and 
pieces of the experience with which that narrative has been 
concerned; and, as also in a real dream, they are at moments 
touched with a topsy-turvy absurdity, which keeps them in key 
with Mr. Hartley’s comedy, without impairing their unearthly 
beauty. 

Rather does it enhance it with a curious charm. For, in spite 
of its sombreness, Eustace’s story has charm; a complex, bitter- 
sweet charm, playful and pensive, humorous and fantastic, tender 
and mysterious : and touched now and again with a pathos, bom 
of the author’s sense, wistful, ironical, compassionate, of the 
contrast between man’s immortal longings and his mortal weak- 
ness. At its most poignant — ^in the scene between Eustace and 
Minney after Miss Fothergill’s funeral, his vision of Frontisham 
west window, the first of his final dreams — ^this pathos irradiates 
his pages with an exquisite refinement of feeling which makes 
them for me the most beautiful in all modern English literature. 

DAVID CECIL 


J^ovember 




THE SHRIMP 
AND THE ANEMONE 


I*ve known a hundred kinds of love. 
All made the loved one rue. 

EMILY BRONT]^. 




Chapter I 

The Shrimp and the Anemone 

“'P'USTAGE! Eustace!” Hilda’s tones were always urgent; it 
Tie might not be anything very serious. Eustace bent over the 
pool. His feet sank in its soggy edge, so he drew back, for he must 
not get them wet. But he could still see the anemone. Its base was 
fastened to a boulder, just above the water-line. From the middle 
of the other end, which was below, something stuck out, quiver- 
ing. It was a shrimp, Eustace decided, and the anemone was 
eating it, sucking it in. A tumult arose in Eustace’s breast. His 
heart bled for the shrimp, he longed to rescue it; but, on the other 
hand, how could he bear to rob the anemone of its diimer? The 
anemone was more beautiful than the shrimp, more interesting 
and much rarer. It was a ‘plumose’ anemone; he recognised it 
from the picture in his Natural History, and the lovely feathery 
epithet stroked the fringes of his mind l^e a caress. If he took the 
shrimp away, the anemone might never catch another, and die of 
hunger. But while he debated the rmswallowed part of the shrimp 
grew perceptibly smaller. 

Once more, mingled with the cries of the seamews and pitched 
even higher than theirs, came Hilda’s voice. 

“Eustace! Eustace! Come here! The bank’s breaking! It’s 
your fault ! You never mended your side !” 

Here was another complication. Ought he not perhaps to go 
to Hilda and help her build up the bank? It was true he had 
scamped his side, partly because he was piqued with her for 
always taking more than her fair share. But then she was a girl 
and older than he and she did it for his good, as she had often told 
him, and in order that he might not overstrain himself. He leaned 
on his wooden spade and, lookup doubtfully round, saw Hilda 
signalling with her iron one. An ancient jealousy invaded his 
heart. \^y should she have an iron spade? He tried to fix his 
mind on the anemone. The shrimp’s tail was still visible but 
wr^gling more feebly. Horror at its pl%ht began to swamp aU 
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other considerations. He made up his mind to release it. But 
how? If he waded into the water he would get his socks wet, 
which would be bad enough; if he climbed on to the rock he 
might fall in and get wet all over, which would be worse. There 
was only one thing to do. 

“Hilda,” he cried, “come here.” 

His low soft voice was whirled away by the wind; it could not 
compete with the elements, as Hilda’s could. 

He called again. It was an effort for him to call : he screwed his 
face up: the cry was unmelodious now that he forced it, more like 
a squeak than a summons. 

But directly she heard him Hilda came, as he knew she would. 
Eustace put die situation before her, weighing the pros and cons. 
Which was to be sacrificed, the anemone or the shrimp? Eustace 
stated the case for each with unflinching impartiality and began 
to enlarge on the felicity that would attend their after-lives, once 
this situation was straightened out — ^forgetting, in his enthusiasm, 
that the well-being of the one depended on the misfortune of the 
other. But Hilda cut him short. 

“Here, catch hold of my feet,” she said. 

She climbed on to the boulder, and flung herself face down on 
the sea-weedy slope. Eustace followed more slowly, showing re- 
spect for the inequalities of the rock. Then he lowered himself, 
sprawling uncertainly and rather timidly, and grasped his sister’s 
tiin ankles with hands that in spite of his nine years still retained 
some of the chubbiness of infancy. Once assumed, the position 
was not uncomfortable. Eustace’s thoughts wandered, while his 
body automatically accommodated itself to the movements of 
Hilda, who was wriggling ever nearer to the edge. 

“I’ve got it,” said Hilda at last in a stifled voice. There was no 
elation, oxily satisfaction in her tone, and Eustace knew that some- 
thing had gone wrong. 

“Let me look!” he cried, and they struggled up from the rock. 

The shrimp lay in the palm of Hilda’s hand, a sad, disappoint- 
ing sight. Its reprieve had come too late; its head was mangled 
and there was no vibration in its tail. The horrible appearance 
fascinated Eustace for a moment, then upset him so much that he 
turned away vrith trembling lips. But Aere was worse to come. 
As a result of Hilda’s forcible interference with its meal the ane- 
mone had been partially disembowelled; it could not give up 
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its prey without letting its digestive apparatus go too. Part of. 
its base had come unstuck and was seeking feebly to attach 
itself to the rock again. Eustace took Hilda’s other hand and 
together they surveyed the unfortunate issue of their kind 
offices. 

“Hadn’t we better kill them both?” asked Eustace with a 
quaver in his voice, “since they’re both wounded?” 

He spoke euphemistically, for the shrimp was already dead. 

But Hilda did not despair so easily. 

“Let’s put it in the water,” she suggested. “Perhaps that’ll 
make it come to.” 

A passing ripple lent the shrimp a delusive appearance of life; 
when the ripple subsided it floated to the surface, sideways up, 
and lay still. 

“Never mind,” said Hilda, “we’ll see if the anemone will eat it 
now.” 

Again they disposed themselves on the rock, and Hilda, with 
her head downwards and her face growing redder every minute, 
tried her hardest to induce the anemone to resume its meal. For 
the sake of achieving this end she did not shrink from the dis- 
tasteful task of replacing the anemone’s insides where they be- 
longed, but her amateur surgery failed to restore its appetite and 
it took no interest in the proffered shrimp. 

“I wsh we’d let them alone,” sobbed Eustace. 

“What would have been the good of that?” demanded Hilda, 
wiping her brother’s eyes. He stood quiescent, his hands hanging 
down and his face turned upwards, showing no shame at being 
comforted and offering no resistance, as though he was familiar 
with the performance and expected it. “We had to do some- 
thing,” Hilda continued. “We couldn’t let them go on like 
that.” 

“Why couldn’t we?” asked Eustace. All at once, as the 
thought struck him, he ceased crying. It seemed to cost him as 
little effort to stop as it costs a dog to wake out of sleep. “They 
didn’t mean, to hurt each other.” 

The disaster that had overtaken their remedial measures was 
so present to him that he forgot the almost equally painful situa- 
tion those measures had been meant to relieve, and thought of the 
previous relationship of the shrimp and the anemone as satis- 
factory to both. 
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* “But they were hurting each other,” remarked Hilda. “Any- 
how the anemone was eating the shrimp, if you call that hurting.” 

Eustace could see no way out of this. His mind had no power 
to consider an unmixed evil, it was set upon happiness. With 
Hilda’s ruthless recognition of an evil principle at the back of the 
anemone afiair his tears started afresh. 

“Now don’t be a cry-baby,” Hilda not at all unkindly ad- 
monished him. “There’s Gerald and Nancy Steptoe coming, 
nasty things ! If you stand still a minute,” she went on, preparing 
with the hem of her blue frock to renew the assault upon his face, 
“they’ll think it’s only the wind.” 

The appeal to Eustace’s pride was one Hilda tried only for 
form’s sake; she thought it ought to weigh with him, but gener- 
ally, as she knew, it made him irritable. 

“I want to go and talk to Nancy,” he announced. His attitude 
to other children was tinged with a fearful joy, altogether unlike 
his sister’s intolerant and hostile demeanour. “Gerald’s left her 
by herself again: he’s climbing up the cliffs, look, and she daren’t 
go.” 

“What do you want to talk to her for?” asked Hilda, a trifle 
crossly, “It’s her fault, she shouldn’t have let him.” 

“She can’t stop him,” said Eustace. His voice had a triumph- 
ant ring, due partly to his knowledge of the Steptoes’ private 
concerns and partly, as Hilda realised, to a feeling of elation at 
the spectacle of Gerald’s independence. This spirit of rebellion 
she resolved to quench. 

“Come along,” she said authoritatively, snatching his hand 
and whirling him away. ‘TTou know,” she continued, with an 
exaggeration of her grown-up manner, “you don’t really want to 
talk to Nancy. She’s stuck-up, like they all arc. Now we’ll sec 
what’s happened to the pond. Perhaps we shall be in time to save 
it.” 

They scampered across the sands, Eustace hanging back a 
little and trying to wave to the lonely Nancy, who, deserted by 
her daring and lawless brother, had begun to dig herself a castle. 
Now that they seemed to be out of harm’s way Hilda stopped and 
looked back. They could just see the ground plan of Nancy’s 
fortress, which she had marked out on the sand with a spade and 
which was of an extravagant extent. 

“She’ll never get that done,” Hilda remarked, “They’re ah 
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ways the same. They try to make everything bigger than anybody, 
else, and then they leave it half done and look silly.” 

“Should we go and help her?” suggested Eustace. Nancy 
looked very forlorn, labouring away at the outer moat of her 
castle, 

“No,” Hilda replied. “She can do it quite well herself, or she 
could if Gerald would have come away from those cliffs where he*s 
no business to be and may very likely cause an avalanche.” 

“I want to go,” cried Eustace, suddenly obstinate. 

“I say you can*t,” said Hilda half teasingly. 

“I wiJDi, I want to!” Eustace almost screamed, struggling to get 
free. Bent like a bow with the effort, his feet slipping from under 
him, his hat off, and his straight fair hair unpicturesquely 
rumpled, he looked very childish and angry. Hilda kept him 
prisoner without much difficulty. 

Some three and a half years older than Eustace, she was a good 
deal taller and the passion and tenacity of her character had al- 
ready left its mark on her heart-shaped, beautiful face. Her 
immobility made a folly of Eustace’s struggles; her dark eyes 
looked scornfully down. 

“Diddums-wazzums,” she at last permitted hcrsdf to remark. 
The phrase, as she knew it would, drove her brother into a frenzy. 
The blood left his face; he stiffened and stopped struggling, while 
he searched his mind for the most wounding thing to say. 

“I want to play with Nancy,” he said at last, averting his eyes 
from his sister and looking small and spiteful. “I don’t want to 
play with you. I don’t ever want to play with you again, I don’t 
love you. You killed the shrimp and you killed the anemone” (he 
brought this out with a rush; it had occurred to him earlier to 
taunt Hilda with her failure, but a generous scruple had re- 
strained him), “and you’re a murderer.” 

Hilda listened to the beginning of the speech with equanimity; 
her features continued to reflect disdain. Then she saw that 
Nancy SteptQc had stopped digging and could both see and hear 
what was passing. This unnerved her; and the violence and 
venom of Eustace’s attack touched her to the quick. The words 
were awful to her. An overwhelming conviction came to her 
that he did not love her, and that she was a murderer. She 
turned away, with great ugly sobs that sounded like whooping- 
cough* 
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* “Then she said. 

Eustace did not go at once. Hilda always stooped when she 
was in trouble; he watched the bent figure making its way back 
to the scene of their pond-making. She lurched, walking un- 
certainly with long uneven strides, and she did not seem to notice 
where she was putting her feet, for twice she stumbled over a 
projecting stone. The outburst over, Eustace’s anger had melted 
away; he wanted to follow Hilda and make it up. In such matters 
he had no pride; apology came easily to him, and he regretted 
intensely everything that he had said. But he didn’t go. Hilda 
wouldn’t have forgiven him; he would have to undergo her silence 
and her disapproval and the spectacle of her suffering which she 
would try to control but would not try to hide. He could not bear 
being disapproved of, and though he had a weakness for comfort- 
ing people it withered away in the presence of Hilda’s implacable 
and formidable grief. He had lost his wish to play with Nancy; 
the desire to have his own way rarely survived the struggle it cost 
him to get it. But he obscurdy felt that he was committed to a 
line of action and must go through with it. 

Trailing his spade he walked awkwardly across the sands to 
Nancy, and, arriving at a respectful distance, put up his dis- 
engaged hand to take off his hat. This polite gesture missed com- 
pletion, however, for the hat was still lying where it had fallen in 
the course of his altercation with Hilda. A look of surprise crossed 
his face and, with hand still upraised, he gazed aloft, as though he 
expected to see the hat suspended above his head. 

Nancy laughed. “Gk)od morning, Eustace,” she said. 

Eustace advanced and shook hands formally with her. Dainty, 
his nurse. Miss Minney, had called her, and the word suited her 
well. Eustace often wanted smoothing down, but never more than 
at this moment. His blue jersey had worked up and was hanging 
about him in ungainly folds, one sock was on the point of coming 
down, his face was flushed and tearful and his whole appearance 
presented a sharp contrast to Nancy’s. He was the more aware of 
this because Nancy, her pink-and-white complexion, her neatness 
and coolness and &e superior way she wore her clothes, had often 
been held up as a model to himself and his sister. 

“Good-morning, Nancy,” he said. His voice, in addressing 
strangers, had a peculiar and flattering intimacy; he seemed to 
find a secret pleasure in pronouncing the name of the person to 
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whom he was speaking, as though it was a privilege to utter it, 
“Would you like me to help you with your castle? I’ll go on 
digging and you can just pat it down,” he added heroically. 

Nancy accepted this chivalrous offer, thanking him briefly. 
One reason why Eustace liked her was that she never made a 
fuss. If she was crossed or disappointed she took it silently, like a 
grown-up person; she did not turn herself inside out and call up all 
the resources of her personality. And if pleased she still kept a 
kind of reserve, as though the present moment’s gratification was 
slight compared to those she had had and would have. Four 
years older than Eustace, she already possessed an experience, 
additions to which were classified and examined instead of 
treated on their own merits as isolated prodigies and visitations 
of Heaven. She was not at all informal or domestic: she had 
standards. 

“What made Hilda so batey just now?” she presently in- 
quired. 

‘Batey’ was a word from the outside world, the world of day- 
schools and organised games with which Nancy was familiar. 
Batey: Eustace’s father, who disliked slang, had protested against 
it, and his aunt had forbidden him to use it. Whatever Hilda 
might be she was not that. 

“She wasn’t batey,” he said slowly. 

“Well, what was she then?” demanded Nancy. “I saw her 
pulling you about, and she went away kicking up no end of a 
din.” 

Eustace pondered. If he should say that he had been unkind 
to Hilda, Nancy would laugh at him, in her polite, incredulous 
way. He was always acutely conscious of having to live up to her; 
that was one reason, among others, why he liked being with her. 
He wanted to make a good impression. But how could he do that 
without sacrificing his sister’s dignity, which was dear to him 
and necessary to his sense of their relationship? 

“She was very much upset,” he said at last. 

Nancy nodded sagely, as though she understood what Eustace 
had left unexpressed and respected his reticence. Sunning himself 
in the warmth of her hardly won approval, and feeling he had 
done his best for Hilda, Eustace let his sister and her troubles slip 
out of his mind. He redoubled his exertions and soon, to the 
accompaniment of a little desultory conversation, a large mound, 
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•umipistakably castellated, began to rear itself in the midst of 
Nancy’s plot. 

Eustace took a pride in seeing it grow, but Nancy — ^beyond 
seconding his efforts with a few negligent taps — seemed content 
to resign the tsisk to him. He is only an infant, she thought, in 
spite of his engaging manners. 



Chapter II 

Patching if Up 


I EFT to himself, Eustace fell into a day-dream. He thought of 
-/his toys and tried to decide which of them he should give to 
his sister Barbara; he had been told he must part with some of 
them, and indeed it would not make much difference if they were 
hers by right, since she already treated them as such. When he 
went to take them from her she resisted with loud screams. 
Eustace realised that she wanted them but he did not think she 
ought to have them. She could not use them intelligently, and 
besides, they belonged to him. He might be too old to play with 
them but they brought back the past in a way that nothing else 
did. Certain moments in the past were like buried treasure to 
Eustace, living relics of a golden age which it was an ecstasy to 
contemplate. His toys put him in touch with these secret jewels 
of experience; they could not perform the miracle if they belonged 
to someone else. But on the single occasion when he had asserted 
his ownership and removed the rabbit from Barbara who was 
sucking its ears, nearly everyone had been against him and there 
was a terrible scene. Minney said he never took the slightest 
interest in the rabbit xmtil Barbara wanted it, his aunt said he 
must try not to be mean in future, and Hilda urged that he should 
be sent to bed on the spot. ‘Tt wiU be good for him in the end,” 
she said. 

Eustace^s resistance was violent and, since Hilda hardly ob- 
tained a hearing, really unnecessary; but in his heart he agreed 
with her. Expiation already played a part in his life; it reinstated 
him in happiness continually. Hilda was the organiser of expia- 
tion: she did not let him off: she kept him up to the scratch, she 
was extreme to mark what was done amiss. But as the agent of 
retribution she was impersonal: she only adjudicated between 
him and a third party. It was understood that from their private 
disputes there was no appeal to a disinterested tribunal; the bitter- 
ness had to be swallowed and digested by each side. If Hilda 

as 
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exposed her wounded feelings she did not declare that Heaven 
was outraged by the spectacle: she demanded no forfeit, no 
acknowledgment even. She did not constitute herself a law court 
but met Eustace on his own ground. 

The thought of her, intruding upon his reverie, broke it up. 
There she sat, on the large rock in their pond which they had 
christened Gibraltar, her back bent, her legs spread out, her head 
drooping. It was an ugly attitude and she would grow like that, 
thought Eustace uncomfortably. Moreover, she was sitting reck- 
lessly on the wet seaweed which would leave a green mark and 
give her a cold, if salt water could give one a cold. Minney was 
superstitious, and any irrational belief that tended to make life 
easier was, Eustace instinctively felt, wrong. Still Hilda did not 
move. Her distress conveyed itself to him across the intervening 
sand. He glanced uneasily at Nancy who was constructing a gar- 
den out of seaweed and white pebbles at the gateway of the castle 
— an incongruous adjunct, Eustace thought, for it was precisely 
there that the foemen would attack. He had almost asked her to 
put it at the back, for the besieged to retire into in their un- 
occupied moments; where it was it spoilt his vision of the com- 
pleted work and even sapped his energy. But he did not like the 
responsibility of interfering and making people do things his 
way. He worked on, trying to put Hilda out of his mind, but she 
recurred and at last he said : 

‘T think I’ll go back now, if it’s all the same to you.” 

He hoped by this rather magnificent phrase to make his 
departure seem as casual as possible, but Nancy saw through 
him. 

“Can’t leave your big sister?” she inquired, an edge of irony in 
her voice. “She’ll get over it quicker if you let her alone.” 

Eustace declined this challenge. It pained him to think that 
his disagreement with Hilda was public property. 

“Oh, she’s all right now,” he told Nancy airily. “She’s having 
a rest” 

“Well, give her my love,” said Nancy. 

Eustace felt a sudden doubt, firom her tone, whether she really 
meant him to deliver the message. 

“Shall I?” he asked diflBdently. “I should like to.” 

Something in the question annoyed Nancy. She turned from 
him with a whirl of her accordion-pleated sldrt, a garment con- 



The Shrimp and the Anemone 27 

sidered by Eustace miraculous and probably unprocurable in 
England, 

“You can say I hate her, if you’d rather,” she remarked. She 
looked round: her blue eyes sparkled frostily in her milk-white 
face, 

Eustace stood aghast. He didn’t think it possible that strangers 
— ^people definitely outside the family circle — could ever be 
angry, 

“I’ll stay if you can’t get on so well without me,” he said at 
length, feeling his way. 

She laughed at him when he said this — at his concerned face 
and his earnestness, his anxiety to please. So it was nothing, 
really; he was right, you couldn’t take much harm with strangers. 
If they seemed cross it was only in fun : they wouldn’t dare to show 
their feelings or make you show yours: it was against the rules. 
They existed to be agreeable, to be a diversion. . . . Nancy was 
saying: 

“It’s very kind of you to have stayed so long, Eustace. Look 
what a lot you’ve done!” A kind of comic wonder, mixed with 
mockery, crept into her voice: Eustace was fascinated. “Gerald 
will never believe me when I tell him I built it all myself 1 ” 

“Will you tell him that?” Eustace was shocked by her auda- 
city, but tried to keep his voice from showing disapproval, 

“Well, I’ll say you did all the work while I looked on.” 

Gerald will think me a muff*, decided Eustace. “Couldn’t you 
say we did it together?” 

Nancy’s face fell at the notion of this veracious account. Then 
it brightened, “I know,” she said, “I’ll tell him a stranger came 
in a boat from the yacht over there, and he helped me. A naval 
officer. Yes, that’s what I’ll tell him,” she added teasingly, seeing 
Eustace still uneasy at the imminent falsehood. “Good-bye, Mr, 
Officer, you mustn’t stay any longer.” With a gentle push to start 
him on his way she disnoissed him. 

It was too bad of Hilda to leave his hat lying in a pool. How- 
ever cross she might be she rarely failed to retrieve his personal 
belongings over which, even when not flustered and put out, he 
had little control. Now the ribbon was wet and the “table” of 
Indomitable^ a ship which he obscurely felt he might be called 
upon at any moment to join, stood out more boldly than the rest. 
Never mind, it was salt-water, and in future the hat could be 
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used for a barometer, like seaweed, to tell whether bad weather 
was coming. Meanwhile there was Hilda. It was no good putting 
off the evil moment: she must be faced. 

But he did not go to her at once. He dallied among the knee- 
high rounded rocks for which the beach of Anchorstone (Anxton, 
the Steptoes called it in their fashionable way) was famous. He 
even built a small, almost vertical castle, resembling, as nearly as 
he could make it, the cone of Cotopaxi, for which he had a 
romantic affection, as he had for all volcanoes, earthquakes and 
violent manifestations of Nature. He calculated the range of the 
lava flow, marking it out with a spade and contentedly naming 
for destruction the various capital cities, represented by greater 
and lesser stones, that fell within its generous circumference. In 
his progress he conceived himself to be the Angel of Death, a 
delicious pretence, for it involved flying and the exercise of super- 
natural powers. On he flew. Could Lisbon be destroyed a second 
time? It would be a pity to waste the energy of the eruption on 
what was already a ruin; but no doubt they had rebuilt it by 
now. Over it went and, in addition, an enormous tidal wave 
swept up the Tagus, ravaging the interior. The inundation of 
Portugal stopped at Hilda’s feet. 

For some days afterwards Eustace was haunted at odd times by 
the thought that he had accidentally included Hilda in the area of 
doom. He clearly hadn’t got her all in but perhaps her foot or her 
spade (which, for the purpose of disaster, might be reckoned her) 
had somehow overhung the circle, or the place where the circle 
would have been if he had finished it. The rocks couldn’t take 
any harm from the spell, if it really was one, and he hadn’t meant 
to hurt her, but it was just this sort of misunderstanding that gave 
Fate the opportunity to take you at your word. But Eustace had 
no idea that he was laying up trouble for himself when, with 
arrested spade, he stopped in front of Hilda. 

“It only just missed you,” he remarked cryptically. 

Silence. 

“You only just escaped; it was a narrow shave,” Eustace per- 
sisted, still hoping to interest his sister in her deliverance. 

“What fool’s trick is this?” demanded Hilda in a far-away 
voice. 

Discouraging as her words were, Eustace took heart; she was 
putting on her tragedy airs, and the worst was probably over. 
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“It was an eruption,” he explained, “and you were the city of 
Athens and you were going to be destroyed. But they sacrificed 
ten Vestal Virgins for you and so you were saved.” 

“What a silly game!” commented Hilda, her pose on the rock 
relenting somewhat. “Did you learn it from Nancy?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace, “we hardly talked at all — except just 
at the end, to say good-bye.” 

Hilda seemed relieved to hear this. 

“I don’t know why you go and play with people if you don’t 
talk to them,” she said. “You wouldn’t if you weren’t a goose.” 

“Oh, and Nancy sent you her love,” said Eustace. 

“She can keep it,” said Hilda, rising from the rock, some of 
which, as Eustace had feared, came away with her, “You’ve been 
very cruel to me, Eustace,” she went on. “I don’t think you really 
love me.” 

Hilda never made a statement of this kind until the urgency of 
her wrath was past. Eustace also used it, but in the heat of his. 

“I do love you,” he asserted. 

“You don’t love me.” 

“I do.” 

“You don’t — ^and don’t argue,” added Hilda crushingly. 
“How can you say you love me when you leave me to play with 
Nancy?” 

“I went on loving you all the time I was with Nancy,” declared 
Eustace, almost in tears. 

“Prove it!” cried Hilda, 

To be nailed down to a question he coxildn’t answer gave 
Eustace a feeling of suffocation. The elapsing seconds seemed to 
draw the very life out of him. 

“There!” exclaimed Hilda triumphantly. “You can’t!” 

For a moment it seemed to Eustace that Hilda was right: since 
he couldn’t prove that he loved her, it was plain he didn’t love 
her. He became very despondent. But Hilda’s spirits rose with 
her victory, and his own, more readily acted upon by example 
than by logic, caught the infections of hers. Side by side they 
walked round the pond and examined the damage. It was an 
artificial pond — a lake almost— lying between rocks. The inter* 
vals between the rocks were dammed up with stout banks of 
sand. To fill the pond they had to use borrowed water, and for 
this purpose they dug channels to the natural pools left by the 
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tide at the base of the sea-wall. A network of conduits criss- 
crossed over the beach, all bringing their quota to the pond which 
grew deeper and deeper and needed ceasdessly watching. It was 
a morning’s work to get the pond going properly, and rarely a day 
passed without the retaining wall, in spite of their utmost vigil- 
ance, giving way in one place or other. If the disaster occurred 
in Eustace’s section, he came in for much recrimination, if in 
Hilda’s, she blamed herself no less vigorously, while he, as a rule, 
put in excuses for her which were ruthlessly and furiously set 
aside. 

But there was no doubt that it was Hilda who kept the spirit of 
pond-making alive. Her fiery nature informed the whole business 
and made it exciting and dangerous. When anything went wrong 
theie was a row — ^no clasping of hands, no appealing to Fate, no 
making the best of a bad job. Desultory, amateurish pond- 
making was practised by many of the Anchorstone children: their 
puny, half-hearted, untidy attempts were, in Hilda’s eyes, a dis- 
grace to the beach. Often, so little did they understand the 
pond-making spirit, they would wantonly break down their own 
wall for the pleasure of watching the water go cascading out. 
And if a passer-by mischievously trod on the bank they saw their 
work go to ruin without a sigh. But woe betide the stranger who, 
by accident or design, tampered with Hilda’s rampart! Large or 
small, she gave him a piece of her mind; and Eustace, standing 
some way behind, balanced uncertainly on the edge of the con- 
flict, would echo some of his sister’s less provocative phrases, by 
way of underlining. When tJmr wall gave way it was the signal 
for an outburst of frenzied activity. On one never forgotten day 
Hilda had waded knee-deep in the water and ordered Eustace to 
follow. To him this voluntary immersion seemed cataclysmic, the 
reversal of a lifetime’s effort to keep dry. They were both punished 
for it when they got home. 

The situation had been critical when Eustace, prospecting for 
fixrther sources of supply, came upon the anemone on the rock; 
while he delayed, the pond burst, making a rent a yard wide and 
leaving a most imposing delta sketched with great ruinous curves 
,in low relief upon the sand. The pond was empty and all the 
imprisoned water had made its way to the sea. Eustace secretly 
admired the out-rush of sand and was mentally transforming it 
into the Nile estuary at the moment when Hilda stuck her spade 
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into it. Together they repaired the damage and with it the lesion 
in their affections; a glow of reconciliation pervaded them, in- 
creasing with each spadeful. Soon the baii was as strong as 
before. But you could not help seeing there had been a cata- 
strophe, for the spick-and-span insertion proclaimed its freshness, 
like a patch in an old suit. And for all their assiduous dredging 
of the channels the new supplies came down from the pools above 
in the thinnest trickle, hardly covering the bottom and leaving 
bare a number of small stones which at high water were decently 
submerged. They had no function except by the order of their 
disappearance to measure the depth of the pond; now they stood 
out, emblems of failure, noticeable for the j&rst time, like a hand- 
ful of conventional remarks exchanged between old fnends when 
the life has gone out of their relationship. 

Presently Hilda, who possessed a watch, announced that it was 
dinner time. Collecting their spades and buckets they made their 
way across the sand and shingle to the concrete flight of steps 
which zigzagged majestically up the red sandstone cliffs for which 
Anchorstone was famous. IThieir ascent was slow because Eustace 
had formed a habit of counting the steps. Their number appealed 
to his sense of grandeur, and though they usually came to the 
same total, a hundred and nineteen, he tried to think he had made 
a mistake and that one day they would reach a hundred and 
twenty, an altogether more desirable figure. He had grounds for 
this hope because, at the foot of the stairs, six inches deep in sand, 
there undoubtedly existed another step. Eustace could feel it 
with his spade. A conscientious scruple forbade him to count it 
with the rest, but — ^who could tell? — some day a tidal wave might 
come and lay it bare, Hilda waited patiently while he reassured 
himself of its existence and — ^a rare concession — consented to 
check his figures during the climb. She even let him go back and 
count one of the stages a second time, and when they reached the 
top she forbore to comment on the fact that the ritu^ had had its 
usual outcome. Standing together by the *Try-Your-Grip’ 
machine they surveyed the sands below. There lay the pond, 
occupying an area of which anyone might be proud, but — 
horrors! — ^it was completely dry. It could not have overflowed 
of itself, for they had left it only a quarter full. The gaping hole 
in the retaining wall must be the work of an enemy. A small fi^re 
was walking away from the scene of demolition with an air of 
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elaborate unconcern. “That’s Gerald Steptoe,” said Hilda. “I 
should like to kill him!” 

“He’s a very naughty boy, he doesn’t pay any attention to 
Nancy,” remarked Eustace, hoping to mollify his sister. 

“She’s as bad as he is! I should like to ” Hilda looked 

around her, at the sky above and the sea beneath. 

“What would you do?” asked Eustace fearfully. 

“I should tie them together and throw them off the cliff!” 

Eustace tried to conceal the pain he felt. 

“Oh, but Nancy sent you her love!” 

“She didn’t mean it. Anyhow I don’t want to be loved by her.” 

“Who would you like to be loved by?” asked Eustace. 

Hilda considered, “I should like to be loved by somebody 
great and good.” 

“Well, I love you,” said Eustace. 

“Oh, that doesn’t count. You’re only a little boy. And Daddy 
doesn’t count, because he’s my father so he has to love me. And 
Minney doesn’t count, because she . . . she hasn’t anyone else to 
love!” 

“Barbara loves you,” said Eustace, trying to defend Hilda 
fiom her own gloomy conclusions. “Look how you make her go 
to sleep when nobody else can.’* 

“That shows how silly you are,” said Hilda. “You don’t love 
people because they send you to sleep. Besides, Barbara is dread- 
fully selfish. She’s more selfish than you were at her age.” 

“Can you remember that?” asked Eustace timidly. 

“Of course I can, but Minney says so too.” 

“Well, Amt Sarah?” suggested Eustace doubtfully. “She’s so 
good she must love us all — and specially you, because you’re like 
a second mother to us.” 

Hilda gave one of her loud laughs. 

“She won’t love you if you’re late for dinner,” she said, and 
started at a great pace up the chalky footpath. Eustace followed 
more slowly, still searching his mind for a lover who should fulfil 
his sister’s requirements. But he could think of no one but God or 
Jesus, and he didn’t like to mention their names except in church 
or at his prayers or during Scripture lessons. Baffled, he hurried 
after Hilda along the row of weather-beaten tamarisks, but he 
had small hope of catching up with her, and the start she had 
already gained woidd be enough to make her in time for dinner 
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and him late. What was his surprise, then, when she stopped at 
the comer of Palmerston Parade (that majestic line of lodging- 
houses whose beetling height and stately pinnacles always moved 
Eustace to awe) and called him. 

He came up panting. “What is it, Hilda?” 

“Sh!” said Hilda loudly, and pointed to the left, along the 
clifft. 

But Eustace knew what he was to see before his eyes, following 
the inexorable line of Hilda’s arm, had taken in &e group. 
Fortunately they had their backs to him. He could only see the 
long black skirt and bent head of Miss Fothergill’s companion as 
she pushed the bath-chair. That was something to be thankful 
for, anyhow. 

“It’ll only take you a minute if you go now!” said Hilda. 

Eustace began to wriggle. 

“Oh please, Hilda, not now. Look, they’re going the other 
way.” 

But Hilda was not to be moved. “Remember what Aunt Sarah 
said. She said, ‘Eustace, next time you see Miss Fothergill I want 
you to speak to her’.” 

“But next time was last time!” cried Eustace, clutching at any 
straw, “and I didn’t then so I needn’t now. Anyhow I can’t now 
or we shall be late for dinner!” 

“Aunt Sarah won’t mind when she knows why,” said Hilda, 
her determination stiffening under Eustace’s contumacy. “If she 
saw us (perhaps she can from the dining-room window) she’d say, 
‘Go at once, Eustace’.” 

“I can’t. I can’t,” Eustace wailed, beginning to throw himself 
about. “She frightens me, she’s so ugly! If you make me go, I 
shall be sick at dinner!” 

His voice rose to a scream, and at that moment, as luck would 
have it, the bath-chair turned roimd and began to bear down on 
them. 

“Well, you certainly can’t speak to her in that state,” said 
Hilda, “I should be ashamed of you, I am ashamed of you any- 
how. You’ve growing up a spoilt little boy. Gome along, I 
wouldn’t let you go now even if you wanted to.” 

Eustace had won his point. He moved to the other side of 
Hilda, so as to put her between him and the slowly advanciug 
bath-chair, and they walked without speaking across the green. 

B 



Eustace and Hilda 


34 

Houses surrounded it on three sides; on the fourth it was open to 
the sea. They opened a low wooden gate marked ‘Cambo*, 
crossed a tiny square of garden and, with elaborate precautions 
against noise, deposited their spades and buckets in the porch. 
The smell of food, so strong that it must already have left the 
kitchen, smote them as they opened the door. “I won’t say any- 
thing about Miss Fothergill this time,’* whispered Hilda. 



Chapter III 

The Geography Lesson 


T he days passed quickly: August would soon be here. Hilda 
and Eustace were sitting one on each side of the dining-room 
table, their lessons in front of them. Hilda stared at her sketch 
map of England, Eustace stared at her; then they both glanced 
interrogatively and rather nervously at Aimt Sarah, enthroned 
between them at the head of the table. 

“Rutland,” said Aunt Sarah impressively. 

Eustace liked geography; he knew the answer to Rutland, and 
he was also aware that Hilda didn’t know. When they played 
‘Counties of England’ Rutland invariably stumped her. Eustace 
pondered. His map was already thickly studded with county 
towns while Hilda’s presented a much barer appearance. She 
wouldn’t mind if he beat her, for she always liked him to excel, 
indeed she insisted on it; she minded more if he failed over his 
lessons than if she did. Often when she reproved him for poor 
work he had protested “Anyhow I did better than you!” and she, 
not at all abashed, would reply, “That’s got nothing to do with 
it. You know you can do better than that if you try.” The effort 
to qualify for tis sister’s approval was the niling force in Eustace’s 
interior life: he had to live up to her idea of him, to fulfil the 
ambitions she entertained on his behalf. And though he chafed 
against her domination it was necessary for him; whenever, after 
one of their quarrels, she temporarily withdrew her jealous super- 
vision saying she didn’t care now, he could get his feet wet and 
be as siUy and lazy and naughty as he liked, she would never 
bother about him again, he felt as though the bottom had dropped 
out of his life, as though the magnetic north had suddenly repu- 
diated the needle. Hilda believed that her dominion was founded 
upon grace: she shouldered her moral responsibilities towards 
Eustace without misgiving: she did not think it necessary to prove 
or demonstrate her ascendency by personal achievements outside 
the moral sphere. Nor did Eustace think so; but all the same his 
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comfortable sense of her superiority was troubled whenever she 
betrayed, as she was certainly doing now, distinct signs of intd- 
lectud fallibility. It was paiiiful to him, in cold blood, to expose 
her to hmxdliation even in his thoughts, so with a sigh he checked 
his pen in mid-career and refrained from writing Oakham. 

‘*That’s all,’* said Aunt Sarah a few minutes later, “Let’s 
count up. And then I’ve got something to tdl you.” 

“Is it something nice?” asked Eustace. 

“You always want to know that, Eustace,” said Aimt Sarah 
not unkindly. “I notice that Hilda never does. It is a great 
mistake, as you will find in after life, always to be wondering 
whether things are going to be nice or nasty. Usually, you will 
find, they are neither.” 

“Eustace is better now at doing things he doesn’t like,” ob- 
served Hilda. 

“Yes, I think he is. Now, how many towns have you got, 
mda?” 

“Twenty-five.” 

“That’s not at all bad, especially as I sent you out shopping all 
yesterday monung. And you, Eustace?” 

“Thirty-two — ^no, thirty-one.” 

“That’s not very many. I expected you to do better than that,” 

“But I hdped Hilda shopping,” objected Eustace. “I carried 
the bread all the way home.” 

“He woiddn’t go into Lawsons’ because he’s afraid of the 
dog.” 

“Isn’t that rather silly of you, Eustace? If it doesn’t hurt Hilda, 
why should it hurt you?” 

“It doesn’t like little boys,” said Eustace. “It growled at 
Gerald Steptoe when he went in to buy his other pocket-knife.” 

“Who wouldn’t?” asked Hilda rudely. 

“Hilda, I don’t think that’s very liad. And talking of the 
Steptoes — ^but first, what did you leave out, Eustace?” 

With many pauses Eustace noted the names of the missing 
towns. 

“And Oakham, too ! But you know Oakham perfectly well: or 
had you forgotten it?” 

“Of course he hadn’t,” said Hilda with feeling. “He always 
remembers it— just because it’s not important.” 

^“No,” said Eustace slowly. “I hadn’t forgotten it.” 
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“Then why didn’t you put it down?” 

Eustace considered. He was painfully, scrupulously truthful. 

“I didn’t want to,” 

“Didn’t want to! Why, what a funny boy! Why didn’t you 
want to?” 

Again Eustace paused. An agony of deliberation furrowed his 
forehead. 

“I thought it was best to leave it out,” he said. 

“But, what nonsense! I don’t know what’s come over you. 
Well, you must write out twice over the names of the towns you 
missed, and Oakham five times. Hilda, you have been busy, so 
it will do if you mark them on your map in red ink. Then you 
can go and play. But first I want to tell you about Thursday.” 

“Oh, is it to be Thursday?” asked Eustace. 

“Wait a minute. You must learn not to be impatient, Eustace. 
Thursday may never come. But I was going to say, your father 
doesn’t go to Ousemouth on Thursday afternoon so we’re all 
going for a drive.” 

“Hurray!” cried both children at once. 

“And Mrs. Steptoe has very kindly invited us to join them on 
the Downs for a picnic.” 

Hilda looked utterly dismayed at this. 

“Do you think we ought to go?” she asked anxioiisly. “Last 
year when we went Eustace was sick after we got home.” 

“I wasn’t!” Eustace exclaimed. “I only felt sick.” 

“Eustace must try very hard not to get excited,” Aimt Sarah 
said in a tone that was at once mild and menacing. “Otherwise 
he won’t be allowed to go again.” 

“But he always gets excited,” Hilda persisted, ignoring the 
feces that Eustace, who had jumped up at the news, was making 
at her from behind his aunt’s back. “Nancy excites him; he can’t 
really help it.” 

Aunt Sarah smiled, and as her features lost their habitual 
severity of cast they revealed one of the sources from which Hilda 
got her beauty. 

“It’s Eustace’s fault if he lets Nancy make him behave 
foolishly,” she said with rather chilly indulgence. “He must 
remember she is only a little girl.” 

“But she’s older than me,” said Eustace. “She’s quite old; she’s 
older than Hilda.” , 
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**In years, perhaps. But not in other ways. Hilda has an old 
head on young shoulders, haven’t you, Hilda?” 

At the compliment Hilda smiled through her portentous 
frowns. 

‘*I’m sure I know better than she does what’s good for Eustace,” 
she aimounced decidedly. 

“Then you must see that he doesn’t run about like a little mad 
thing and over-eat himself,” said Aunt Sarah. “If you do that 
everything will be all right.” 

“Oh yes,” cried Eustace ecstatically, “I’m sure it will. Hilda 
always tells me to stop playing when I begin to look tired.” 

“Yes, I do,” said Hilda a trifle grimly, “but you don’t always 
stop.” 

Aunt Sarah was moving to the door when Eustace called after 
her. “May I do my corrections in the nursery?” 

“Do you think Minney will want you when she’s busy with 
Baby?” 

“Oh, she won’t mind if I keep very still.” 

“I think I’d better come too,” said Hilda. 

“Yes, do come,” said Eustace. “But mightn’t two be more in 
the way than one?” 

“Very well, I’ll stay here since you don’t want me.” 

“I do want you, I do want you !” cried Eustace. “Only I didn’t 
think there was any red ink in the nursery.” 

“That shows aU the more you don’t want me!” said Hilda. 
“When you come down I shall have gone out.” 

“Don’t go fax!” 

“I shall go a long way. You won’t be able to find me.” 

“Where shall you go?” 

“Oh, nowhere in particular.” And then as Eustace was closing 
the door she called out, “Perhaps towards the lighthouse.” 

Eustace knocked at the nursery door. “It’s me, Minney.” 

“Come in, Eustace. . . . Goodness gracious! what have you got 
there?” 

She bustled up, a small, active woman with a kind round face 
and soft tidy hair. “Whatever’s that?” 

“It’s what I’ve done wrong,” said Eustace gloomily. 

“Is it? Let me look. I don’t call that much. I should be very 
proud if I made no more mistakes than that.” 

|J‘Would you?” asked Eustace almost incredulously. 
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“Yes, I should. I’ll be bound Hilda didn’t get as many right 
as you did.” 

Eustace considered. “Of course she’s very good at sums. . . • 
But you mustn’t let me interrupt you, Minney,” 

“Interrupt! Listen to the boy. I’ve got nothing to do. Baby’s 
outside in the pram, asleep, I hope.” 

“Oughtn’t one of us to go and look at her, perhaps?” 

“Certainly not. Now, what do you want? A table? Here it is. 
A chair? I’ll put it there, and you on it.” Suiting the action to 
the word, she lifted Eustace, passive and acquiescent, on to the 
white chair. “And now what? Ink? I’ll go and fetch it.” Poor 
lamb, she murmured to herself outside the door, how tired he 
looks! 

Left alone, Eustace fell into a reverie. Though he could not 
have formulated the reason for it, he felt an exquisite sense of 
relief; the tongues of criticism, that wagged around him all day, 
at last were stilled. 

“Here’s the ink,” said Minney, appearing with a great impres- 
sion of rapid movement, “and the blotting-paper and a pen. My 
word, you want a lot of waiting on, don’t you?” 

“I’m afraid I do,” said Eustace humbly. “Hilda says you spoil 
me. 

“What nonsense! But mind you, don’t make a mess, or else 
you’U hear about it.” 

“Do you think I’m messy?” asked Eustace anxiously. 

“No, you’re always a good boy.” This favourable judgement 
surprised Eustace into a shocked denial. 

“Oh no,” he said, as though the idea were blasphemous, 

“Yes, you are. You’re just like your mother.” 

“I wish I could remember her better.” 

“Well, you were very yoimg then.” 

“Why did she die, Mixmey?” 

“I’ve told you ever so many times, she died when your sister 
Barbara was bom.” 

“But mothers don’t always die then.” 

“No . . .” said Minney, turning away, “but she did. . . ^ Now 
get on, Eustace, or you’ll have the whole morning gone.” ^ 

Eustace began to write. Presently his tongue came out and 
followed his pen with sympathetic movements. 

“Good gracious, child, don’t do that — ^Lf the wind changed — 
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“Fm sorry, Minney.’* 

“And don’t for heaven’s sake sit all hunched up. You’ll grow 
into a question mark.” 

Obe^ently Eustace straightened himself, but the effort of sit- 
ting upright and keeping his tongue in was so great that the work 
proceeded twice as slowly as before. 

“That’s better,” said Minney, coming and standing behind 
htTTij her sewing in her hand. “But what do you call that letter, a 
G? It looks more like an L.” 

“It’s a capital G,” explained Eustace. Oh dear! Here was the 
voice of criticism again, and coming, most disappointingly, from 
Minney’s mouth. “Don’t you make them like that?” 

“No, I don’t, but I dare say I’m old-fashioned.” 

“Then I like people to be old-fashioned,” said Eustace placat- 
ingly. 

“I always tdl them you’ll get on in the world, Eustace. You say 
such nice things to people,” 

“Dear Minney!” 

It was delicious to be praised. A sense of luxury invaded 
Eustace’s heart. Get on in the world ... say nice things to 
people ... he would remember that. He was copying ‘Oakham* 
for the fourth time when he heard a shout at the window, repeated 
a second later still more imperiously, “Eustace ! Eustace 1” 

“Gracious!” said Minney. “She’ll wake the baby. When she 
wants a thing she never thinks of anyone else.” 

Eustace was already at the window. “Coming, Hilda!” he 
cried in a raucous whisper. “I was afraid you’d gone to the 
lighthouse.” 



Chapter IV 

The Picnic on the Downs 


C AMBO was the last house in its row; nothing intervened 
between it and the sea except the Rev. A. J. Johnson’s 
preparatory school, a large square brown building which, partly 
from its size, partly from the boys it housed and at stated hours 
disgorged in crocodile form, exerted a strong influence over 
Eustace’s imagination. He had been told that when he grew 
older and his father richer he might be sent there. The thought 
appalled him — ^he devoted certain private prayers to the effect 
that he might never become any older than he was, and he 
continually asked Minney, *‘Daddy isn’t any richer now, is he?” 
— simply for the sake of hearing her say, “You ought to be glad if 
yoirr father makes more money,” an answer he rightly interpreted 
to mean that he was not doing so yet. 

But this morning, as for the fifth time he opened the garden 
gate, he did not even notice the menadng shape on his right. His 
eyes were turned away from the sea to the houses at the top of the 
square and the road where surely, by this time, he would see 
something to reward his vi^. Yai, there was the landau, with 
Brown Bess between the shafts, and the driver in his bowler hat 
sitting enthroned above. He never would drive down to Cambo, 
the road was so flill of ruts and there was no room, he said, to turn 
the horses. 

Eustace lingered to make sure there could be no mistake and 
then dashed into the house, colliding with his father in the 
doorway. 

“Oh, Daddy, it’s there!” 

you needn’t knock me over if it is,” said Alfred Cherring-* 
ton, recoiling a Ktde at the impact. 

“Oh, Daddy, have I hurt you?” 

“Not seriously, but I should like to know what you’re in such 
a hurry about?” 

“Oh, Daddy, you do know.” 


4 * 
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His father’s pale blue eyes under their straw-coloured lashes 
narrowed in pretended ignorance. 

“Were you being chased by a bull?” 

“Oh, Daddy, there aren’t any bulls on the green.” 

“There might be if they saw your red jersey.” 

“You’re teasing me.” 

“Well, what was it?” 

“Why, the carriage, of course.” 

“What carriage? I don’t know anything about a carriage. 
Has it come to take you to school?” 

“No, it’s going to take us to the Downs,” cried Eustace. “You 
must hurry. Mustn’thehurry,Aimt Sarah?” He appealed to his 
aunt who had appeared in the porch, a grey veil drawn over her 
hat and tied tighdy under her chin. 

“I don’t think you ought to tell your father to hurry,” Aunt 
Sarah said. 

Eustace became anxious and crestfallen at once. 

“Oh, I didn’t really mean he was to hurry. . . . Only just not 
. • • not to waste time. You knew what I meant, didn’t you. 
Daddy?” 

He looked up at his father, and Aunt Sarah looked at him too. 
Mr. Gherrington was silent. At last he said : 

“Well, I suppose you ought to be careful how you talk to me.” 

“Has Eustace been rude to Daddy again?” inquired Hilda, 
who had joined the group. 

“Oh, nothing much,” said Mr. Gherrington awkwardly. 
“Gome along now, or we shall never get started.” He spoke with 
irritation but without authority. Eustace looked back into the hall. 

“Isn’t Minney coming?” 

“No,” said Aimt Sarah. “I told you before, she has to look 
after Barbara.” 

They started up the hill towards the carriage. 

Hilda and Eustace took turns to sit on the box. Eustace’s turn 
came last. This meant missing a bird’s-eye view of the streets of 
Anchorstone, but certain interesting and venerated landmarks 
such as the soaring water-tower, a noiagnificent structure of red 
brick which he never passed under without a thrill, thinking it 
might burst with the weight of water imprisoned in it, could be 
seen almost as well fiom inside. He loved the moment when they 
turned off the main road on the brink of Frontisham Hill, that 
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frightful declivity with its rusty warning to cyclists, and began to 
go inland. Every beat of the horses* hoofs brought the Downs 
nearer. Hilda would talk to the driver with an almost professional 
knowledge of horses. He let her use the whip and even, when 
they got dear of the town, hold the reins herself. Eustace had 
once been offered this privilege. At first he enjoyed the sensation 
of power, and the touch of the driver’s large gloved hand over 
his gave him a feeling of security. But suddenly the horse 
stumbled, then broke into a gallop, and the driver, snatching the 
reins, swore with a vehemence that terrified Eustace. He had 
never seen anyone so angry before, and though the man, when 
he calmed down, assured him he was not to blame, he fdt he was, 
and refused to repeat the experiment. A conviction of failure 
clung to him, reasserting itself when Hilda, erect and unruffled, 
displayed her proficiency and fearlessness; in fact whenever he 
saw a horse. And everyone assured him that he would never be 
a man until he learned how to drive. Indeed, the future was 
already dull and menacing with the ambitions other people 
entertained on his behalf. It seldom occurred to him to question 
their right to cherish these expectations. Not only must he learn 
to drive a horse, he must master so many difficult matters: ride a 
bicycle, play hockey, play the piano, talk French and, hardest of 
all, earn his living and provide for his sisters and his Aunt Sarah 
and his father when he got too old to work. . . . The future was 
to be a laborious business. And if he did not fulffl these obliga- 
tions, everyone would be angry, or at least grieved and dis- 
appointed. 

In self-defence Eustace had formed the mental habit of post- 
poning starting to make a man of himself to an unspecified date 
that never came nearer, remaining miraculously just far enough 
away not to arouse feelings of nervous dread, but not so far away 
as to give his conscience cause to reproach him with neglect of 
his duties. The charm did not always work, but it worked to-day : 
his enjoyment of the drive was undisturbed by any sense of private 
failure. Presently Hilda announced that it was time for him to 
take her place on the box. The carriage stopped while he climbed 
up. 

Searching for a subject of conversation that might interest his 
neighbour, he said, “Have you ever ridden a racehorse?” 

The driver smiled. 
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“No, you want to be a jockey to do that.” 

A jockey; no one had ever proposed that Eustace should be a 
jockey. It always gave him pleasure to contemplate a profession 
with which his future was not involved. 

“Do jockeys get rich?” he presently inquired. 

“Some of ’em do,” the man replied. 

“Richer than you?” Eustace was afraid the question might be 
too personal so he made his voice sound as incredulous as possible. 

“I should think they did,” said the driver warmly. 

“I’m sorry,” said Eustace. Then, voicing an ancient fear, he 
asked, “It’s very hard to make money, isn’t it?” 

“You’re right,” said the driver. “It jolly well is.” 

Eustace sighed, and for a moment the Future loomed up, black 
and threatening and charged with responsibility. But the appear- 
ance of a ruined roofless church made of ffrits, grey and jagged 
and very wild-looking, distracted him. Its loneliness challenged 
his imagination. Moreover, it was a sign that the Downs were at 
hand. 

“Soon we shall see the farm-house,” he remarked. 

The driver pointed with his whip. “There it is!” 

A cluster of buildings, shabby and uncared for, came into view. 

“And there’s the iron spring,” cried Eustace. “Look, it’s 
running.’’ 

A trickle of brownish water came out of a pipe under the 
farm-house wall. The ground around it was dyed bright orange; 
but disappointingly it failed to colour the pond which received it 
a yard or two below. 

“If you was to drink that every day,” observed the driver, 
“you’d soon be a big chap.” 

“You don’t think I’m very big now?” 

“You’ll grow a lot bigger yet,” said the driver diplomatically. 

Eustace was relieved. He had been told that he was under- 
sized. One of the tasks enjoined on him was to increase his 
stature. Some association of ideas led him to say: 

“Do you know a girl called Nancy Steptoe?” 

“I should think I did,” said the driver. “If I wasn’t driving you 
to-day I should be driving them.” 

“I’m glad we asked you first,” said Eustace politely. The man 
seemed pleased. “She’s a nice girl, isn’t she?” 

No answer came for a moment. Then the driver said: 
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“I’d rather be taking you and Miss Hilda.” 

“Oh!” cried Eustace, emotions of delight and disappointment 
struggling in him, “but don’t you like Nancy?” 

“It’s not for me to say whether I like her or whether I don’t.” 

“But you must know which you do,” exclaimed Eustace. 

The driver gnmted. 

“But she’s so pretty.” 

“Not so pretty as Miss Hilda by a long sight.” 

Eustace was amazed. He had heard Hilda called pretty, but 
that she should be prettier than Nancy — ^the gay and the daring, 
the care-free, the wdl-dressed, the belle of Anchorstone — ^he could 
not believe it. Hilda was wonderful; everything she did was right; 
Eustace could not exist without her, could not long be happy 
without her good opinion, but he had never imagined that her 
supremacy held good outside the moral sphere and the realm of 
the affections. 

“She doesn’t think she’s pretty herself,” he said at last. 

“She will some day,” said the driver. 

“But, Mr. Craddock,” exclaimed Eustace (he always called 
Craddock Mr. having received a hint from Minney: the others 
never did), “she’s too good to be pretty.” 

Mr. Craddock laughed. 

“You say some old-fashioned things, Master Eustace,” he said. 

Eustace pondered. He still wanted to know why the driver 
preferred taking them, the humble Ghcrringtons, to the glorious, 
exciting Steptoes. 

“Do you think Nancy is proud?” he asked at last. 

“She’s got no call to be,” Mr. Craddock said. 

Eustace thought she had, but did not say so. He determined to 
make a frontal attack. 

“Do you often take the Steptoes in your carriage, Mr. Crad- 
dock?” 

“Yes, often.” 

Naturally he would. To the Steptoes, a picnic was nothing 
unusual: they probably had one every day. Eustace was still 
surprised at being asked to join them. He thought Gerald must 
want to swap something, and had put in his pocket all his avail- 
able treasures, though ashamed of their commonplace quality. 

“When you drive them,” he proceeded, “what do they do 
different from us?” 
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Mr. Craddock laughed shortly. “They don’t pay for my tea.” 

“But aren’t they very rich?” 

“They’re near, if you ask me.” 

Eustace had scarcely time to digest this disagreeable informa- 
tion when he heard his father’s voice; “Eustace, look! There are 
the Steptoes — ^they’ve got here jBbrst.” 

By now the Downs were upon them, green slopes, low but 
steep, enclosing a miniature valley. The vaUey swung away to the 
left, giving an effect of mystery and distance. The four Steptoes 
were sitting by the stream — ^hardly perceptible but for its ilMnge 
of reeds and tall grasses — that divided the valley. Nancy had 
taken her hat off and was shaking back her golden hair. Eustace 
knew the gesture well; he felt it to be the perfection of sophistica- 
tion and savoir-faire. He raised his hat and waved. Nancy re- 
sponded with degant negligence. Major and Mrs. Steptoe rose 
to their feet. Something made Eustace look back into the landau 
at Hilda. She could see the Steptoes quite well, but she didn’t 
appear to notice them. A small bush to the left was engaging her 
attention; she peered at it from under her drawn brows as though 
it was something quite extraordinary and an eagle might fly out 
of it. Turning away, Eustace sighed, 

“I hope you will have a nice time, Mr. Craddock,” he said. 

“Don’t you worry about that. Master Eustace.” 

“Will you have some more cake, Nancy?” 

“No, thank you, Eustace.” 

“Will you have some of the sandwiches we brought, though 
Fm afraid they’re not as nice as your cake?” 

“They’re d^dous, but I don’t think Fll have any more.” 

“I could easily make you some fresh tea, couldn’t I, Aunt 
Sarah?” 

“Yes, but you must take care not to scald yourself.” 

“Well, if it’s absolutdy no trouble, Eustace. You made it so 
beautifully before.” 

Eustade glowed. 

“Look here, Gerald,” said Major Steptoe, turning on his 
massive tweed-clad elbow, “you’re neglecting Hilda.” 

“She said she didn’t want any more,” remarked Gerald a trifle 
curtly, 

“If you pressed her she might change her mind.” 
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^‘Thanks, I never change it.** 

Hilda was sitting on the Steptoes* beautiful blue carriage rug, 
her heels drawn up, her arms clasping her knees, her head averted, 
her eyes fixed on some distant object down the valley. 

''V^at a determined daughter you*ve got, Cherrington.** 

‘‘Well, she is a bit obstinate at times.*’ 

“Aunt Sarah said if you keep on changing your mind no one 
will respect you,’* said Hilda in lofty accents and without looking 
round. 

“She’s hardly eaten anything,” said Gerald, who was Eus- 
tace’s senior by a year. “Just one or two of their sandwiches and 
none of our cakes.” 

There was an awkward pause. Eustace came to the rescue. 
“She hardly ever eats cakes, do you, Hilda?” 

“What an unusual little girl!” said Mrs. Steptoe with her high 
laugh. 

“You needn’t be afraid of getting fat, you know,” said Major 
Steptoe, gently pinching Hilda’s thin c^ with his large strong 
hand- Hilda rounded on him with the movement of a horse 
shaking off a fly. 

“It doesn’t do to be greedy at my time of life.” 

“Why ever not?” 

Eustace whispered nervously to Nancy, “She doesn’t like being 
touched. Isn’t it funny? She doesn’t mind so much if you hit 
her.” 

“Why, have you tried?” 

Eustace look^ shocked. “Only when we play together.” 

Major Steptoe rose and stretched himself. “Well, Gherrington, 
what about these toboggans? We’ve given our tea time to settle.” 

Miss Gherrington stopped folding up some paper bags and 
said: 

“Alfred and I both think it would be too much for Eustace.” 

“Oh come, Miss Gherrington, the boy’ll only be young once.” 

“Oh, do let me, Aunt Sarah,” Eustace pleaded. 

“It’s for your father to decide, not me,” said Miss Ghenington. 
“We remember what happened last time Eustace tobogganed, 
don’t we?” 

“What did happen, Eustace?” asked Nancy with her flattering 
intimacy. 

“Oh, I couldn’t tell you here.” 
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“Why not?» 

“I was much yoimger then, of course.” 

“Well,” said Major Steptoe, looming large over the little 
party, “we can’t let the boy grow up into a mollycoddle,” 

“I was thinking of his health, Major Steptoe.” 

“What do you say. Bet?” 

“I think it would do him all the good in the world,” said Mrs. 
Steptoe. 

“Well, Gherrington,” said Major Steptoe, “the decision rests 
with you and your sister.” 

Mr. Gherrington also rose to his feet, a slight figure beside 
Major Steptoe’s bulk. 

“All things considered, I think 

“Remember, you agreed with me before we started, Aljfred,” 

Mr. Gherrington, unhappily placed between his sister and 
Major Steptoe, looked indecisively from one to the other and said : 

“The boy’s not so delicate as you think, Sarah. You fuss over 
him too much in my opinion. One or two turns on the toboggan 
will do him no harm. Only remember” (he turned irritably to 
Eustace) “you must let it stop at that,” 

Eustace jumped up, jubilant. Miss Gherrington pursed her 
lips and Hilda whispered, “Isn’t that like Daddy? We can’t 
depend on him, can we? Now Eustace will be sick.” 

The males of the party started off towards the farm and pre- 
sently reappeared each laden with a toboggan. Eustace could not 
manage his; his arm was too short to go round it; when he tried 
pulling it over the rough roadway it kept getting stuck behind 
stones. M^or Steptoe, who was carrying the big toboggan with 
places for tiree on it, relieved Eustace of his. 

“How strong you must be, Major Steptoe!” 

“So will you be at my age, won’t he, Gherrington?” 

And Eustace’s father, feeling as if Major Steptoe had somehow 
acquired his parental prerogative, agreed. 

Then arose the question of who was to make the first descent. 

“The thing is,” said Gerald, “to see who can go furthest on the 
flat. Now if Mother and Miss Gherrington sit here, on that stone, 
they’ll mark the furthest point anyone’s ever got to.” 

“I don’t want to sit on a stone, thank you,” said Mrs. Steptoe, 
“and I don’t suppose Miss Gherrington does either.” 

“Well then, sit in this cart-rut, it’s the same thing. Now you 
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must keep a very careful watch, and mark each place with a stick 
— give you some.” 

^‘Thank you.” 

“And you mustn’t take your eyes off us for a second, and only 
where the last part of the body touches the ground counts: it 
might be the head, you know.” 

“I suppose it might.” 

“Now we’ll begin. Shotild I go first, just to show you what it’s 
like?” 

“I think you might ask Hilda to go with you.” 

Gerald’s face fell. “WiU you come, Hilda?” 

“No, thank you. I shall have plenty to do looking after 
Eustace.” 

“Then I’ll start.” Gerald took one of the single toboggans and 
climbed the slope with great alacrity and an unnecessary amount 
of knee movement. “Coming,” he cried. The toboggan travelled 
swiftly down the grassy slope. The gradient was the same all the 
way until twenty feet or so before the bottom when, after a tiny 
rise, it suddenly steepened. It was this that gave the run its thrill. 
Gerald’s toboggan took the bump only a shade out of the straight: 
only a shade but enough to turn it sideways. He clung on for a 
moment. Then over he went, and sliding and rolling arrived at 
the bottom of the slope. The toboggan, deprived of his weight, 
slithered tmcertamly after him and then stopped. It was an 
ignominious exhibition, and it was received in silence. Suddenly 
the silence was broken by a loud burst of laughter. 

“He said he was going to show us what it was like,” Hilda 
brought out at last, between the convulsions of her mirth. “Didn’t 
he look funny?” 

“Perhaps he meant to show us it doesn’t really hurt falling,” 
suggested Eustace charitably. 

Gerald ignored them. “I’m glad I fell, in a way,” he ex- 
explained, “because now you can all see the dangerous point. Of 
course, I should really have done it better if I’d come down head 
first. That’s the way I usually do it, only of course it wotddn’t 
have been any good showing you that way, because that way 
needs a great deal of practice.” He looked at his father for 
confirmation. 

“Not one of your best eflforts, my boy,” said Major Steptoe. 
“Let’s see what Eustace can do.” 
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As Eustace climbed the slippery hillside tugging at the rope of 
the toboggan with determined jerks, he suddenly thought of the 
Crucifixion and identified himself with its principal figure. The 
image seemed blasphemous so he tried to put it out of his mind. 
No, he was a well-known moimtaineer scaling the Andes. On 
the other side of the valley lay the Himalayas, and that large bird 
was a condor vulture, which would pick his bones if he were 
killed. . . . No, it wouldn’t, for it would have to reckon with 
ECllda; she would be sure to defend his body with her life. There 
she was, quite small now, and not looking up at him, as the others 
were. Eustace sighed. He wished she was enjoying herself more. 
Mentally he projected himself into Hilda. Immediately she began 
to talk and smile; the others all gathered round her; even Mrs. 
Steptoe, aloof and mocking, hung on her lips. What a delightful 
girl ! Not only a second mother to Eustace, but pretty and charm- 
ing as well. Then he caught sight of Hilda’s face, sullen and set, 
and the vision faded. ... It was high time, for they must be 
wondering why he was so long coming down. Perhaps they 
thought he was frightened. Eustace’s heart began to beat un- 
comfortably. They were all looking at him now, even Hilda, and 
he heard a voice — Gerald’s — call out ‘‘Hurry up!” It was ‘hurry 
up’, wasn’t it, not ‘funk’, a horrible word Gerald had got hold 
of and applied to everyone he didn’t like and many that he did. 
Eustace tentatively paid out a few inches of the rope. The tobog- 
gan gave a sickening plunge. Again the voice floated up: “Gome 
on I’’ It was ‘come on’, wasn’t it, not that other word? Gerald 
would hardly dare to use it in the presence of his parents. The 
difficulty with the toboggan, he remembered, was to sit on it 
properly before it start^ off. The other times his father had 
always held it for him, and he would have done so now, Eustace 
thought with rising panic, only Major Steptoe hadn’t wanted him 
to. Should hejust walk down and say he didn’t fed very well? It 
was quite true: his heart was jumping about in the most extra- 
ordinary way and he could hardly breathe. He would be ill, just 
as they said he would be. He need never see the Steptoes again: 

Hilda would be delighted if he didn’t As for Nancy 

At that moment Eustace saw his father turn to Major Steptoe 
and say something, at the same time pointing at Eustace. Major 
Steptoe nodded, his father rose to his feet, the tension in the litde 
group rdaxed, they began to look about them and talk. It was 
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clear what had happened: his father was coining up to help him. 

This decided Eustace. Holding the dirty rope in one hand, 
while with the other he supported his weight, he lowered himself 
on to the toboggan. Before he had time fairly to fix his heels 
against the cross-bar it was off. 

The first second of the run cleared Eustace’s mind marvellously. 
He was able to arrange himself more firmly in his seat and even, 
so sharpened were his senses by the exhilaration of the movement, 
to guide the toboggan a little with his body. And when the pace 
slackened at the fatal bump he felt excited, not frightened. For a 
moment his feet seemed to hang over space; the toboggan pitched 
forward like a see-saw as the ground fell away under it. The pace 
was now so breath-taking that Eustace forgot where he was, forgot 
himself, forgot everything. Then, very tamely and undramatic- 
ally, the toboggan stopped and he looked up to see the party 
scattering right and left, laughing and clapping their hands. He 
had finished up right in the middle of them. 

“Bravo!” 

“Well done, Eustace!” 

“He didn’t need any help, you see.” 

“He looks rather white, I’m afraid, Alfred.” 

“I believe you’ve broken the record, Eustace,” said Nancy. 

“Oh no, he’s not done that, because you see at the last moment 
he put his elbow on the ground, and that’s two feet, at least it’s 
two of my feet” (explained Grerald, measuring) “short of the 
Record Stone. You were just coming off, really, weren’t you, 
Eustace?” 

“Well, perhaps I was.” Being a hero Eustace felt he could 
afford to be generous. 

“What do you think of your brother now, Miss Hilda?” asked 
Major Steptoe playfully. 

Hilda, who had resumed her seat on the rug, let her glance rest 
on the feet of her interlocutor. 

“I’m glad in a way,” she admitted. 

“You ought to be very proud of him.” 

“I should certainly have been ashamed of him if he hadn’t.” 

“Hadn’t what?” 

“Broken the record, or whatever Nancy said he did.” 

An astonished pause greeted this remark. It was broken by 
Mrs. Steptoe’s light, ironical voice. 
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*^Your sister expects a lot of you, doesn’t she, Eustace?” 

‘^Doesn’t Nancy expect a lot of Gerald?” Eustace asked. 

‘'Oh, I’ve given Gerald up, he’s hopeless,” said Nancy. “I won’t 
trust myself on the toboggan with him. You’re so good, Eustace, 
may I come with you?” 

Eustace, in the seventh heaven of delight, got up and looked 
round awkwardly at the company. 

"You’ve got a great responsibility now, Eustace!” 

"I fed quite safe,” said Nancy airily. 

“Will you have a turn with Gerdd, Hilda?” asked Major 
Steptoe, "or will you watch?” 

"I might as well watch.” 

"Then, Cherrington, what about you and me and Gerald 
trying our luck together?” 

"Rather.” 

The five of them trooped up the hill, leaving Mrs. Steptoe and 
Miss Cherrington and Hfilda to rather desultory conversation. 

"You sit in front, Nancy!” 

"Oh, Eustace, I should feel much safer if you did.” 

"Should we t^e turns?” 

"They may separate us.” 

"Oh, would they do that?” 

"Wc^, you know how they do at dances.” 

"I’ve never been to a dance,” said Eustace. 

"But you go to the dancing class.” 

“Sometimes, if I’m well enough.” 

"You’ve never danced with me.” 

"No, because you’re too good, you’re in A set.” 

"We must dance together, some time.” 

"Oh, that woxild be lovdy!” 

"Well, I’ll go in front this time. . . . Ooo, Eustace, how brave 
you are not to scream.” 

"That’s the third time Nancy and Eustace have come down 
together,” observed Miss Cherrington. 

"Yes. Don’t they look charming? And not one spill. Eustace 
is an expert, I must say. Here they all come. Don’t you fed 
tempted, Hilda?” 

No reply. 

"We think you ought to try a new formation now, don’t we. 
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Miss Gherrington?” Mrs. Steptoe persisted. “What about a boy’s 
double, Gerald and Eustace? And perhaps Mr. Gherrington 
would take Nancy, and Hilda would go with Jack.” 

Major Steptoe looked interrogatively at Hilda. 

Hilda said nothing, and Eustace, who knew the signs, saw that 
she was on the brink of tears. 

“Won’t you come with me, Hilda?” he asked reluctantly. 

“Go on as you are, I don’t care,” Hilda replied, her words com- 
ing with diflSculty and between irregular pauses. Mrs. Steptoe 
raised her eyebrows. 

“Well, I think you’d better break up a bit. Decide among 
yoiuselves. Toss for it. I beg you pardon. Miss Gherrington?” 

“Fd rather they didn’t do that, if you don’t mind.” 

Nancy took advantage of this debate between the elders to 
whisper to Eustace, “Gome on, let’s have one more together.” 
Laughing auxd excited they trudged up the hill again. 

“You know,” Nancy said as confidentially as her loud panting 
permitted, “I arranged all this, really.” 

“You arranged it?” 

“Yes, the picnic.” 

“Why?” asked Eustace breathlessly. 

“Gan’t you guess?” 

“So that you and I might ?” 

“Of course.” 

“Oh, Nancy!” 

Once more the glorious rush through the darkening air. This 
time Nancy was riding in front. The wind of the descent caught 
her long golden hair and it streamed out so that when Eustace 
bent forward it touched his face. When they came to the bump 
his customary skill deserted him;] the toboggan turned side- 
ways and they rolled and slithered to the bottom. Eustace 
was first on his feet. He gave his hand to Nancy and spluttered, 
gasping: 

“Your hair got in my eyes.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“I didn’t mind.” 

Mrs. Steptoe reedved them with a little smdle. “Well, children, 
it’s getting late. I think the next ought to be the last. What do 
you say, Miss Gherrington?” 

“I think Eustace has had quite enough.” 
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“Cherrington and I have broken every bone in our bodies,” 
remarked Major Steptoe amiably. 

Both the fathers had withdrawn &om the fray some time ago 
and were smoking their pipes. The sun was hanging over the hill 
behind them, a large red ball which had lost its fierceness. The 
grass on the opposite slope was flecked with gold; the shadows 
lengthened; the air turned faintly blue. 

“Last round,” called Major Steptoe. “Seconds out of the ring, 
WeVe nearly all seconds now, what, Gherrington? How is it to 
be this time^” 

Eustace and Nancy gave each other a covert glance. 

Suddenly Hilda said in a strident, croaking voice: 

“I should like to go with Eustace.” 

This announcement was followed by a general murmur of 
surprise, which soon turned into a chorus of approval. 

“That’s right, Hilda! Don’t let Nancy monopolise him! Let’s 
have a race between the two families — the Cherringtons versus 
the SteptQcs.” 

So it was arranged that Gerald and Nancy should have one of 
the double toboggans, Hilda and Eustace the other, Mr. Gher- 
rington was to act as starter, Major Steptoe as judge. Hilda 
waited till her father and the two Steptoes were half-way up the 
slope and then said: 

“You’ve been very unkind to me, Eustace.” 

Eustace was feeling tired: he wished Hilda had offered to help 
him pull up the toboggan. Her accusation, acting on his nerves, 
seemed to redouble his weariness, 

“Oh why, Hilda? I asked you to come and you wouldn’t.” 

“Because I saw you wanted to be with Nancy,” said Hilda 
sombrely. “You never left her alone for a moment. You don’t 
know how silly you looked — ^both of you,” she added as an after- 
thought. 

“You didn’t see us,” Eustace argued feebly, “you were always 
looking the other way.” 

“I did try not to see you,” said Hilda, remorselessly striding up 
the slope, her superior stature, unimpaired fireshness and natural 
vigour giving her a great advantage over Eustace. “But when I 
I couldn’t see you I could hear you. I was ashamed of you and so 
was Aunt Sar^ and so was Daddy.” 

“Daddy said he was proud of me.” 
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Oh, he said that to please Major Steptoe.” 

Eustace felt profoundly depressed and, as the tide of reaction 
roll^ oyer him, a little sick. But the excitement of the start, of 
^ttmg mto line, of holding the toboggan with Hilda on it and 
then jumping into his place at the word “Go!” banished his 
malaise. Off shot the two toboggans. When they reached the 
dreaded rise they were abreast of each other; then Gerald’s 
exaggerated techmque^ (learned, as he had explained, jfrom a 
tobogganist of world-wide renown) involved him, as so often, in 
disaster. The Cherringtons won, though their finish was not 
^ectacular: the grass, now growing damp, held them back. 
Hilda and Eustace stumbled to their feet. They looked at each 
other without speaking but there was a gleam in Hilda’s eye. 
Major Steptoe joined the group, 

“A decisive victory for your side, I’m afiraid, Cherrington,” he 

said. “Now what about packing up?” 

Gerald was heard muttering something about “our re- 
venge”. 

“What does he say?” asked Hilda. 

^^He wants to challenge us again,” said Eustace importantly. 

Now, children, it’s too late for any more. Look, the moon’s 
rising!” But Mrs. Steptoe’s clear, decided tones had no effect 
whatever on Hilda. 

The sun’s still there,” she said. “Come on, Eustace. I wzint 
to beat them again.” 

“But we mightn’t win another time,” said Eustace cautiously. 

However, Hilda had her way. The second race resulted in a 
win for the Steptoes. Again the parents and Miss Cherrington 
decreed the revels should end. But Hilda would not hear 
of it. They must have a third race to decide who were the real 
winners. 

“I feel a little sick, Hilda,” whispered Eustace as he toiled after 
her up the slope. 

“What nonsense! You didn’t feel sick with Nancy.” 

“I do now.” 

‘Tou don’t— you only think you do.” 

“Perhaps you know best.” 

The third race was a near thing because both parties finished 
without mishap. The Cherringtons, however, were definitely in 
in>nt. But apart from Major Steptoe, the judge, there was no one 
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to hail their triumph; the others had gone on towards the car- 
riages which could be seen a couple of hundred yards away 
drawn up on the turf, facing each other. 

“WeVe won! WeVe won!” cried Hilda, her voice echoing 
down the valley. Her eyes were sparkling, her face, glowing 
against her dark hair, was amazingly animated. Eustace, who 
had seldom seen her like this, was excited and afraid. ‘*WeVe 
won, we’ve won!” she repeated. 

”A11 right then, come along!” Aunt Sarah’s voice, with a note 
of impatience in it, reached them thinly across the grassy 
expanse. 

“Wait a minute!” screamed Hilda, “I’m going to make Eustace 
take me again.” 

Major Steptoe’s deep, conversational tones sounded strangely 
composed after her wild accents. 

“What about giving up now? The horses’ll be getting res- 
tive.” 

“I don’t care about the horses. Come on, Eustace.” 

For the first time she took the toboggan herself, and began 
running up the hill. It was so wet now that she slipped and 
stumbled with every step, and Eustace, quite tired out, could 
hardly get along at all. 

“Oh, do hurry, Eustace: you’re so slow.” 

“I’m trying to keep up with you, Hilda !” 

Suddenly she took his hand. “Here, hang on to me.” 

“Won’t they be angry if I’m sick?” 

‘‘Not if you’re with me. There, you sit at the back* Isn’t it 
glorious us bemg together like this?” 

“It’s getting so dark, Hilda,” 

From the wood where the valley curved an owl called. 

“What was that, Hilda?” 

“Only an owl, you sUIy!” 

The tobog^ rushed down the slope. It was too dark to see 
the irregularities in the ground. They felt a bump; Hilda stueft 
out her foot; the toboggan pitched right over and brother and 
sister rolled pdl-mell to the bottom. 

Hilda pulled Eustace to his feet, “Wasn’t it lovely, Eustace?” 

“Yes, but oh, Hilda, I do fed sick!” 

Suddenly he was sick. 

‘^’m all right now, HUda.” 
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^ ® ^ thing. Let me take the toboggan. — Coming. 

Major Steptoe.’’ 

He looks a bit white,” said Aimt Sarah, as they settled themselves 
into the landau. ‘‘Whatever made you take him up again, Hilda?” 

I knew he really wanted to,” said Hilda. “Didn*t you, 
Eustace?” ^ ’ 

“Yes,” said Eustace faintly. “But I think I won’t go on the 
box to-night.” 

“I won’t either,” announced Hilda. 

Gan we go back by Anchorstone Hall?” asked Eustace. 

Then Mr. Craddock needn’t turn round.” 

They waved farewells to the Steptoes, who were going the other 
way. The road led through woods and open clearings. 

“I keep feeling better,” Eustace whispered to Hilda. “Wasn’t 
it lovely, our last ride?” 

Better than the ones you had with Nancy?” muttered Hilda, 
affectionate menace in her tone. 

“Oh, much, much better,” whispered Eustace. 

*‘And do you love me more than her?” 

“Oh, much, much more.” 

So they conversed, with mutual protestations of endearment, 
until suddenly a great sheet of water opened out before them, and 
beyond it rose the chimneys and turrets and battlements of 
Anchorstone Hall. The moon made a feint pathway on the water, 
but the house was still gilded by the setting sun. Eustace was 
ench^ted. “Oh, isn’t it lovely ? Ifl ever make enough money to 
buy it, will you come and live there with me, Hilda?” 

“Cambo’s good enough for me.” 

“Oh, but this is so grand!” 

“Silly Eustace, you always like things grand.” 

“That’s why I like you.”* 

“I’m not grand.” 

• “Yes, you are.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Oh, children, shut up I” said Mr. Cherrington, turning roxmd 
from the box. 

“Yes, for goodness’ sake be quiet,” said Aunt Sarah. 

There was silence for a space. Then Eustace whispered: “I 
think I fed quite well now, Hilda.” 



Chapter V 

A Lion in the Path 


N ext morning Eustace was not allowed to get up to break- 
fast: he was considered to be too tired. So he spent the first 
part of the morning, not unwillingly, in bed. Cambo boasted few 
bedrooms, and the one he shared with Hilda did not contain and 
could not have contained more fiimiture than their two narrow 
beds, set side by side, a washing-stand, a combined chest-of- 
drawers and dressing-table, two chairs with seats made of stout 
fibre, and some rings behind a curtain in lieu of wardrobe. The 
furniture and the woodwork were stained brown, the wallpaper 
was dark blue with a design of conventional flowers, and the 
curtains of the window, which looked out on the brown flank of 
the house next door, were of dark blue linen. Eustace greatly 
admired the curtain rings of oxydised copper, and also the door 
handle which was made of the same metal and oval in shape 
instead of round. It was set rather high in the door, recalling llie 
way that some people, Eustace had noticed, shook hands. 

Eustace loved the room, especially on mornings like this, when 
he was allowed to go into the bed Hilda had vacated and enjoy 
the less restricted view commanded by it. She would be shopping 
now; she was probably at Love’s the butcher’s, whose name they 
both thought so fiinny. He did not envy her that item in her list. 
He wondered if Nancy ever shopped. He could imagine her 
buying shoes and stodiigs and dresses of silk, satin and velvet, 
but he did not think she brought home the groceries, for instance, 
as he and Hilda often did. How she occupied hersdf most of the 
time was a mystery — a delightful mystery that it gave him in- 
creasing pleasure to try to solve. Only on rare occasions did she 
go down to the beach, as Eustace knew, for he always looked for 
her, and still more seldom was she to be seen on the difFs. It was 
most unlikely that he would find her there this morning when he 
joined Hilda at the First Shelter, at twelve o’clock. 

Just as he remembered this appointment Minney came in to 
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tell him to get up. It was half-past eleven; how would he have 
time to wash his neck, clean his teeth and say his prayers^ 

Eustace was inwardly sure he would find time, unless he were 
held up by his prayers. During the last week or two they had 
presented a difficult problem. He wanted to include Nancy, if 
not in a special prayer, at any rate in the general comprehensive 
blessing at the end. This already included many people whom he 
did not like so much; he even had to mention Mr. Craddock’s 
dog, simply because Hilda was fond of it. There could be no 
harm, surely, in adding Nancy’s name. But when the moment 
arrived he always flinched. He had to say his prayers aloud, usu- 
ally to Hilda, but always to somebody, and he knew instinctively 
that the mention of Nancy’s name would give rise to inquiry and 
probably to protest. To offer a silent prayer on her behalf 
seemed underhand and shabby. God would not approve and 
Nancy, if she knew, would feel ill used. So he made a compro- 
mise; he said Nancy’s prayer out loud, but he waited till he was 
alone to say it. Minney was helping him to dress and she clearly 
meant to stay on to make the bed after he was gone. An inspira- 
tion seized him. 

“Minney, would you fetch my sand-shoes^ I left them in the 
hall to dry.” 

“What a good, thoughtful boy! Of course I will.” 

Rather guiltily Eustace sank on to his knees and repeated very 
fast in a most audible voice: “Please God bless Nancy and make 
her a good girl for ever and ever. Amen.” 

Hilda was duly waiting for him at the First Shelter. There 
were three shelters on the cliff between the steps down to the sea 
and the lighthouse, more than a mile away: not only did they 
mark distances to Eustace and Hilda with an authority no mile- 
stone could ever compass, but they also, similar though they were 
in all respects to the casual eye, possessed highly developed 
personalities which could never for a moment be confused. 

“Do you think we shall get as far as the Third Shelter?” asked 
Eustace as they set out. 

“We’ve got an hour; we might even get to the lighthouse if you 
don’t dawffie,” said Hilda. 

They walked along the path at a respectful distance fix>m the 
edge of the cliff. Some sixty feet deep, it was very treacherous. 
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’ Anchorstone was full of legends of unwary or foolhardy persons 
who had ventured too near the brink, felt the earth give way under 
them, and been dashed to pieces on the rocks below. 

“Gerald got as far as that once,” said Existace, indicating a 
peculiarly dangerous-looking tuft of grass, between which and 
the true face of the cliff the weather had worked a deep trench, 
plain for all to see. 

It was a thoughtless remark and Hilda pounced on it. “The 
more fool he,” she said. 

That subject was closed. They continued their walk till they 
came to a storm-bent hedge whidi clung giddily to the uttermost 
verge of the cliff. Every year it surrendered something to the 
elements. But buffeted and curtailed as it was, it presented a 
magnificent picture of tenacity, and Eustace never saw it without 
a thrill. This morning, however, it lacked the splendid isolation 
in which he liked to imagine it. Someone was walking alongside 
it, perhaps two people. But Hilda had better eyes than he and 
cri^ at once, “There’s Miss Fothergill and her companion.” 

“Oh!” cried Eustace; “let’s turn back.” 

But the light of battle was in Hilda’s eye. 

“Why should we turn back? It’s just the opportunity we’ve 
been looking for.” 

“Perhaps you have,” said Eustace. “I haven’t.” 

He had already turned away Scorn the approaching bath-chair 
and was tugging at Hilda’s hand, 

“The Bible says, ‘Sick and in prison and I visited you’,” Hilda 
quoted with considerable effect. “You’ve always been naughty 
about this, Eustace: it’s the chief failing I’ve never been able to 
cure you of,” 

“But she’s so ugly,” protested Eustace. 

“What difference docs that make?” 

“And she frightens me.” 

“A big boy like you!” 

“Her face is all crooked.” 

“You haven’t seen it — ^you always run away.” 

“And her hands are all black.” 

“Silly, that’s only her gloves.” 

“Yes, but they aren’t proper hands, that’s why she wears 
gloves. Annie told me.” 

Annie was the Cherringtons’ daily ‘hdp*. 



The Shrimp and the Anemone 6i 

“She ought to have known better/* 

“Anyhow we*ve been told ever so often not to speak to 
strangers.” 

“She isn’t a stranger, she’s always been here. And it doesn’t 
matter as long as they’re old and . • . and ugly, and ill, like she 
is.” 

“Perhaps she’ll say, ‘Go away, you cheeky little boy. I don’t 
want to t^ to you. You want to beg, I suppose?’ What shall I 
do then?” 

“Of course she wouldn’t. Ill people are never rude. Besides, 
she’ll see me behind you.” 

“But what shall I say to her?” 

Hilda considered. “You always find plenty to say to Nancy.” 

“Oh, but I couldn’t say those sort of things to her.” 

“Wdl, say ‘How do you do. Miss Fothei^? It’s a nice day, 
isn’t it? I bought perhaps you would like me to help to push 
your bath-chair’.” 

“But I might upset her,” objected Eustace. “You know how I 
once upset baby in the pram.” 

“Oh, there wouldn’t be any risk of that. Miss Fothergill’s 
grown up— you’d only just be able to move her. Then you could 
say, ‘Aren’t I lucky to be able to walk?’ ” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace decisively. “She wouldn’t like that.” 

“Then think of something yourself.” 

“But why don’t you speak to her, Hilda? Wouldn’t that do as 
well? It would really be better, because if I speak to her she’ll 
think you don’t want to.” 

“It doesn’t matter about me,” said Hilda. “I want her to see 
what good manners you’ve got.” 

Eustace wriggled with obstinacy and irritation. 

“But won’t it be deceitful if I say how-do-you-do without 
meaning it? She won’t know I’m doing it to please you and she’ll 
think I’m politer than I really am. And Jesus will say I’m a 
whited-sepulchre like in that sermon we heard last Sunday. 
Besides, we are told to do good by stealth, not out in the open air.” 

Hilda considered this. “I don’t think Jesus would mind,” she 
said at last. “He always said we were to visit the sick, and that 
meant whether we wanted to or not. Those ministering children 
Minney read to us about were good because they visited the poor, 
the book didn’t say they wanted to,” 
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“You don*t know that Miss Fothergill is poor,” Eustace coun- 
tered. “I don’t think she can be, becaiise she lives in that big 
house, you know, all by itself, with lovely dark green bushes all 
round it. Jesus never said we were to visit the rich.” 

“Now you’re only arguing,” said Hilda. “You said that about 
Jesus and not being polite on purpose because you don’t want to 
do your duty. It isn’t as if you were doing it for gain — that would 
be wrong, of course.” 

“Of course,” said Eustace, horrified. 

“She might give you a chocolate, though,” said Hilda, hoping 
to appeal to Eustace’s charity through his appetite. “Old ladies 
like that often have some.” 

“I don’t want her nasty chocolates.” 

“There, I knew you’d say something naughty soon. Here she 
comes; if you speak to her now she’ll know you don’t really want 
to, you look so cross; so you won’t be deceiving her.” 

Eustace’s face began to wrinkle up. “Oh, Hilda, I can’t!” 

There was no time to be lost. Realising thajt argument and 
injunction had alike proved vain, Hilda adopted a new form of 
tactics — ^tactics, it may be said, she used but rarely. 

“Oh, Eustace, please do it for my sake. Remember how I 
helped you with &e toboggan yesterday, and how I always let 
you pat down the castles, though I am a girl, and I never mind 
playing horses with you, though Minney says I ought not to, at 
my age” (Hilda was much fonder of playing horses than Eustace), 
“and how Axmt Sarah said you wouldn’t be anywhere without 
me. And if you don’t mind how I fed just think of poor Miss 
Fothergill going home and saying to the housemaid, T met such 
a dear little boy on the diff this morning; he spoke to me so 
nicdy, it’s quite made me forget’ — ^well, you know, her face and 
her hands and everything. T think I shall ask him to tea and 
give him a lot of lovdy cakes’.” 

“Oh, that would be dreadful!” cried Eust^^ce, much moved by 
Hilda’s doquence but appalled by the prospect evoked by her 
final sentence. ‘Tfou wouldn’t let me go, would you? Promise, 
and I’ll speak tg her now,” 

“I won’t promise, but I’ll see.” 

Hilda fdl back a pace or two, rather with the gesture of an 
impresario introducing a prima-donna. Standing unnaturally 
straight and holding his arm out as though to lose no time in 
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shaking hands, Eustace advanced to meet the oncoming bath-* 
chair. Then he changed his mind, jerkily withdrew the hand and 
took off his hat. The bath-chair halted. 

‘‘Well, my little man,” said Miss Fothergill, “what can I do 
for you?” Her voice bubbled a litde. 

Eustace lost his head completely: the words died on his lips. 
Miss Fothergill’s face was swathed in a thick veil, made yet more 
opaque by a plentiful sprinkling of large black spots. But even 
through this protection one could not but see her mouth — that 
dreadful wine-coloured mouth that went up sideways and, meet- 
ing a wrinkle half-way up her cheek, seemed to reach to her right 
eye. The eye was half closed, so she seemed to be winking at 
Eustace. His face registering everything he felt he hastily dropped 
his glance. Why was Miss Fothergill carrying a muff on this 
warm summer day? Suddenly he remembered why and his 
discomfiture increased. Feeling that there was no part of Miss 
Fothergill he could safely look at, he made his gaze describe a 
half-circle. Now it rested on her companion, who returned the 
look with a disconcerting, unrecognising stare. Eustace felt 
acutely embarrassed. 

“WeU?” said Miss Fothergill again. “H[aven’t you anything to 
say for yourself? Or did you just stop out of curiosity?” 

Eustace was between two fires : he could feel Hilda^s eyes boring 
into his back, “Please,” he began, “I wanted to say ‘How do you 
do, Miss Fothergill, isn’t it a nice day?’ ” 

“Very nice, but I don’t think we know each other, do we?” 

“Well, not yet,” said Eustace, “only I thought perhaps you 
would let me push your— your” (he didn’t like to say ‘bath-chair’) 
“invalid’s carriage for you,” 

Miss Fothergill tried to screw her head round to look at her 
companion, then seemed to remember she couldn’t, and said, 
“You’re very youi^ to be starting work. Ox:^htn’t you to be at 
school?” 

Eustace took a nervous look at his darned blue jersey, and 
glancing over his shoulder at Hilda, pulled it down so hard that 
a small hole appeared at the shoulder. 

“Oh, I have lessons at home,” he said, “with Hilda,” Again 
he glanced over his shoulder: if only she would come to his 
rescue! “She thought you might like 

“This is very mysterious, Helen,” said Miss Fothergill, the 
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words coming like little explosions from her woxmded cheek. 
‘‘Can you make it out? Does he want to earn sixpence by pushing 
me, or what is it?” 

Eustace saw that she was \mder a misapprehension. 

“Of course I should do it for nothing,” he said earnestly. “I 
have quite a lot of money in the Savings Bank, twenty-five pounds, 
and sixpence a week pocket money. You wouldn’t have to do 
anything more than let me push you. If I was going to be paid, 
you would have had to ask me first, wouldn’t you, instead of me 
asking you?” 

Miss Fothergill’s face made a movement which might have 
been interpreted as a smile. 

“Have you tried before?” 

“Well yes, with the pram, but you needn’t be afraid because 
I only upset it on the kerbstone and there isn’t one here.” 

“I’m very heavy, you know.” 

Eustace looked at her doubtfully. 

“Not going downhill. It would be like a toboggan.” 

“That woid be too fast and my tobogganing days are over. 
Well, you can try if you like.” 

“Oh, thank you,” said Eustace fervently. He turned to the 
companion. “Will you show me how?” 

“I think you’d better keep a hand on it, Helen,” said Miss 
Fothergill. “I don’t quite like to trust myself to a strange young 
man.” 

With some slight hesitating rductance the companion made 
way for Eustace, who braced himself valiantly to the task. The 
bath-chair moved forward jerkily. To his humiliation Eustace 
foundhimselfclingingtothchandle,msteadofcontrollmgit. They 
passed Hilda: she was gazing with feigned interest at the light- 
house. 

“The path’s a bit bumpy here,” he gasped. 

“Well, St. Christopher, you mustn’t complain.” 

“I beg your pardon,” said Eustace, “but my name isn’t Chris- 
topher, it’s Eustace — ^Eustace Cherrington. And that girl we 
passed is my sister Hilda.” 

“My name is Janet,” said Miss Fothergill, “and Helen’s name 
is Miss Grimshaw. Axe you going to leave your sister behind?” 

“Oh, she knows the way home,” said Eustace. 

“Where is your home?” 
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“It’s a house called Cambo, in Norwich Square. We xised to 
live in Ousemouth where Daddy’s oflSce is. He’s a chartered 
accountant.” Eustace brought this out with pride. 

“Are you going to be a chartered accountant, too?” 

“Yes, if we can afford it, but Baby makes such a difference. , . . 

I may go into a shop. . . 

“Shoxild you like that?” 

“Not much, but of course I may have to earn a living for every- 
body in the end.” 

“Helen,” said Miss Fothergill, “run back, would you anind, and 
ask the little girl to come with us? I shall be safe, I think, for a 
moment.” 

Miss Grimshaw departed. 

“I should like to know your sister,” said Miss Fothergill. 

“Yes, you woixld,” cried Eustace enthusiastically. Since he was 
in no danger of seeing any more of Miss Fothergill than the back 
of her hat, his self-confidence had returned to him. He remem- 
bered how Mrs. Steptoe had described Hilda. “She’s a most 
imusual girl.” 

“In what way? I saw she was very pretty, quite lovely, in 
fact.” 

“Oh, do you think so? I didn’t mean that. She doesn’t care 
how she looks. She’s so very good — ^she does everything — she does 
all the shopping— she’s not selfish at all, you know, like me — she 
doesn’t care if people don’t like her— she wants to do what she 
thinks right, and she wants me to do it — she quite prevents me 
from being spoilt, that’s another thing.” 

“Does anyone try to spoil you?” 

“Well, Minney does and Daddy would, I think, only Aunt 
Sarah doesn’t let him and Hilda hdps.” 

“Does your mother ?” Miss Fothergill began, and stopped. 

“Mother died when Barbara was bom. It was a great pity, 
because only Hilda can really remember her. But we don’t 
speak of her to Hilda because it makes her cry. Oh, here 
she is!” 

Striding along beside Miss Grimshaw, Hilda drew level with 
the bath-chair. 

“Stop a moment, Eustace,” said Miss Fothergill, “and intro- 
duce me to your sister.” 

“Oh, I thought you understood, it’s Hilda i” ^ 
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“Good morning, Hilda,” said Miss Fothergill, “Your brother 
had been kind enough to take me for a ride.” 

Eustace looked at Hilda a little guiltily. 

“Good morning,” said Hilda. “I hope you feel a little better?” 

“I’m quite well, thank you.” 

Hilda looked faintly disappointed. 

“We didn’t think you could be very well, that’s why I said to 
Eustace ” 

“What did you say to him?” 

EElda reflected. “I can’t remember it all,” she said. “He 
didn’t want to do something I wanted him to do, so I said he 
ought to do it.” 

There was a rather painful pause. Eustace let go the handle 
and gazed at Hilda with an expression of agony. 

“I see,” said Miss Fothergill. “And now he’s doing what you 
told him.” 

“He was a moment ago,” replied Hilda, strictly truthful. 

“I’m enjoying it very much,” said Eustace suddenly. “Of 
course, when Hilda told me to, I didn’t know you would be so 
nice.” 

“Eustace is always like that,” said Hilda. “When I tell him to 
do something, well, like taking the jelly to old Mrs. Crabtree, he 
always makes a fuss but afterwards he enjoys it.” 

Eustace, who had a precocious insight into other people’s 
feelings, realised that Hilda was mishandling the situation. “Oh, 
but this is quite different,” he cried. “Mrs. Crabtree is very poor 
and she has a tumour and she’s very old and there’s a nasty smell 
in the house and she always says, ‘Bless you, if you knew what it 
was to suffer as I do Eustace paused. 

“WeU?” said Miss Fothergill. 

“I mean, it’s so different here, on the cliffs with the birds and 
the lighthouse and that hedge which I like very much, and — and 
you, Miss Fothergill — ^you don’t seem at all ill from where I am, 
besides you say you’re not, and I ... I like pushing, really I do; 
I can pretend I am a donkey — ^I can’t think of anything Fd rather 
do except perhaps make a pond, or paddle, or go on the pier, or 
ride on a toboggan — and, of course, those are just pleasures. If 
you don’t mind, let’s go on as we were before Hilda interrupted.” 

“All right,” said Miss Fothergill, “only don’t go too fast or 
you’ll malte tee nervous.” 
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“Of course I won’t, Miss Fothergill. I can go slowly just as 
easily as fast” 

The cavalcade proceeded in silence for a time, at a slow 
march. Eustace’s face betrayed an almost painful concentration. 
“Is that the right pace?” he said at last. 

“Exactly.” 

They passed the Second Shelter, and immediately Eustace felt 
the atmosphere of the town closing round him. Suddenly Hilda 
burst out laughing. 

“What’s the matter?” Eustace asked. 

“I was laughing at what you said about pretending to be a 
donkey,” Hilda remarked. “He doesn’t have to pretend, does he, 
Miss Fothergill?” 

“I’m very fond of donkeys,” said Miss Fothergill. “They are 
so patient and hard-working and reliable and independent.” 

“I’ve taught Eustace not to be independent,” said Hilda. “But 
he’s very fond of carrots. You ought to have some carrots in your 
hat, Miss Fothergill.” She laughed again. 

“Oh no,” said Eustace. “That would spoil it. I’m so glad I’m 
at the back here, because I can see the lovely violets. The violets 
are so pretty in your hat, Miss Fothergill, I like looking at them.” 

“Why do all donkeys have a cross on their backs?” asked Hilda. 

“Because a donkey carried Jesus,” Miss Fothergill said. 

“Wouldn’t it be funny if Eustace got one?” 

“Minney says my skin is very thin,” said Eustace seriously. 

“He oughtn’t to say that, ought he. Miss Fothergill? It’s 
tempting Providence,” said ifflda. 

“I’m aJfraid his ba^ may be rather stiff to-morrow after all this 
hard work.” 

“Hard work is good for donkeys,” said Hilda. 

Eustace felt hurt and didn’t answer. They were approaching 
the flight of steps that led to the beach. On the downward 
gradient the bath-chair began to gather way. Eustace checked 
it in alarm. 

“There,” said Miss Fothergill, “thank you very much for the 
ride. But you mustn’t let me spoil your morning for you. Isn’t it 
time you went to play on the beach?” 

“Eustace doesn’t expect to play this morning,” remarked 
Hilda. “He played a great deal yesterday on the Downs.” 

“Yes, but I count this play,” said Eustace stoutly. ^ ^ 
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Miss Fothergill smiled. “Fm not sure that Helen would agree 
with you.*’ 

“Of course,*’ Hilda began, “when you’ve done a thing a great 
many times . . . Eustace doesn’t like taking Barbara out in the 
pram.” 

“It’s because of the responsibility,” said Eustace. 

“And don’t you feel me a responsibility?” 

“Not with Miss Grimshaw there.” 

“But supposing Miss Grimshaw didn’t happen to be here. 
Supposing you took me out alone?” 

A little frown collected between Miss Grimshaw’s thick eye- 
brows, which Eustace did not fail to notice. 

“Oh, I should ask her to join us in about . . . about a quarter 
of an hour.” 

“He’s a tactful little boy,” said Miss Grimshaw coldly. 

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Now, Eustace, you’ve been very kind but 
you mustn’t waste your time any longer with an old woman like 
me. He wants to go and play on the sands, doesn’t he, Hilda?” 

Hilda looked doubtfully at Eustace, 

“Very likely he does want to,” she said, “but I’m afraid it’s 
too late now,” 

“Oh dear, I have spoilt your morning,” cried Miss Fothergill in 
distress. 

“Oh no,” said Eustace. “You hardly made any difference at 
ail. You see, we didn’t have time to do anything really, because 
I got up so late. So this was the best thing we could do. I . . . 
I’m very glad we met you.” 

“So am I, Now let’s make a plan. Perhaps you and your sister 
could come and have tea with me one day?” 

The two children stared at each other. Consternation was 
written large on Eustace’s face. Hilda’s recorded in turn a 
number of emotions. 

“Perhaps you’d like to talk it over,” suggested Miss Fothergill. 

“Oh yes, we should,” said Hilda, gratefully acting upon the 
proposal at once, “Do you mind if we go a little way away?” 
Seizing Eustace’s hand she pulled him after her. At a point a 
few yards distant from the bath-chair they halted. 

“I knew she was going to say that,” moaned Eustace. 

“You’ll enjoy it all right when you get there.” 

“I shan^t, and you’ll hate it, you know you will.” 
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‘‘I shan’t go,” said Hilda. “I shall be too busy. Besides it’s you 
she wants.” 

‘‘But I daren’t go alone,” cried Eustace, beginning to tremble. 
“I daren’t look at her, you know I daren’t, only from behind.” 

“Don’t make a fuss. She’ll hear you. You won’t have to look 
at her very much. She’ll be pouring out the tea.” 

“She can’t. Her arm’s all stiff and she has hands like a lion.” 
Eustace’s voice rose and tremors started through his body. 

“Very wdl then, I’ll tell her you’re afraid to go.” 

Eustace stiffened. “Ofcourse I’m not afraid. It’s because she’s 
so ugly.” 

“If Nancy Steptoe had asked you instead you’d have said, 
‘Thank you very much, I wiU’,” 

“Yes, I shotild,” said Existace defiantly. 

“Then I shall tell Miss Fothergill that,” Hilda was moving 
away, apparently to execute her threat, when Eustace caught at 
her arm. “All right, I’U go. But if I’m sick it’ll be your fault. I 
shall try to be, too.” 

“You wicked little boy !” said Hilda, but tolerantly and without 
conviction. The battle won, she led him back to the bath-chair. 
“We’ve talked it over,” she announced briefly. 

“I hope the decision was favourable,” said Miss Fothergill. 

“Favourable?” echoed Eustace. 

“She means she hopes you’ll go,” Hilda explained patiently. 
“It was him you wanted, Miss Fothergill, wasn’t it? Not me?” 

“No, I asked you both to come.” 

“I expect you felt you had to, but I’m always busy at tea-time 
and Eustace is sometimes better without me, he’s not so shy when 
he thinks he can do what he likes.” 

Miss Fothergill exchanged a glance with her companion. 

“Very wdil, we’U take the responsibility of him. Now what day 
would suit you, Eustace^” 

“Would it have to be this week?” asked Eustace, but Hilda 
hastily added, “He can come any day except Tuesday, when he 
goes to the dancing class.” 

“Let’s say Wednesday then. That will give me time to have a 
nice tea ready for you.” 

“Thank you very much. Miss Fothergill,” said Eustace wanly, 

“No, thank very much for helping me to pass the morning 
so pleasantly. Now” — ^for Eustace had sidled up to the bath-chair 
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and was bracing himsdf to push — must run away and have 
Ixmcheon. I’m sure you must be hungry after all that hard work.” 

Flattered in his masculine pride Eustace answered, “Oh, that 
was nothing.” 

“Yes it was, and we shan’t forget it, shall we, Helen?” 

Miss Grimshaw nodded a Uttle doubtfully. 

“Remember Wednesday. I shall count on you, and if you can 
persuade Hilda to come too I shall be delighted.” 

Miss Fothergill began to withdraw her hand from her muff, 
perhaps in a gesture of dismissal, perhaps — ^who knows? — to 
wave good-bye. Suddenly she changed her mind and the hand 
returned to its shelter. 

“Good-bye,” said the children. They walked a few paces in a 
sedate and dignified fashion, then broke into a run. 

“Wasn’t she nice after all?” said Eustace, panting a little. 

“I knew you’d say that,” Hilda replied. 



Chapter VI 

The Dancing Class 


ALL the same as the week wore on Eustace felt less and less able 
to face Wednesday’s ordeal. The reassurance conveyed by 
Miss Fothergill’s presence ebbed away and only her more alarm- 
ing characteristics remained. With these Eustace’s fertile fancy 
occupied itself ceaselessly. About her hands the worst was already 
known, and he could add nothing to it; but the worst was so bad 
that the thought of it was enough to keep him awake till Hilda 
came up to bed. In virtue of her years she was given an hour’s 
grace and did not retire till half-past eight. On Monday night, 
three days after the encounter on the cliff, Eustace prevailed on 
her to sacrifice her prerogative, and she appeared soon after he 
had said his prayers. She was not at all angry with him and her 
presence brought immediate relief. Without too much mental 
suffering, Eustace was able to make a visual image of himself 
shaking hands (only the phrase wouldn’t fit) with Miss Fothergill. 
He almost brought himself to believe — ^what his aunt and Minney 
with varying degrees of patience continually told him — that Miss 
Fothergill’s hands were not really the hands of a lion, they 
were just very much swollen by rheumatism — “as yours may 
be one day”, Minney added briskly. But neither of his com- 
forters could say she had ever seen the hands in question, and 
lacking this confirmation Eustace’s mind was never quite at 
rest. 

But it was sufficiently swept and garnished to let in (as is the 
way of minds) other devils worse than the first. With his fears 
concentrated on Miss Fothergill’s hands, Eustace had not thought 
of speculating on her face. On Monday night this new bogy 
appeared, and even Hilda’s presence was at first powerless to 
banish it. Eustace was usually nervous on Monday nights because 
on the morrow another orded lay before him — ^the dancing class. 
Now with the firantic ingenuity of the neurasthenic he tried to 
play off his old fear of the dancing class against the new horror 

71 



72 Eustace and Hilda 

of Miss Fothergill’s face. In vain. He pictured himself in the 
most humiliating and terrifying situations. He saw himself sent 
by Miss Wauchope, the chief of the three dancing mistresses, alone 
into the middle of the room and made to go through the steps of 
the waltz. ‘You’re the slowest little boy I’ve ever tried to teach,’ 
she said to him after the third attempt. ‘Do it again, please. You 
know you’re keeping the whole class back.’ Never a Monday 
night passed but Eustace was haunted by this imaginary and 
(since Miss Wauchope was not really an unkind woman) most 
improbable incident, and nothing pleasant he could think of— 
ponds, rocks, volcanoes, eagles, Nancy Steptoe herself—would 
keep it at bay. 

Yet this particular Monday he deliberately evoked it, in the 
hope that its formidable but manageable horror might overcome 
and drive away the rising terror he was feeling at the thought of 
Miss Fothergill’s face. Perhaps she hadn’t even got a face! Per- 
haps the black veil concealed not the whiskers and snub nose and 
large but conceivably kindly eyes of a lion, but just emptiness, 
darkness, shapeless and appalling. 

“Hilda,” he whispered, “are you awake?” 

No answer. 

I mxistn’t wake her, Eustace thought. Now supposing Miss 
Wauchope said, ‘Eustace, you’ve been so very stupid all these 
months, I’m going to ask your aunt to make you a dunce’s cap, 
and you’ll wear it every time you come here, and I shall tdl the 
rest of the class to laugh at you.’ 

For a moment Eustace’s obsession, distracted by this new rival, 
lifted a little; he felt physically lighter. Then back it came, 
aggravated by yet another terror. 

“Hilda! mda!” 

She stirred. “Yes, Eustace?” 

“Oh, it wasn’t anything very much.” 

“Then go to sleep again.” 

“I haven’t been to sleep. Hilda, supposing Miss Fothergill 
hasn’t got a face she wouldn’t have a head, would she?” 

“SiUy boy, of course she’s got a face, you saw it.’^ 

“I thought I saw her eyes. But supposing she hadn’t got a head 
even, how could her neck end?” 

Hilda saw what was in Eustace’s mind but it did not horrify, it 
only amused her. She gave one of her loud laughs. 
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Closing his eyes and smnmoiiing up all his will power, Eustace 
asked the question which had been tormenting him: 

“Would it be all bloody?’’ 

Still struggling with her laughter, Hilda managed to say: 

“No, you donkey, of course it wouldn’t, or she’d be dead,” 

Eustace was struct and momentarily convinced by the logic of 
this. Moreover, Hilda’s laughter had shone like a sun in the 
Chamber of Horrors that was his mind, lighting its darkest 
comers and showing up its inmates for a sorry array of pasteboard 
spectres. He turned over and was nearly asleep when the outline 
of a new phantom darkened the window of his imagination. 
Restlessly he turned his head this way and that: it would not go. 

He tried in vain to remember the sound of Hilda’s laugh. The 
spectre drew nearer; soon it would envelop his consciousness. 

“Hilda!” he whispered. 

A grunt. 

“Hilda, please wake up just once more.” 

“Well, what is it now?” 

“Hilda, do you think Miss Fothergill really is alive? Because if 
she hadn’t got a head, and she wasn’t bloody, she’d have to 
be Eustace paused. 

“Well?” 

“A ghost.” 

Hilda sat up in bed. Her patience was at an end. 

“Really, Eustace, you are too silly. How could she be a ghost? * 
You can’t see ghosts by daylight, for one thing, they always come 
at night. Anyhow there aren’t any. Now if you don’t be quiet 
I won’t sleep with you again. I’ll naake Minney let me sleep with 
her — so there.” 

The threat, uttered with more than EQlda’s usual vehemence 
and decision, succeeded where her reasoning had failed. It 
restored Eustace to a sense of reality. At once lulled and invigor- 
ated by her anger he was soon asleep. 

He slept, but the night’s experience left its mark on the day that 
followed, changing the key of his moods, so that familiar objects 
looked strange. He was imcomfortably aware of a break in the 
flow of his personality; even the pond, to which (in view of the 
afternoon at the dandng class) they repaired earlier than usual, 
did not restore him to himself. 
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He was most conscious of the dislocation as he stood, among a 
number of other little boys, in the changing-room at the Town 
Hall. The act of taking his dancing shoes out of their bag usually 
let loose in him a set of impressions as invariable as they were 
acute. His habitual mood was one of fearful joy contending with 
a ragged cloud of nervous apprehensions, and accompanying this 
was a train of extremely intense sensations proceeding from well- 
known sounds and sights and smells. These were all present 
to-day: the pungent, somehow nostalgic smell of the scrubbed 
wooden floor of the changing-room; the uncomforting aspect of 
the walls panelled with deal boards stained yellow, each with an 
ugly untidy knot defacing it (Eustace had discovered one that 
was knotless, and he never failed to look at it with affectionate 
approval); and through the door, which led into the arena and 
was always left the same amount ajar, he could hear the shufiling 
of feet, the hum of voices, and now and then a few bars of a dance 
tune being tried over on the loud clanging piano. 

All these phenomena were present this Tuesday, but somehow 
they had ceased to operate. Eustace felt his xisual self in spite of 
them. He even started a conversation with another little boy who 
was changing, a thing that in ordinary circumstances he was far 
too strung-up to do. It was only when he approached the door 
and prepared to make his d^but on the stage that he began to 
experience the first frisson of the Tuesday afternoon transforma- 
tion. Before him lay the immitigable expanse of polished floor, as 
hard as the hearts of the dancing mistresses. Beyond stood the 
wooden chairs, pressed back in serried ranks, apparently only 
awaiting the word to come back and occupy the space filched 
from them by the dancing class. And all round, the pupils lining 
up for their preliminary march past. There was a hot, dry, dusty 
smell and the tingle of excitement in the air. Avoiding every eye, 
Eustace crept along the wall to take his place at the tail of Ae 
procession. Then he timidly looked rotmd. Yes, there was Hilda, 
in an attitude at once relaxed and awkward, as though defying 
her teachers to make a ballroom product of her. Twisted in its 
plait her dark lovely hair swung out at an ungainly angle; her 
face expressed boredom and disgust; she looked at her partner 
(they marched past in twos) as though she hated him. Eustace 
trembled for her, as he always did when she was engaged in an 
enterprise where her natural sense of leadership was no help to 
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her. His gaze travelled on, then back. No sign of Nancy Steptoe. 
She was late! She wasn’t coming! The pianist’s hands were 
poised for the first chord when the door opened and Nancy 
appeared. What a vision in her bright blue dress! She came 
straight across the room, and late though she was, found time to 
flash a smile at the assembled youth of polite Anchorstone. How 
those thirty hearts should have trembled! Certainly Eustace’s 
did. 

The afternoon took its usual course. Hilda did her part per- 
functorily, the arrogant, if partly assumed, self-sufficiency of her 
bearing shielding her from rebuke. Eustace, assiduous and 
anxious to give satisfaction, got the steps fairly correct but missed, 
and felt he missed, their spirit. He was too intent on getting the 
details right. His air of nervous and conciliatory concentration 
would have awakened the bully in the most good-natured of 
women; little did Eustace realise the bridle Miss Wauchope put 
on her tongue as she watched his conscientious, clumsy move- 
ments. Sometimes, with propitiatory look he caught her eye and 
she would say, “That’s better, Eustace, but you must listen for the 
beat,” which pleased his conscience but hurt his pride. He would 
never be any good at it! Yet as the hand of the plain municipal 
clock wormed its way to half-past three, proclaiming that there 
was only half an hour more, Eustace missed the feeling of elation 
that should have come at that significant moment. Where would 
he be, to-morrow at this time? On his way to Laburnum Lodge, 
perhaps standing on the doorstep, saying good-bye to Minney 
who had promised to escort him, though she would not fetch him 
back because, she said, “I don’t know how long you’ll be.” How 
long! All the phantoms of the night before began to swarm in 
Eustace’s mind. Oblivious of his surroundings he heard his name 
called and realised the exercise had stopped. Ashamed he stepped 
back into his place. 

“Now we’re going to have a real waltz,” Miss Wauchope was 
saying, “so that you’ll know what you have to do when y<mgo to 
a real dance. You, boys, can ask any girl you like to danci^mind 
you do it properly) and when the music stops you must clap to 
show you want the waltz to go on.” (All loth, Eustace reminded 
hims^ to do this.) “And the second time the music stops you 
must lead your partner to a chair and talk to her as politely as you 
can for five minutes. That’s what they do at real balls.” 
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Eustace looked round him doubtfully. Already some of the 
bigger boys had found partners; Eustace watched each bow and 
acceptanccj and the sheepish look of triumph which accompanied 
them filled him with envy and heart-burning. In a moment the 
music would begin. Unhappy, Eustace drifted to where the 
throng was thickest. A little swarm of boys were eddying round 
a central figure. It was Nancy. With the sensations of some in- 
different tennis-player who in nightmare finds himself on the 
centre court at Wimbledon Eustace prepared to steal away; per- 
haps Hilda would dance with him, though they never made a 
good job of it, and brother and sister were discouraged from danc- 
ing with each other. He could not help turning to see to whom 
Nancy would finally accord her favours when, incredibly, he 
heard her clear voice saying ‘‘I’m afraid I can’t to-day, you see I 
promised this dance to Eustace Gherrington.” Eustace could 
scarcely believe his ears, but he saw the foiled candidates falling 
back with glances of envy in his direction, and the next thing he 
knew he had taken Nancy’s hand. They moved into an empty 
space. “You never bowed to me, you know,” Nancy said. “I’m 
not sure I ought to dance with you.” 

“But I was so surprised,” said Eustace. “I don’t remember you 
saying you’d dance with me. I’m sure I should if you had.” 

“Sh !” said Nancy. “Of course I didn’t, only I had to tell them 
so.” 

Eustace gasped. “But wasn’t that ?” 

Nancy smiled. “Well, you see, I wanted to dance with you.” 

Eustace had been told that lying was one of the most deadly 
sins, and he himself was morbidly truthful. Recognition of 
Nancy’s fib struck him like a smack in the face. A halo of dark- 
ness surrounded her. His mind, flying to fairy stories, classed her 
with the bad, with Cinderella’s horrible sisters, even with witches. 
Then as suddenly his mood changed. She had committed this 
sin, violated her conscience, on his behalf. For him she had made 
a sacrifice of her peace of mind. It was an heroic act, comparable 
in its way to Grace Darling’s. He could never be worthy of it. 
The inky halo turned to gold. 

The challenge to his moral standards deflected his mind firom 
the business in hand, and to his intense surprise he found he had 
been dancing for several minutes uncqnsciously, wthout thh^^ 
of his steps. This had never happened before, it was like a 
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mirade, and, like other mirades, of but brief duration. Directly 
he remembered his awfiil responsibility, that he was actually the 
partner of the belle of the ball, and chosen by her too, his feet 
began to falter, “What’s the matter?” Nancy asked. “You were 
dancing so well a moment ago.” 

“I can’t really dance as well as that,” Eustace muttered. 

“You could if you didn’t try so h^d,” said Nancy with an 
insight beyond her years. “Just keep thinking about the music.” 

“But I keep thinking about you,” said Eustace. 

His intonation was so despairing that Nancy laughed. Ddicious 
wrinkles appeared in the comers of her eyes. “Oh, Eustace, you 
say such funny things. But you’re dancing much better now. I 
knew you could.” 

To have so signally pleased Nancy had indeed robbed Eustace 
of his nervousness, and his feet now seemed the most creditable 
part of him. They had advanced him to glory. Never, even in the 
most ecstatic moments of the toboggan run, had he felt so com- 
pletely at harmony with himself, or with the rest of the world: he 
found himself smiling sdf-confidently at the other couples as he 
steered, or fancied he was steering, Nancy through them. But he 
did not recognise them; he did not even notice Hilda passing by 
on the arm of a tall youth in spectacles. Only when the music 
stopped did he realise how giddy he was. “Turn round the other 
way,” advised Nancy, with her laugh that made light of things. 

“But I want to clap,” cried Eiistace, afraid the dance might not 
continue for lack of his plaudits. But it did; and the sweetness of 
those last five minutes, made more poignant by his consciousness 
of their approaching end, left an impression Eustace never forgot. 

“Now you’ve got to talk to me,” said Nancy, when they were 
seated in two wooden chairs (her choice) somewhat apart from 
the rest. “What shall we talk about?” 

Eustace felt completely at sea. “They didn’t tell us, did they?” 
he said at length. 

“Oh, Eustace, you’re always waiting to be told. I believe you’d 
like to go and ask Hilda.” 

“No, I shouldn’t,” said Eustace. “It wouldn’t be one of the 
things she knows. Would it do if I thanked you very much for that 
beautiful dance?” 

“Well, now you’ve said that.” 

“Oh, but I could say a lot more,” said Eustace. “For instance 
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you make me dance so well. I didn’t think anybody could.” He 
paused and went on uncertainly: “That’s polite, isn’t it?” 

“Very,” 

“I mean it, though. But perhaps that isn’t the same as being 
polite? I coidd talk easier without being.” 

“Eustace, you’re always very polite.” 

Eustace glowed. 

“I thought it meant saying how pretty you were, though I 
should like to, but you can’t talk much about that, can you?” 

“It depends if you want to.” 

“Yes . . . well . . . should we talk about the beach? You 
weren’t there yesterday.” 

“No, I find it gets stde. Yesterday I went out riding.” 

“Oh, I hope you didn’t fall off?” 

“Of course not; I’ve been told I ride as well as I demce.” 

“You must be clever. Can you hunt?” 

“There’s no hunting roimd about here. It’s such a pity.” 

“Yes, it is,” said Eustace fervently. He felt he was being taken 
into deep waters. “Though I fed sorry for the fox.” 

“You needn’t, the fox enjoys it too.” 

“Yes, of course, only it would be nice if they could have a hunt 
without a fox, like hare and hounds.” 

“Have you ever been for a paper-chase?” asked Nancy, 

“No, I should like to. But what do the hounds do to the hare if 
they catch him? Do they hurt him^” 

Nancy smiled, “Oh no. Somebody touches him and then he 
gives himself up and they all go home together . . . Eustace!” 

“Yes, Nancy,” 

“Would you like to try?” 

“What, hare and hoxmds? Oh, I should.” 

“Well, come with us to-morrow. I was going to ask you, only 
it’s not much fun being one of the hounds. But Gerald’s got a cold 
and he can’t sro.” 

“Should I be a hare, then?” 

“Yes, one of them.” 

“Who’s the other?” 

“I am.” 

“And it’s to-morrow afternoon?” 

Nancy nodded. 

Eustace was silent. His mind was suddenly possessed by a 
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vision of to-morrow ajftemoon, in all its horror. To-morrow after- 
noon meant Miss Fothergill, her gloves, her veil, her. . . . His 
imagination tried not to contemplate it; but like a photographic 
plate exposed to the sun, it grew every moment darker. 

He turned to Nancy, golden, milk-white and rose beside him. 
*l’m sorry, Nancy, I can’t,” he said at length, 

**You mean Hilda wouldn’t let you?” 

Eustace winced. “It’s not altogether her. You see I said I 
would go to tea with Miss Fothergill and I don’t want to, but I 
must because I promised.” 

“What, that funny old hag who goes about in a bath-chair^” 

“Yes,” said Eustace miserably, though his chivalrous instincts 
perversely rebelled against this slighting description of Miss 
Fothergill. 

“But she’s old and ugly, and I suppose you know she’s a witch?” 

Eustace’s face stiffened. He had never thought of this. “Are 
you sure?” 

“Everyone says so, and it must be true. You know about her 
hands?” Eustace nodded. “Well, they’re not really hands at all 
but steel claws and they curve inwards like this, see!” Not with- 
out complacency Nancy clenched her pretty little fingers till the 
blood had almost left them. “And once they get hold of anything 
they can’t leave go, because you see they’re made like that. You’d 
have to have an operation to get loose.” 

Eustace turned pale, but Nancy went on without noticing. 

“And she’s mad as well. Mummy called on her and she never 
returned it. That shows, doesn’t it? And you’ve seen that woman 
who goes about with her — ^weU, she’s been put there by the 
Government, and if she went away (I can’t imagine how she 
sticks it) Miss FothergUl would be shut up in an asylum, and a 
good thing too. She isn’t safe. . . . Oh, Eustace, you can’t think 
how worried you look. I know I wouldn’t go if I were you !” 

As a result of the waltz and four minutes’ polite conversation 
Eustace had begun to feel quite sick. 

“They’ll make me go,” he said, trying to control the churning 
of his stomach by staring hard at the floor in front of him, “be- 
caxise I promised,” 

His tone was pathetic but Nancy preferred to interpret it as 
priggish. 

“If you’d rather be with her than me,” she said tartly, “you’d 
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better go. She*s very rich — suppose that’s why you want to 
make friends with her.” 

“I don’t care how rich she is,” Eustace wailed. “If she was as 
rich as ... as the Pope, it woiddn’t make any difference.” 

“Don’t go then.” 

“But how can I help it?” 

“I’ve told you. Gome with me on the paper-chase.” 

Miss Wauchope had risen and was walking into the middle of 
the room. There was a general scraping of chairs and shuffling 
of feet. The voices changed their tone, diminished, died away. 
Nancy got up. Eustace’s thoughts began to whirl. “Don’t go,” 
he whispered. 

“WeU?” 

“But how can I do it?” 

“Meet me at the water-tower at half-past two,” Nancy said 
swiftly. “We’re going to drive to the place.” 

“Oh, Nancy, I’U try.” 

“Promise?” 

“Yes.” 

“You must cross your heart and swear.” 

“I daren’t do that.” 

“Well, I shall expect you. If you don’t come the whole thing 
will be spoilt and I’U never speak to you again!” 

Qjiite dazed by the turmoil within him Existace heard Miss 
Wauchope’s voice: “Hurry up, you two. You’ve talked quite 
long enough.” 



Chapter VII 

Hare and Hounds 


E ustace was faced with nothing more dreadful than the 
obligation to choose between a paper-chase and a tea-party, 
but none the less he went to bed feeling that the morrow would be 
worse than a crisis; it would be a kind of death. To his imagina- 
tion, now sickened and inflamed with apprehension, either alter- 
native seemed equally desperate. For the first time in his life he 
was unable to think of himself as existing the next day. There 
would be a Eustace, he supposed, but it would be someone else, 
someone to whom things happened that he, the Eustace of to- 
night, knew nothing about. Already he felt he had taken leave of 
the present. For a while he thought it strange that they should 
all talk to him about ordinary things in their ordinary voices; 
and once when Minney referred to a new pair of sandshoes he 
was to have next week he felt a shock of imreality, as though she 
had suggested taking a train that had long since gone. The 
sensation was inexpressibly painful, but it passed, leaving him in 
a numbed state, unable to fed pain or pleasure. 

“You’re very silent, Eustace,” said his father, who had come 
back for a late tea, “What’s up with the boy?” 

Eustace gave an automatic smile. His quandary had eaten so 
far into him that it seemed to have passed out of reach of his 
conscious mind: and the notion of telling anyone about it no 
longer occurred to him. As well might a person with cancer hope 
to obtain relief by discussing it with his friends. 

This paralysis of the emotions had one beneficial resrdt — ^it gave 
Eustace an excellent night, but next day, the dreaded Wednesday, 
it rdaxed its frozen hold, and all the nerves and tentades of h^ 
mind began to stir again, causing him the most exquisite dis- 
co333fort. Lessons were some hdp; he could not give has mind to 
them, but they exacted from him a certain amount of mechanical 
concentrationf At midday he was free. He walked down to the 
beach without speaking to Hilda; he felt that she was someone 

8i 
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dse’s sister. Meanwhile a dialogue began to take place within 
him. There was a prosecutor and an apologist, and the subject 
of their argument was Eustace’s case. He listened. The apologist 
spoke first — ^indeed, he spoke most of the time. 

“Eustace has always been a very good boy. He doesn’t steal or 
tell lies, and he nearly always does what he is told. He is helpful 
and unselfish. For instance, he took Miss Fothergill for a ride 
though he didn’t want to, and she asked him to tea, so of course 
he said he would go, though he was rather frightened.” “He must 
be a bit of a funk,” said the prosecutor, “to be afraid of a poor old 
lady.” “Oh no, not really. You see she was nearly half a Hon, and 
a witch as well, and mad too, so really it was very brave of him to 
say he would go. But it kept him awake at night and he didn’t 
complain and bore it Uke a hero. . . .” “What about his sister^” 
said the prosecutor. “Didn’t he ask her to come to bed early, 
because he was frightened? That wasn’t very brave.” “Oh, but 
she always thinks of what’s good for him, so naturally she didn’t 
want him to be frightened. Then he went to the dancing class 
and danced with a girl called Nancy Steptoe because she asked 
him to, though she is very pretty and all the boys wanted her to 
dance with them. And he danced very well and then they talked 
and she said Miss Fothergill was a witch and not quite all there, 
and tried to frighten him. And at last she asked him to go with 
her for a paper-chase instead of having tea with Miss Fothergill. 
But he said, *No, I have given my promise’. He was an extremely 
brave boy to resist temptation Hke that. And Nancy said, ‘Then 
I shan’t speak to you again’, and he said T don’t care’.” 

At this point the prosecutor intervened violently, but Eustace 
contrived not to hear what he said. He was conscious of a kind of 
mental scuffle, in the course of which the prosecution seemed to 
be worsted and beaten off the field, for the apologist took up his 
tale uninterrupted. 

“Of course Eustace could never have broken a promise because 
it is wrong to, besides Hilda wouldn’t like it. Naturally he was 
sorry to disappoint Nancy, especially as she said she was relying 
on him and iht paper-chase coxddn’t happen without him. But if 
he had gone he would have had to deceive Hilda and Minney and 
jj. everyone, and that would have been very wicked. Eustace may 
have made mistakes but he has never done anything wrong and 
doesn’t mean to. And now he’s not afraid of going to see Miss 
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Fothergill: as he walks to her house with Minney he’ll feel very 
glad he isn’t being a hare with Nanqr. For one thing he is delicate 
and it would have been a strain on his heart, 

‘‘When he got to Miss Fothergill he told her about Nancy and 
she said *I’m so glad you came here instead. I like little boys who 
keep their word and don’t tell lies and don’t deceive those who 
love them. If you come a little nearer, Eustace, I’ll let you see my 
hand — ^no one has ever seen it before — I’m going to show it to you 
because I like you so much. Don’t be frightened. . . 

The reverie ceased abruptly. Eustace looked round, they had 
reached the site of the pond. It was a glorious day, though there 
was a bank of cloud hanging over the Lincolnshire coast, 

“A penny for your thoughts,” said Hilda. 

“They’re too expensive now. Perhaps I’ll tell you this after- 
noon.” 

“What time?” 

“When I get back from Miss Fothergill’s.” 

They began to dig, and the pond slowly filled with water. 

“Hilda,” said Eustace, pausing with a spadeful of sand in 
his hand, “should you go on loving me if I’d done anything 
wrong^” 

“It depends what.” 

“Supposing I broke a promise?” 

“Perhaps I should, if it was only one,” 

Eustace sighed. “And if I was disobedient?” 

“Oh, you’ve often been that.” 

“Suppose I deceived you?” 

“I’m not afraid of that. You couldn’t,” said Hilda. 

“Supposing I told a lie?” 

“After you’d been punished, I suppose I might. It wouldn’t be 
quite the same, of course, afterwards.” 

“Supposing I ran away from home,” said Eustace, looking 
round at the blue sky, “and came back all in rags and starving, 
like the Prodigal Son?” 

“I should be very angry, of course,” said Hilda, “and I should 
feel it was my fault for not watching you. But I should have to 
forgive you, because it says so in the Bible.” 

Eustace drew a long breath. 

“But supposing I did all those things at once, would that make 
you hate me?” 
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‘‘Oh yeSj” Hilda answered without hesitation. “I should just 
hand you over to the police.** 

Eustace was silent for a time. Some weak places in the bank 
needed attention. When he had repaired them with more than 
usual care he said: 

“I suppose you couldn’t come with me this afternoon to Miss 
FothergiU?” 

Hilda looked surprised. “Good gracious, no,” she said. “I 
thought that was all settled. Minney’s going to take you 
and I’m to stay and look after Baby till she comes back. She 
won’t be long, because Miss Fother^l didn’t ask her to stay to 
tea.” 

Almost for the first time in the history of their relationship 
Eustace felt that Hilda was treating him badly. Angry with her 
he had often been. But that was mere rebelliousness and irrita- 
tion, and he had never denied her right of domination. Lacking 
it he was as helpless as the ivy without its wall. Hilda’s ascendency 
was the keystone in the arch that supported his existence. And 
the submissiveness that he felt before her he extended, in a lesser 
degree, to almost everyone he knew; even Nancy and the shadowy 
Miss FothergiU had a claim on it. At Hilda’s peremptory and 
callous-seeming refusal to accompany him into the lion’s den, to 
which, after aU, she had led him, he suddenly felt aggrieved. It 
did not occur to him that he was being unfair. After her first 
refusal he hadn’t urged her to go; and she might be excused for 
not taking his night fears very seriously. To be sure he had com- 
plained and made a fuss in the family circle, at intervals, ever 
since the invitation had been given, but this was his habit when 
made to do something he did not want to do. He had cried 
‘Wolf!’ so often that now, when the beast was reaUy at the door, 
no one, least of all the unimaginative Hilda, was likely to believe 
him. Moreover, there was just enough pride and reserve in his 
nature to make an unconditional appeal to pity unpalatable. He 
did not hesitate to do so when his nerves alone were affected, as 
they were the evenings he could not sleep; but when it was a 
question of an action demanding wiU-powcr he tried to face the 
music. He made a trouble of going to the dentist, but he did not 
cry when the dentist hurt him. 

For the first time, then, he obscurely felt that Hilda was treating 
him badly. She was a tyrant, and he was justified in resisting her. 
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Nancy was right to taunt him with his dependence on her. His 
thoughts ran on. He was surrounded by tyrants who thought 
they had a right to order him about: it was a conspiracy. He 
could not call his soul his own. In all his actions he was propitiat- 
ing somebody. This must stop. His lot was not, he saw in a flash 
of illumination, the common lot of children. Like him they were 
obedient, perhaps, and punished for disobedience, but obedience 
had not got into their blood, it was not a habit of mind, it was 
detachable, like the clothes Aey put on and off*. As far as they 
could, they did what they liked; they were not haunted, as he was, 
with the fear of not giving satisfaction to someone else. 

It was along some such route as this, if not with the same 
stopping-places, that Eustace arrived at the conviction that his 
servitude must be ended and the independence of his personality 
proclaimed. 

^Eustace had never been disobedient before,* ran the self- 
congratulatory monologue in his mind, ‘except once or twice, and 
now he was only doing what Gerald and Nancy Steptoe have 
always done. Of course they would be angry with him at home, 
very angry, and say he had told a story but that wouldn’t be true, 
because he had slipped out of the house without telling anyone. 
(Eustace’s advocate unscrupulously mixed his tenses, choosing 
whichever seemed the more reassiiring.) And it was not true that 
acting a lie was worse than telling one. Eustace would have liked 
to tell Minney but knew she would stop him if he did. He was a 
little frightened as he was running along in front of the houses in 
case they should see him, but directly he was out of sight in Lexton 
Road he felt so happy, thinking that Miss Fothergill would be 
there all alone, with no one to frighten. And Nancy came out 
from under the water-tower and said, “Eustace, you’re a brick, 
we didn’t think you’d dare, we’re so grateful to you and it’s going 
to be a lovdy day.” Then they drove off to the place, and the 
hounds went to another, and he and Nancy each had a bag full of 
paper and they ran and ran and ran. Nancy got rather tired and 
Eustace helped her along and even carried her some of the way. 
Then when the hoimds were dose Eustace laid a false trail, and 
the hounds went after that. But of course Eustace was soon back 
with Nancy, and after running another hour or two they got 
home. The hoimds didn’t come in till much later, they said it 
wasn’t fair having to hunt the two best niimers in Anchorstone. 
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And Major Steptoe said, “Yes, they are’*. And when Eustace got 
back to Cambo they were all very glad to see him, even Hilda was, 
and said they didn’t know he could have done it, and in future he 
could do anything he wanted to, as long as it wasn’t wicked.’ 

Here the record, which had been wobbling and scratching for 
some time past, stopped with a scream of disgust. Nervously 
Eustace tried another. 

‘And when Eustace got home they were all vciy angry, espe- 
cially Hilda. And they said he must go to bed at once, and Hilda 
said he oughtn’t to be allowed to play on the sands ever again, as 
a punishment. And Eustace said he didn’t care. And when Min- 
ney wouldn’t come to hear him say his prayers he began to say 
them to himself. But God said, “I don’t want to hear you, Eustace. 
You’ve been very wicked. I’m very angry with you. I think I 
shall strike you dead. . . 

Hilda turned round to see Eustace leaning on his spade. 

“Why, Eustace, you’re looking so white. Do you feel sick?” 

At the sound of her voice he began to feel better. 

“You’ve been standing in the sun too much,” said Hilda. 

“No, it was some thoughts I had.” 

“You shouldn’t think,” said Hilda, with one of her laughs. 
“It’s bad for you.” 

Eustace tried to smile. 

“Minney heard the doctor say my heart wasn’t very strong.” 

“She shouldn’t have told you. But it’ll be all right if you don’t 
overtire yourself.” 

Eustace relapsed into thought. 

‘Then the doctor said, “I wouldn’t have believed it. Miss 
Cherrington, the way that boy’s heart has improved since he took 
to going on those runs. He’s quite a sturdy little fellow now.” 
“Yes, isn’t it wonderful. Doctor Speedwell? We were afraid he 
might have injured it . ! . injtired it . . . injured it. . . (The 
monologue began to lose its sanguine tone.) “I’m afraid. Miss 
Cherrington, Eustace has injured his heart. It’s broken in two 
places. I’m sorry to have to say it to his aunt, but I’m afraid he 
may fall down dead at any moment.’ ’ ’ 

With an effort he shut his thoughts off, for again he was aware 
of oncoming faintness. But Hilda, occupied at a danger spot in 
the wall, didn’t notice the pallor returning to his face. In a 
moment he began to feel better; his ebbing consciousness returned 
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to his control. Looking up, he could just see the rounded summit 
of the water-tower soaring above the roofs of Anchorstone. 

Banishing fantasy from his mind he summoned all his will- 
power. 

“I don’t ceire what happens,” he thought, “I will go, and they 
shan’t stop me,” 

It was past four o’clock when Hilda got back to Cambo. Miss 
Chenington was standing on the door-step. 

^‘Well?” she said anxiously. 

“Oh, Aunt Sarah, I went all the way along the beach to Old 
Anchorstone, and I did what you said, I went as near the cliffs as 
was safe and I looked everywhere in case — ^you know — ^Eustace 
had fallen over, but there was nothing and I asked everyone I met 
if they’d seen a little boy in a blue jersey which was what Eustace 
was wearing at dinner-time. But they hadn’t seen him, though 
some of them knew him quite well.” 

“Come in,” said Miss Cherrington, “it’s no use standing out 
here. I’ve sent Minney to Miss Fothergill in case Eustace did go 
there after all. She ought to be back in a few minutes.” 

“She won’t find him there, Aimt Sarah,” said Hilda, dropping 
into a plush-covered armchair, a luxury she seldom allowed her- 
self. “He didn’t want to go at all.” 

“I know, but he’s like that, he often says he won’t do a thing 
and then does it,” 

There was a baffled, amdous pause, 

“Ah, there’s Minney,” said Miss Cherrington, getting up. 

Minney bustled in, her habitual cheerfidness of movement 
belied by the anxiety on her face. 

“I see you haven’t foimd him,” she said, “and I didn’t find him 
either. But that Miss Fothergill she was so kind. She’d got a 
lovely tea all ready, and water boiling in a silver kettle — you 
never saw so many silver things in your life as there were in that 
room. And servants, I don’t know how many, I saw three 
different ones while I was there.” 

Hilda remained unmoved by this, but Miss Cherrington raised 
her head. 

“I shouldn’t have stayed as long as I did, but she made me have 
a cup of tea — china tea like hay with no conafort in it — ^and all the 
while she kept asking me questions, where we thought Eustace 
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could have gone and so on. She seemed every bit as concerned as 
we are. And she said, ^Do you think he was shy and afraid to 
come by himself, because he seemed rather a nervous little boy?’ 
and of course when I looked at her I knew what she meant, with 
those black gloves and that mouth going up at the comer, Eus- 
tace takes a lot of notice what people look like, I often tell him 
we’re all the same underneath,” 

^‘He would never have spoken to her if I hadn’t made him,” 
observed Hilda, “He was in one of his most obstinate moods.” 

“I suppose she hadn’t any other suggestions to offer?” asked 
Miss Cherrington. 

“No, I told her we were afraid he might have been run over 
by one of those motor-car things. I saw another yesterday, that 
niakes four in a fortnight. I said he was always walking about like 
Johnny Head-in-air. She seemed quite upset, as if she was really 
fond of him,” 

“She’d only seen him once,” objected Hilda. 

“He’s a taking child to those that like him.” Minney took out 
her handkerchief; the excitement of the recital over, her anxiety 
was beginning to re-assert itself. “Oh yes, and she said we were 
to let her know if she could do anything, like telling the police or 
the town-crier.” 

At these words, with their ominous ring, suggesting that the 
disappearance of Eustace had passed outside the family circle and 
become an object of official concern, a silence fell on them all. 

“We’d better wait till his father comes in,” said Miss Gherring- 
ton at length, “before we do anything like that,” She looked at 
the black marble clock, “He’ll be here in half an hour.” She 
went to the window and drew aside one of the lace curtains. “But 
I don’t like the look of that doud. I’ll go and see after Baby, 
Minney. You sit down and have a rest. There’s daylight for 
some hours yet, thank goodness!” The door closed after her. 

“Minney,” said Hilda, “if Eustace has stayed away on purpose, 
what punishment shall we give him?” 

“Don’t talk of pxmishments,” said Minney in a snuffly voice. 
“If he was to come in at this moment, I should fall down on my 
knees in thankfulness.” 

Meanwhile Nancy and Eustace were trotting down a green 
lane, fully four nailes away from Cambo. Slung from her shoulder, 
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Nancy carried a bag made of blue linen with a swallow, cut out 
of paper, appliqu6 on it. Eustace carried a more manly, and 
slighdy larger, bag, made of canvas, and his emblem of speed was 
a racehorse. Both bags were three-quarters full of paper. Eustace 
was just going to pull out a handful when Nancy said, “Wait a 
bit. We mustn’t make it too easy for them.” 

Eustace withdrew his hand at once. “I thought they mightn’t 
have noticed yours behind that tree.” 

“That’s their look-out,” said Nancy. “Don’t forget there are 
ten of them.” 

Eustace looked worried. After a minute or two he said: “Shall 
I drop some now?” 

“Yes, but don’t let it show too much.” 

Making a slight detour to a gorse bush Eustace scattered a 
generous contribution to the trail. Nancy watched him. When 
he rejoined her she said: 

“Be careful. We’ve got to make this last out till we get to Old 
Anchorstone Church.” 

“How far is that now?” 

“About two miles if we don’t miss the way.” 

“But you said you knew it.” 

“I’m not sure after we get into the park.” 

“Hadn’t we better join the road, as you said at first?” 

“Well, the road’s so dull. It’s a short cut through the park, and 
they wouldn’t think of our going that way because it’s closed to 
the public except on Thursdays.” 

Eustace remembered it was a Thursday when they drove 
through on their way firom the Downs. 

“Shouldn’t we be trespassers?” he said. 

“I expect so.” 

“But mightn’t we be prosecuted?” 

“Oh, come on, Eustace, you said you were going to be different 
now.” 

"’'Of course. I’m glad you said that. I was brave about coming, 
wasn’t I? I stole out right under their noses.” 

“You told us that before.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you thmk they’ve missed me by now?” 

“I shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Do you think the^Il be worried?” 

“It doesn’t matter if they are.” 
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* This was a new idea to Eustace. He had always believed that 
for people to be worried on his account was, next to their being 
angry, the worst thing that could happen. Cautiously he intro- 
duced the new thought into his consciousness and found it took 
root. 

“Perhaps they’re looking for me everywhere,” he remarked in a 
devil-may-care voice which came strangely from his lips, 

Nancy stooped down to pick a long grass, which she sucked. 

“You bet they are.” 

“Isn’t it funny,” said Eustace bravely, “if we got lost they 
mightn’t ever find us. We should be like the Babes in the Wood.” 

“Should you mind?” 

“Not as long as you were with me.” 

“I might run away and leave you.” 

A shadow crossed Eustace’s face. “Yes, I should get tired first. 
You see I ran all the way to the water-tower to begin with.” 

“You told us about that.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you think I’m boastful?” 

“Not for a boy.” 

For some reason the answer pleased Eustace. He mended his 
pace and caught up with Nancy who had got a little ahead of 
him. At this point tihie lane widened out into a glade. Nancy and 
Eustace continued to foUow the cart-tracks. On their left was a 
belt of trees the shadows of which touched them as they ran and 
sometimes mingled with their own. On the right the ground fell 
away and rose again in a rough tangly tract of discoloured grass, 
planted with tiny fir trees. The contrast between the brilliant 
green foreground already aglow with evening gold and the in- 
cipient fir plantation, shaggy, grey and a little mysterious, de- 
lighted Eustace. He had forgotten Cambo and Miss Fothergill; 
the pleasure of the hour absorbed him. He watched the pattern 
made by the shadows of the trees, rounded shapes like clouds, 
that pressed on his path like an advancing army. He found 
himself thinking it would be unlucky if one of these shadows over- 
topped his. Twice, when a threatening dome of darkness soared 
into the green, he ran out towards the sunlight to avoid being 
engulfed. Nancy watched his manoeuvres and laughed. But the 
third time he tried to outwit Fate he failed. The shadow not only 
overtook him, it galloped across the glade, swallowing light and 
colour as it went. The very air seemed darker. 
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They both stopped and looked at the sky. 

Half-way across it stretched an immense cloud, rounded and 
white at the edges, purple in the middle. The edges were billow- 
ing and serene, but in the middle something seemed to be happen- 
ing; grey smoke-like wisps hurried this way and that, giving the 
cloud a fearful effect of depth and nearness. 

Eustace stared at Nancy without speaking. 

‘‘Gome on,” she said, “it may not mean anything. We’re close 
to the entrance to the park. We mustn’t wait or they’ll catch us.” 

“But ” began Eustace. 

“Now, don’t argue, because we only had twenty minutes’ start. 
Let’s give them a bit of trail here, so they can’t say we’ve cheated.” 

The ‘entrance’ to the park was a mere gap in the hedge that 
bounded the belt of trees. They squeezed through it into the 
undergrowth, which here was almost as thick as the hedge. Forc- 
ing their way through, they came out into a clearing. 

“Now we’re safe,” said Nancy. 

A moment later, as though in denial of her words, there came 
a rumble of thunder, distant but purposeful. Eustace’s heart 
began to beat uncomfortably. 

“Shouldn’t we be safer on the road than under all these trees?” 

“We can’t go back now,” said Nancy, “or we’d run right into 
them. Listen! Perhaps you can hear them going by.” 

They strained their ears, but there was no sound save the 
thunder, still far away but almost continuous now. 

“I suppose it isn’t any use me laying the trail,” said Eustace 
mournfully, “since they’ve lost us.” 

“You talk as though you wished they’d caught us,” replied 
Nancy tartly, divining what was in Eustace’s mind. “Of course 
we mustn’t come in with any paper left: they’d say we hadn’t 
played fair. Look here, this is what I’m going to do.” She began 
to shake the bits of paper from her bag, while Eustace stared at 
her in amazement. 

“Now,” she said, with her gay, mocking smile, “you see it’s all 
been used.” 

Eustace transferred his gaze to the little heap. 

“But how will they find us now?” 

“They won’t be able to, you goose.” 

A drop of rain fell on Eustace’s neck. Unwillingly he began to 
empty his bag on to Nancy’s heap. Reversed, the racehorse 



92 Eustace and Hilda 

waved its limbs wildly. The rain pattered down on the untidy 
pile of paper, speckling the white with sodden splotches of greenish 
grey. It was a forlorn spectacle. 

“There’s almost enough to cover us,” said Eustace tragically. 
Then stooping down he picked up a handful of the now soppy 
paper and replaced it in his bag. 

“What’s that for?” asked Nancy. 

“Well, just in case we wanted them to find us.” 

Nancy snorted. 

“Eustace, you are a cake. When we have tea I’ll eat you.” 

“What sort of cake should I be?” 

“A Bath bun, I think. Now cheer up. It’s only a mile or so to 
the church, where Mummy and Daddy are waiting for us.” 

Eustace’s spirits rose. 

“It’ll be this way,” Nancy added confidently. 

There was no path. They set off in a diagonal direction across 
the clearing, the far side of which was just visible in the now 
teeming rain. Eustace was soon wet through : where his little toes 
stretched his sand-shoes the water bubbled and oozed. He fdt 
exhilarated; nothing like this had ever happened to him before. 

Full of high hopes they reached the further side. Alas, there 
was no opening, and the undergrowth was thickly fortified with 
brambles. “It must be this way,” said Nancy, plunging forward. 
A thorn caught her arm, leaving a scarlet trail. 

“Oh, Nancy!” 

“That’s nothing. Come on!” They fought their way through 
the dripping hostile stalks while overhead and all round lightning 
flashed and thunder rent the sky. “It’s no good,” said Nancy, “we 
must go back and try another place.” But that was easier said 
than done; they had lost their bearings and it took them twice 
as long to get out as it had to get in. As they stumbled into open 
space a flash of lightning lit up the whole extent of the clearing. 
“I saw a way in there,” cried Nancy, pointing, “I’m sure I did.” 
But her words were almost lost in the tearing crash that followed : 
it was as though the lightning had struck a powder magazine. 
Surreptitiously, and even in bis extremity of alarm hoping that 
Nancy would not notice, Eustace pulled out a handful of almost 
liquid paper. Someone might see it. He noticed that the race- 
horse was gone, tom off no doubt by the brambles. A small thing, 
but it increased his sense of defeat. Ahead of him in the gloom 
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he could see Nancy’s white blouse. He wanted to call to her, but 
the words didn’t come. ‘Of course I can’t run and shout at the 
same time,’ he thought, for his mind had not understood the 
message that his failing strength kept whispering to it. He stood 
still, and his tired heart recovered somewhat. “Nancy,” he called, 
“I can’t go on.” He could not tell whether she had heard, or see 
whether she was coming back, for the darkness suddenly turned 
black, only this time it was not outside him, he felt it rushing up 
from within. 

“It’s nine o’clock,” said Miss Cherrington. “Hilda, you’d 
better go to bed. You can’t do any good by staying up.” 

Hilda did not move. Her face, as much of it as was visible, was 
blotchy with tears, shed and unshed, her long thin hands were 
pressing her features out of place, piling the flesh up above the 
cheek bones. Her elbows resting on her knees she looked like a 
study for the Tragic Muse. 

“Daddy said I needn’t go till the police come,” she said, almost 
rudely. “If I did go to bed I shouldn’t sleep. I don’t suppose I 
shall ever sleep again,” she added. 

Silence followed this statement. “All right, Hilda,” said her 
father at length. “You mustn’t take it to heart so. He’ll turn up 
all right.” He tried to put conviction into his voice. 

“He won’t, he won’t !” cried Hilda, raising her head and staring 
at the gas mantle, which was mirrored in the pools of her eyes. 
“It was all my fault. I coifld have saved him. I ought not to 
havelethimout ofmy sight. It was I who saw him last. He was 
washing his hands in the bathroom. He never does that unless 
he’s told to. I might have known he was up to something.” Her 
tears started afresh, 

“She never leaves the boy alone, does she, Miss Cherrington?” 
Minney broke out, unable to contain her resentment at Hilda’s 
determination to claim the lion’s share both of responsibility and 
grief. “I don’t say it, mind, but it wouldn’t surprise me if that 
was partly why he slipped out — ^to be by himself for once, where 
she couldn’t be always bossing him.” 

Hilda said nothing, but she turned on Minney a look of hatred 
that was almost frightening in so young a face. Miss Cherrington 
took up the cudgels on her behalf. 

“You shouldn’t say that, Minney, it’s cruel. Eustace will never 
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know how much he owes to Ehlda.” She paused, not liking the 
sound of the words. “I mean he won’t till he’s older.” 

‘‘Oh, stop wrangling,” cried Mr. Gherrington. “Why do you 
keep on discussing the boy? You’ve been at it all the evening.” 
Perhaps ashamed of his outburst, he walked to the window and 
looked out. “It’s stopped raining, that’s one blessing,” he said. 
“Hullo, there’s someone getting off a bicycle. It’s the policeman, 
rU go.” 

They awaited his return in silence. He came back with a set 
face. 

“There’s no news up to now. The bobby said” — ^his voice 
faltered — “there are so many little boys in blue jerseys in Anchor- 
stone. But they’re going on with the search. . . . You’d better go 
to bed now, Hilda.” 

Hilda imdressed slowly. The sight of Eustace’s empty bed 
affected her so painfully it might have been his coffin. She saw 
that his nightgown had not been folded properly; it made an 
unsightly lump in his Eustace-embroidered nightdress case. Tak- 
ing it out rather gingerly she folded it again; her tears fell on it; 
she carefully dabbed them up with a handkerchief. Then she 
changed her mind, took the nightgown once more from its case, 
and put it in her bed. ‘I’ll keep it warm for him,’ she thought. 
Her mind, as she lay in bed, kept returning torturingly to the 
events of the day. She reproached herself for a score of lapses in 
supervision. She ought, she told herself, to have been more strict 
with Eustace; she ought to have brought him up in such a way 
that he simply could not have gone off on his own like that. . . , 
Unless, as Minney had suggested, some gipsy. . . . But that was 
absurd. Fate would have had no power to tamper with a trust 
that had been properly discharged. ‘Perhaps I was careless,’ 
thought Hilda, ‘after I had made him promise to go to Miss 
Fothergill.’ 

A noise disturbed her meditation. It was like no sound she had 
ever heard at Cambo at this time of night — ^but it could be 
nothing else — a horse and cart stopping outside the house. Now 
there were voices, mufiled at first, then quite loud for an instant, 
then mujSQied again. They had passed, whoever they were, 
through the hall into the drawing-room. 

There was no light on the landing. Hilda leaned over the 
banisters. They had forgotten to shut the drawing-room door, so 
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she could hear quite well. She recognised Major Steptoe’s boom- 
ing tones, “He’s quite dry now, poor little chap. They lent him 
some clothes at the Hall, Bit big for him, what? Yes, he looks 
rather blue about the gills, but he hasn’t had a return of that 
other thing, Nancy said she was properly frightened , . • alone 
with him over an hour, until young Dick Staveley came along. 
Wasn’t that a bit of luck — or he’d be there now. Oh, we were at 
the church all the time, getting pretty anxious I can tell you. 
They sent a message from the Hall, fellow on a bicycle.” 

The conversation became general again and Hilda could not 
follow it. Then she heard Mrs. Steptoe say, as though excusing 
herself, “You know we did wonder . . . but he said he could run 
all right. Of course if we’d known , . “Plucky little chap,” 
from Major Steptoe. . . , 

Mrs. Steptoe went on: “Yes, he’s shivering again. Bed, I quite 
agree, as soon as possible. . . . To-night? ... Do you think it 
necessary^ Then may we leave a message with Dr. Speedwell on 
our way home? And, Miss Cherrington,” (here she lowered her 
voice, but Hilda could hear every word) “he rambled a bit, you 
know — children often do — and kept on saying you would all be 
very angry with him, especially his sister. I tried to tdl him you 
wouldn’t be — ^but he’s evidently got it on his mind. Nancy?” — 
in a voice like the lifting of an eyebrow — ^“Oh, we left her at home, 
thank you. She went through a pretty bad time, but she’ll be all 
right. Good-night . . . good-night. Don’t mention it — ^we’re only 
too sorry , . . only too glad . . 

The front door closed on them. 'All very angry with him, 
especially his sister.’ 

EQlda crept back to bed. A minute later Minney came in. 

“He’s found, the lamb,” she said. Hilda was silent, remember- 
ing her grievance against Minney. “Only he’s not very well — 
I’ve got to sleep with him to-night. You’re to sleep in my room,” 

Hilda sat up. 

“I want to see him,” she said. 

“Miss Cherrington says not to-night,” said Minney. “It might 
excite him. To-morrow you shall.” 

As she left the room Hilda called over her shoulder: “You’ll 
find his nightgown in my bed.” 



Chapter VIII 

A Visitor to Tea 


AFTER a timeless interval Eustace woke up one morning feeling 
xX that something pleasant was going to happen. For a moment 
he savoured the sensation, too happy to inquire into its cause. 
Then he turned over in bed and saw through the gloom Nurse 
Hapgood’s face asleep on the pillow. To-day she was leaving. 
That was it. 

Eustace could not remember her coming. He gradually be- 
came aware of her face hanging over him in a mist, unnaturally 
large. It was still the largest woman’s face he had ever seen, but 
he had got used to it now as he had got used to his illness. He 
liked her. She was kind, she increased, she even fostered, his sense 
of self-importance, and above all she would not let him worry. 

“I don’t want to hear any more of that conscience-scraping,” 
she would say when Eustace, after debating with himself for 
several hours, propoimded one of his besetting problems. 

‘Would his father be ruined by the expense of his illness?’ ‘No,’ 
said Nurse Haj^ood, ‘Mr. Cherrington was still a long way &om 
ruin. He had told her so.’ ‘Were they all really very angry with 
him because of . . . because of everything he had done? They 
didn’t seem so, but he felt they must be.’ ‘No, they were not 
angry at alL They were just as fond of him as ever.’ ‘Was God 
very angry?’ ‘Obviously not, or He wouldn’t have made Eustace 
get well so quickly.’ ‘Why had there been that long time when 
Hilda didn’t come to see him? Wasn’t it because she was angry?’ 
‘Of course not, it was because she didn’t feel very well after sitting 
in his room with the bronchitis kettle. Some people were like 
that.’ ‘Was his illness a punishment for being sdfish and wicked 
and disobedient?’ Nurse Hapgood admitted that he had been 
very silly, but said that many people were ill through no fault of 
their own. Many of ho: patients had been ssuntly characters. 
‘Did she think he would die, and if he did, would he have only 
himself to blame?’ 
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“You think altogether too much about blame,” said Nurse 
Hapgood. “But if you die, I shall blame you, I can tell you that.” 

Eustace was not aware, of course, that the doctor had enjoined 
on his relations the necessity of fomenting his self-esteem. “If he 
goes on chattering in this strain,” he remarked bluntly in the early 
stages of Eustace’s illness, “I won’t answer for the consequences.” 

That was another, perhaps the strongest, reason for keeping 
Hilda out of the sick room. She had been very much upset, it is 
true, to see him lying there propped up on pillows breathing hard 
and speaking with difficulty: she was old enough to realise the 
meaning of the steaming kettle, the spittoon, the glass of barley 
water capped with a postcard for a lid, and the array of bottles, 
particularly that small one which, she Imew, contained the drops 
Eustace might need at any moment. 

“It’s best to be on the safe side,” the doctor had told Miss 
Cherrington in Hilda’s hearing. “There’s nothing organically 
wrong with his heart, but it’s weak and he’s managed to shift it a 
little.” 

The paper-chase did that, thought Hilda, and when she came 
to see Eustace she couldn’t for the life of her help telling him so. 

Nurse Hapgood noticed the effect on his spirits which were 
nearly as low as Hilda’s after the interview, and she strongly 
advised that thereafter brother and sister should for their own 
sakes be kept apart. This was the less difficult to arrange because 
since Nurse’s advent Hilda had had, for reasons of space, to be 
boarded out; a room had been found for her above the Post Office 
and she only came home for meals. 

Nurse Hapgood’s departure meant Hilda’s return; that was 
why he felt so light-hearted this sunny morning. He knew it was 
suimy because the strip of light on the ceiling was brilliant, nearly 
orange-coloured, and it was almost over the door, which meant 
that he had had a good night, another cause for self-congratula- 
tion. The strip of sunlight acted as his clock during the early 
hours. It also provided him with an absorbing game, which 
consisted in checking his estimate of the time by the silver watch 
(a loan from his father, much treasured) under his pillow. It 
added to the excitement of the game if he could perform this 
manoeuvre without coughing. On waking, the slightest movement 
started him off, and of course roused Nurse into the bargain. “A 
quarter-past seven,” he said to himself, then cautiously fdt for the 
D 
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watch. Good guess, it was five minutes past; but all the same he 
had lost half his bet; there came the fairdliar tickle stirring at the 
root of his throat and with a convulsive movement he sat up in 
bed and abandoned himself to the paroxysm. 

Nurse Hapgood opened her eyes. “Have we begim spring- 
cleaning already?” she asked in her cheerful voice. 

Eustace could not answer till his throat had gone through all 
those reflex actions by which it rid itself of pain. 

“Yes, but it*s quite late, really, Nurse. It’s past seven. I was 
only ten minutes out this morning.” 

“What a clever boy! Soon you won’t need that watch. I shall 
take it for another litde boy I know.” 

Eustace remembered, but with less satisfaction than before, that 
today she was going. 

“I wish you hadn’t to go,” he said. “You wouldn’t have to if 
only Daddy would sleep with Aunt Sarah, like I said.” 

Nurse Hapgood smiled. 

“Brothers and sisters don’t sleep together when they get to that 
age.” 

“Oh, why?” said Eustace, “I shall always want to sleep with 
Hilda, if she’ll let me.” 

“Oh no, you won’t, you’ll see.” 

“Do you mean I shan’t love her so much?” 

“I dare say you will, but things are different when you’re grown 
up.” 

“You said Hilda wasn’t going to sleep with me when she came 
back.” 

“No, you’ll have Miss Minney for a night or two. But you’re 
not going to get rid of me, you know; I shall come back now and 
then to see you’re behaving yourself.” 

“Oh, I shall always do that,” said Eustace fervently. 

“I wonder. . . . Now I’m going to get up, so you must shut 
your eyes and think about something pleasant.” 

Eustace shut his eyes. “But I’ve thought of everything I know 
that’s pleasant,” he said, “several times over.” 

“Thdiik about Miss Fothergill. You know she’s taken quite a 
fancy to you. She sent down to ask after you ever so many times.” 

“I know I ought to like her, but I don’t. She isn’t pleasant.” 

“Think about the nice boy who helped you when you felt ill in 
the park.” 
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Young Mr. Stavdey? I thought about hiiu yesterday.” 

There was a pause, then Eustace said in the tone of one who 
re-opens an old controversy: “Can’t I thint- about Nancy?” 

“Oh, I shouldn’t bother about her. I don’t thinlc she’s really a 
nice girl. ^ 

Emtace sighed. Nurse Hapgood always said that. Hededded 
to thizus about the Harwich Boat Express — ^a somewhat thread- 
bare subject of contemplation, but it would soon be time for him 
to open his eyes. 

You re so well to-day/’ said Minney, bustling in one morning 
with his breakfast, “that you’re going to be allowed to see a 
visitor. Guess who it is.” 

Eustace searched his mind, but to no purpose. 

“HOda?” he suggested at length, with exactly the same sensa- 
tion he had at lessons when he gave an answer he knew to be 
wrong, 

“Why, you ^y boy, she comes every day, besides she’s a 
relation. Rdations and visitors are not the same.” 

A wild idea struck Eustace. 

“Not Nancy?” 

Minney pursed her lips. “No, not Nancy. You don’t want to 
see her, do you? Mrs. Steptoe has been very kind in 
inquiries — ^the least she can do, 1 say.” 

By such straws as these Eustace was able to gauge the strength 
of the tide of family feeling flowing gainst Nancy. 

“No, I don’t want to see her,” he said, and regretted the words 
the moment they were out of his mouth. “But, of course, if she 
came,” he added, “I should have to see her.” ’ 

“I don’t think dxe’U come.” Again that significant tone. “But 
if Nancy had been different to what she is, it wotddn’t have been 
a bad guess. Now are you any warmer?” 

On the contrary Eustace was still more mystified. 

“Who was very kind to you one day in the rain?” 

Eustace opened his eyes wide. 

“You don’t mean young Mr. Stavdey?” 

“Yes. But he’s not Mr., he’s only a boy about fifteen or six- 
teen, I should say. He was out lidii^ and he called here on his 
way home. He let Hilda hold his horse.” 

“Did he? She didn’t tell me.” 
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“I expect she forgot. But he’s a fine-looking young gentleman.” 

“I can’t remember what he looks like. It’s all so muddled. 
But he must be very strong — ^he carried me all the way to the 
Hall, and his gun too — I remember how shiny and wet it looked.” 

“Well, he’s coming this afternoon to have tea with you.” 

“Will Hilda have to hold his horse all the time?” 

“Oh, I expect he’ll have a groom or something.” 

Dick Staveley didn’t ride over, he explained to Eustace, he 
was driven in a dog-cart, and when the coachman had done some 
errands in the town it was coming back to fetch him. 

“I expect he’s waiting at the top of your road now,” he said. 

The idea that anyone should be kept waiting for him had al- 
ways distressed Eustace, and after the paper-chase it seemed 
doubly sinful. 

“Perhaps you ought to go, then?” he said with anxious polite- 
ness. 

“Oh,” said his visitor airily, “it’ll do him no harm to wait.” 

Eustace heard this callous utterance with a kind of shocked 
amazement, not immingled with admiration. He felt he ought to 
protest, but the door opened and in came Minney with the tea. 

“Oh, let me,” said Dick Staveley, taking the tray from her 
with a gesture of infinite grace. “Now I’ll put it on this chair and 
sit on the bed, so that we shall have it between us.” 

“I’m afraid there’s not much room,” said Miimey apologetic- 
ally, thinking of Anchorstone Hall and its more spacious accom- 
modation. 

“I’m very comfortable like this. Now shall I pour out the tea, 
then you won’t have to bother?” 

“I never heard of a young gentleman pouring out tea,” said 
Minney, There was an accent in her voice Eustace had never 
heard before, nor did he ever hear it again. 

“Oh, but we do it at school.” He returned to Minney who was 
lingering near the door. “I beg your pardon,” he exclaimed, 
swung his long legs over the bed and opened the door for her. 

“Thank you,” said Minney. She was going to add something, 
then hesitated and went out. 

Dick Staveley resumed his place on the bed. 

“Is she an old family retainer?” he asked. 

“Retainer?” Eustace was puzzled. 
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“Here’s your tea. I mean, has she been with you a long 
time?” 

“Oh yes, since before I can remember. She was Hilda’s nurse 
and then mine, and now she’s Barbara’s, the baby, you know.” 

“Then Miss Cherrington’s a good deal older than you are? 
Have some bread and butter?” 

“Thank you ever so much. You are kind. Oh yes, she’s my 
aunt, you know.” 

“I meant your sister.” 

“Oh, Hilda!” Eustace had never thought of her as Miss 
Gherrington: how nice it sounded, how important, somehow. 
“Yes, she’s nearly four years older than I am.” 

“She looks more, if I may say so.” 

“That’s because she’s always had to look after me, you see.” 

“Yes. I know you take a lot of looking after.” 

Eustace blushed. 

“I shan’t do that again . . . ever. Oh, and I forgot to say, 
when you asked me how I was, that we are all so grateful to you 
for rescuing me.” 

“Oh, that was nothing. Your sister thanked me too, as a matter 
of fact.” 

“Wasn’t I very heavy?” 

Dick Staveley stretched himself. The afternoon sun did not 
come directly into the room, but was reflected, all tawny, from 
the wall of the house next door, and it glowed on Dick’s face, 
sparkled in his dark-blue eyes and lit up his crisp, brown 
hair. His arms fell to his sides as though glad to be re-united to 
him. 

“I didn’t mind carrying you,” he said, “I didn’t want to have 
to carry your friend as well.” 

“But Nancy wasn’t ill.” 

“She made out she was, though.” 

Eustace reflected on this. “They never told me anything,” he 
said. 

“She was yelling like mad,” said Dick Staveley. “That’s how 
I found you. She’d quite lost her head. I bet your sister wouldn’t 
have done.” 

“I’m glad you like Hilda,” said Eustace. 

“I’ve only seen her once. She seemed to like my horse. Do you 
think she’d care to go for a ride some time?” 
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“She doesn’t know how to,” said Eustace. “Wouldn’t that be 
rather dangerous?” 

“She’d be quite safe with me.” 

Eustace looked at him with admiration. “Yes, I’m sure she 
would.” 

“Here, your cup’s empty. Have some more. Let’s ask her, 
shall we?” 

“She’s out shopping now.” 

“When she gets back, then. Are you allowed cake?” 

“One little bit.” 

The conversation returned, under Eustace’s direction, from 
Hilda to the scene of his arrival at Anchorstone Hall. He learned 
how Lady Staveley, Dick’s mother, had plied him with brandy, 
and how Sir John Staveley had sent a footman with a message to 
Major and Mrs. Steptoe at the church. How they fitted him out 
with an old suit of Dick’s and how funny he looked in it; how he 
kept saying that he had lolled himself and everyone would be 
very angry with him. “I couldn’t help laughing, you looked so 
funny,” Dick concluded. “But you were in a bad way, you know. 
You don’t look up to much now, but you’re a king to what you 
were then.” He smiled at Eustace a fascinating, disconcerting 
smile, that began by being intimate and suddenly cooled, as 
though it was a gift not to be bestowed lightly. Eustace was 
enchanted. His grip on external reality, never very strong, lost 
its hold and he felt himself transported into another world, a 
world in which strange shapes and stranger shadows served as a 
backgroxmd for heroic dee^, performed in company with Dick 
Staveley. The throng of glorious phantoms still pressed around 
him as he said rather wistfully: 

“I don’t suppose you ever play on the beach?” 

“No, I ride on it sometimes.” 

It seemed right to Eustace that so magnificent a being should 
spurn the humble sands beneath his palfrey’s hoofs. “It belongs 
to you, doesn’t it?” he said. 

“The beach? Yes. We are lords of the foreshore.” Dick Staveley 
laughed. “The legend says it belongs to us as far as a man can 
ride into the sea and shoot an arrow.” 

Instantly Eustace’s imagination pictured Dick Staveley per- 
forming this symbolic feat. “Well,” he said, “perhaps one day 
when you are riding by you’ll stop and talk to me and Hilda. 
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She could hold your hoirse and you could . . Eustace paused, 
obscurely conscious of the inadequacy of this invitation, the first 
he had issued in his life, 

‘^Thanks. Perhaps some day I will but I usually go the other 
way, you know, to avoid those beastly rocks.” 

With a pang that was half pain, half pleasure, Eustace had a 
vision of his beloved rocks reduced to the meagre r6Ie of providing 
obstacles for Dick’s horse to stumble over. 

“But you must come and see us, you know,” Dick Staveley was 
saying; “you and your sister, too, before I go back to Harrow on 
the twentieth. It’s the fifth to-day, isn’t it?” 

Eustace shook his head. He knew the hour of the day but not 
the day of the month. 

“And you got ill on the second of August. I remember, became 
it was the day I took out my new gun for the first time. You’ve 
been in bed nearly five weeks. What hopes of your being well 
enough to come before the twentieth?” 

“I’ll try to be,” said Eustace fervently. 

“I’d better ask your sister myseE” He looked at his watch. 
“Hullo! It’s jxxst six. I must be off. Perhaps I can speak to Miss 
Cherrington as I go out?” 

“She ought to be home any minute now, Mr. Staveley, if you 
could wait.” 

“Call me Dick if you like.” 

“Oh, thank youl” 

“Well, I’ll put this bed straight. I’ve made it in an awful mess. 
What a lucky chap you are to have two beds to choose from.” 

“The other one’s Hilda’s, really, Dick,” said Eustace. 

“Oh, is it?” The soxmd of patting and smoothing stopped, and 
Dick Staveley stared intently at the bed. 

“So you have company? Very pleasant, I should think.” 

“Oh yes, Dick, I’d much rather have Hilda than Nurse or even 
Minney.” 

“I bet you would. Getting a bit big, isn’t she?” 

“Oh, but the bed’s quite big, Dick,” said Eustace, misunder- 
standing him. “Her feet don’t touch the bottom, nearly.” 

“Where do they come to?” Dick asked. 

“Just about where your hand is.” 

Dick Stavdey stared at the hand, and then at the end of the 
bed, as if he were making some sort of calculation. Keeping his 
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thumb on the place he spread his fingers out, then moved his 
thumb to where his little finger had been and repeated the pro- 
cess. Now his little finger touched the wooden rail. Two hand- 
breadths. At this moment the door opened. 

“Oh,” cried Hilda, and paused on the threshold apparently 
about to retreat. “I came straight in ... I didn’t know . . 

“That your brother had a visitor? How do you do, Miss 
Cherrington?” In a flash Dick Staveley had slipped off the bed 
and was standing with his back to the fireplace, where the 
bronchitis kettle puffed a little cloud of steam round his well- 
creased trousers — ^its dying breath, for it was to be abolished 
to-morrow. “Take my place, Miss Cherrington,” Dick was say- 
ing. “Eustace has just told me that it really belongs to you.” 

Still breathing fast, her bosom rising and falling, her pigtail 
hanging down over it, very bedraggled at the end, Hilda looked 
away from her interlocutor. Eustace was distressed by her manner 
and still more by her appearance. Then, confused by the heat of 
the room, the smell of tea and the commanding figure by the 
fireplace, Hilda sat down on the edge of her bed. 

“I thought you would have gone,” she said, without looking at 
Dick. 

Eustace blushed for her; but Dick, in no way put out, said: 

“I should, but I waited to see you. Eustace says there is a 
chance you might come over to Anchorstone one day and go for 
a ride.” 

“Oh, I didn’t quite say that,” interpolated Eustace. 

“We’ve got a very quiet horse,” pursued Dick Staveley, not 
seeming to notice the interruption. “Just the thing for you.” He 
looked down at her, nibbling the end of a long forefinger. 

“I don’t know why Eustace said that,” Hilda observed, con- 
tinuing to look at her feet. “He knows I can’t ride.” 

“But wouldn’t you like to try?” 

“No, thank you, I shouldn’t.” 

“But you told me you were fond of horses.” 

“Just to look at.” Unwillingly Hilda raised her eyes to Dick’s 
face. 

“Oh, Hilda,” said Eustace, “you know you’ve always wanted 
to ride. And he said I could come too, didn’t you, Dick?” 

“By all means if you’re well enough. We couldn’t leave him at 
home, could we?” he said to HUda. 
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Eustace looked at her imploringly. 

“I don’t know why you both want me to do something I don’t 
want to do,” said Hiida as ungraciously, it seemed to Eustace, as 
she could. 

“We only thought you might enjoy it, didn’t we, Eustace?” 

“Then you thought wrong,” said Hilda, but she spoke without 
conviction. Dick’s determination to get his way was so strong that 
Eustace could almost feel it in the room. Suddenly Hilda’s re- 
sistance seemed to crumble. For a moment she turned the lovely 
oval of her face towards Dick Staveley: it wore a puzzled, de- 
fenceless look that Eustace had never seen before. “I’ll ask Aunt 
Sarah,” she said, “when you’ve gone,” 

“Splendid !” said Dick. Leaving the fireplace he came out into 
the room like a victorious advancing army. “Good-bye, Eustace, 
I’m so glad you’re better. But no more paper-chases, mind. And 
thank you very much for my nice tea.” He turned to Hilda with 
his hand outstretched. 

Looking fnghtened and hypnotised, she entrusted hers to it, 

“So you’ll let me know when to expect you, Miss Gherrington. 
We’ll fetch you and bring you back. Don’t let it be too long.” 

He was gone and romance with him. 

“Good riddance!” said Hilda. 

“You mustn’t say that, when he’s been so kind.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Hilda wearily. “Look, there’s a 
ladder in my stocking, I only hope he saw it.” 

The excitement of the prospective visit to Anchorstone Hall 
carried Eustace gaily over the next few days. Besides the delicious 
sensations of convalescence, he now had something definitely to 
look forward to. The colour returned to his cheeks; he was 
allowed to get up in his bedroom, next he would be downstairs 
wrapped in his brown dressing-gown. 

Eustace was accustomed to being ill, though not so ill as this: 
and he dwelt with exquisite, lingering satisfaction on the successive 
stages of his recovery. He savoured them in prospect even more 
keenly than in actuality, yet he was loth, too, to let them go, loth 
to put off the special privileges and immunities of illness and to 
assume the responsibilities and above all the liability to criticism 
that went witib good health. But now somethii^ disturbed, 
though it by no means destroyed, his ecstatic visions of the im- 
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lediate future. Always, in the past, they had worked up to one 
ivariable climax: his first visit, vdih EBlda, to the pond. Dick 
tavdey’s invitation had troubled this image of perfect felicity 
nd constituted itself a substitute, a rival. Like a man in love 
Ath two people, Eustace tried to reconcile them, dwelling on 
ach in turn. But it wouldn’t do: they injured each other. Eus- 
ace could not help remembering how petty and trivial the pond 
—indeed all the aspects of life on the beach — ^had seemed when 
Mck Staveley spoke of riding the other way to avoid those beastly 
ocks. Eustace’s old loyalty was being severely tested, and it did 
lot emerge unscathed from the ordeal. Every time he asked 
iilda — ^and he asked her in season and out of season — ^whether 
he had written to Dick to name a day for their visit, the pond, the 
•ocks, the sand, the cliffs seemed to lose their magic. When he 
nvoked them, he had to pretend to himself that Dick had never 
)cen to Cambo, trailing alien clouds of glory, otherwise they 
.ulked and would not quicken his imagination. 

But on the whole he rather enjoyed the war between the two 
utures. The annoimcement that Hilda did not mean to go to 
\nchorstone Hall came like a bombshell. It was presented to 
Bustace as a, fait accomplu She did not tdl him till the letter of 
"efusal had been sent. It was in vain for Eustace to weep and 
declare with customary exaggeration that now he had notlfing to 
jet well for. Hilda had apparently won over both her father and 
ber aunt. She had produced arguments. What was the good of 
learning to ride when they would never be able to afford a horse 
Df their own? Furthermore, she astonished Eustace by saying that 
she did not possess the right clothes, an objection that, so far as 
he remembered, she had never found occasion to put forward 
before. “And anyhow I don’t want to go,” she had added. Eus- 
tace was quite prepared to believe this. What was his sxjrprise, 
then, to find her, shortly afterwards, in tears, a thing so unusual 
with her that his own dried at the sight. He besought her to tell 
him what was the matter, but she answered, between sobs, that 
she didn’t know, but he wasn’t to teU anyone. 

Comforted himself by the effort to comfort Hilda, Eustace 
looked about for pleasant thoughts further to aUay his disappoint- 
ment, and soon found one. Why had it not occurred to him 
before? From being a mere hope it quickly grew into a certainty. 
Hilda had indeed refused Dick Staveley’s invitation, but that was 
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no reason why he, Eustace, shouldn’t go to Anchorstone Hall. 
Dick had asked him first; he only asked Hilda (so Eustace rea- 
soned) as a second thought, and because she happened to be there. 
When he found she couldn’t go, he would naturally ask Eustace 
to go without her. There were still six days before the fatal 
twenty-first; Dick would probably not trouble to write, he would 
just send over a message, as being quicker. To-morrow Eustace 
was to be allowed out for half an hour in the sun, so there could 
be no objection to his going to Anchorstone Hall, say, the day 
after to-morrow. He had become vividly day-conscious. . . . 
How splendid it would be to drive in the dog-cart, with a large 
and no doubt friendly dog. Eustace had never travelled in any 
but a hired conveyance, and the prospect of going in a private one 
intoxicated him. He would find it waiting for him at the top of 
the road, opposite Boa Vista, perhaps; they would all come to see 
him start, the groom would help him in, the dog would wag its 
tail, a flick of the whip and they would be oflf, Eustace waving his 
red silk handkerchief. They would drive smartly through the 
park, which would be quite empty, as the public, poor creatures, 
were not admitted that day. They would cross the moat, and 
there at the firont door would be Dick and Sir John Staveley and 
Lady Staveley, and perhaps a lot of servants, and they would run 
out to welcome him and say how glad they were that he was well 
again. Then they would have tea and after that . . . 

There were a great many versions of what was to happen after 
tea. Eustace’s imagination had never been more fertile than in 
devising incidents with which to glorify his new friendship. Often 
Dick rescued him from a violent death, firom a mad bull, perhaps, 
which had long haunted the park and terrorised its owners. 
Sometimes their respective r 61 es were reversed and Eustace saved 
Dick’s life. But this would be a less sensational occurrence, and 
consisted, as often as not, in his nursing Dick through a long ill- 
ness contracted in Central Africa. Or he would throw himself into 
the jaws of a lion, thus giving Dick time to free himself and shoot 
it. Eustace often perished in these encounters and had an affect- 
ing death-bed scene, in which Dick acknowledged all he owed him 
and sometimes asked forgiveness for some long-forgiven injury. 
But Dick never died; Eustace had not the heart to kfil him. 

Not all their adventures together, however, entailed death or 
danger of death. Often they would simply stroll about the park. 
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and Dick would jump a wide chasm, which conveniently opened 
at their feet, instructing Eustace how to do the same, or shin up a 
perpendicular tree, supporting Eustace with his left hand. At 
nightfall they would return scratched and scarred. Lady Staveley 
(whom Eustace, in spite of dim memories to the contrary, had 
fkshioned in the likeness of Queen Alexandra) would shake his 
hand affectionately and say, ‘I*m very glad Dick has made 
such a nice friend.’ Any version of the visit was incomplete 
without this parting scene. 

The precious days passed but no message came from Anchor- 
stone Hall. Eustace could no longer get his daydreams in focus: 
their golden glow faded in the grey light of reality. On the 
seventeenth he wrote a letter. 

Dear Dick, 

Thank you very much for asking Hilda to ride. It was a 
great pity she could not go. It was not my fault as I told her 
how much she would enjoy it and I should as I am quite well 
now and alowed to go out. It is a great pitty you have to go to 
Harrough so soon. 

Your sincer friend, 

Eustace Cherrington. 

Hope surged up in Eustace’s breast after the dispatch of this 
letter and the daydreams became more frequent and more 
intoxicating than ever. But when the morning of the twentieth 
came he was still waiting for an answer. 



Chapter IX 

Lahumum Lodge 


M r. CHERRINGTON and his sister were sitting together in 
the drawing-room, he with his pipe, she with her knitting. 
Her brows were furrowed and she looked at her brother, who was 
making no effort to conceal the sense of relaxation he felt after a 
day’s work, with a certain irritation. This care-free humour must 
not continue. 

‘T can’t think what’s come over Eustace,” she said; “he’s been 
so diflScult this last day or two. The fact is, since he got ill, we’ve 
all combined to spoil him.” 

“Well, we were only acting on the doctor’s orders,” replied her 
brother, placidly puffing at his pipe. 

“I know; I iways wondered if they were wise. Anyhow we 
can’t go on like this, or the boy will become perfectly impossible.” 
“What’s he been doing?” Mr. Gherrington asked. 

“Well, you know how fond he \ised to be of playing on the 
sands with Hilda? And it’s the best thing in the world for him, 
especially after an attack like this. Well, to-day I said he might 
go down. It’s the first time, mind you, since he’s been out, and 
I expected he would be wild with delight.” 

“And wasn’t he?” 

“Far from it. He actually told me he didn’t want to go; he 
said, if you please, he was tired of the beach — ^tired, when he 
hasn’t been near it for two months. So I took him at his word and 
made him go for a walk along the difS instead. I told him he’d 
be sorry afterwards, and when he came back to dinner I could see 
he was.” 

“Well, that doesn’t sound very serious,” said Eustace’s father, 
smoking comfortably. 

“Not to you, perhaps. But listen. On the cliffs they met Miss 
Fothergill, who was so distressed when Eustace ran away; and all 
the time he was ill, you remember, she sent to ask how he was 
getting on and gave him that lovely bunch of grapes.” 
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‘‘The half-paralysed old lady who goes about in a bath- 
chair?” 

“Yes. Hilda made Eustace stop and speak to her — ^he didn’t 
even want to do that — and she was so pleased to see him and 
asked Eustace if he would push her bath-chair for her. He did 
that once before, perhaps you remember? And Eustace actually 
said he wouldn’t because he wasn’t supposed to exert himself since 
he’d been ill ! And whose fault was it that he was ill, I should like 
to know?” 

“His own, of course.” 

“I should think so. And then she asked him to go to tea the 
day after to-morrow, and Hilda couldn’t make him say yes, he 
said he must ask us first, though he knew perfectly well we should 
be delighted for him to go.” 

“I suppose he oughtn’t to have said that.” 

“Of course not, and it’s unlike him too; usually he’s so docile. 
He was quite nasty to Hilda about it, she told me afterwards, and 
she doesn’t often complain of him.” 

“He doesn’t give her much to complain of, as a rule.” 

“Oh, doesn’t he? You don’t know. Well, then he came to me, 
and said quite defiantly, Why was it that Nancy Steptoe had 
never been to see him, he felt sure we’d kept her away, and it 
wasn’t fair that we should expect him to have tea with Miss 
Fothergill who was old and ugly and dreadful and a lot more — 
stories he’s picked up somewhere — ^when we wouldn’t let him see 
Nancy who was all that was perfect — areally, if he wasn’t such a 
little boy you might have thought he was in love with her. 
Thereupon, doctor or no doctor, I told him a little of what we 
thought about Nancy and the dance she’d led him.” 

“No, I don’t think she’s a good iofluence for him. But what do 
you want me to do?” 

“I want you to talk to him seriously. There’s no need to 
frighten the child, only it’s quite time he realised that all the 
anxiety and expense we’ve had from his illness is entirely his fault. 
It’s all owing to his stupid trick of running away that day. We 
never punished him for it, he was too ill, for one thing, and the 
doctor said not; but he’s well enough to be told now what a trial 
he has been to us. Unless we do, he’ll think he’s done something 
rather fine and his whole character will be ruined, if it isn’t 
already.” 
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“All right,” said Mr, Cherrington. “Don’t get tragic about it. 
I’ll have a word with the boy to-morrow,” 

Like many amiable and easy-going people, Mr. Cherrington 
made the business of administering discipline far more painiul to 
the culprit than it need have been. He opened in such a mild and 
conciliatory m^er that a much older boy than Eustace would 
have had no inkling of what was in his mind. Accordingly 
Eustace put forward his case, such as it was, quite expecting 
sympathy. He explained more fully than he had ever done except 
to Hilda, that he was frightened of Miss Fothergill, and that was 
partly why he had run away on the day of the paper-chase. But 
he was too reserved and perhaps too shy to tell his father the true 
measure of his terror. Again, when asked why he had not been 
nice to Hilda he tried to make him realise how disappointed he 
had been when she refused Dick’s invitation; and his father 
listened so attentively that he even began to draw aside the veil 
from the less extravagant of the Staveley-Anchorstone Hall fan- 
tasies. The mistake he made was not to let his confessions go far 
enough, Mr. Cherrington was not a stupid man and had a good 
deal of the child left in him still; he might have understood, had 
not Eustace’s shyness checked his self-revdation half-way, that 
the boy lived in his imagination and that the fancied horror of 
Miss Fothergill’s, like the untested delights of Dick Stavdey’s 
sodety, were more real to him than any actual experience, as yet, 
could be. Instead, he got the impression that Eustace was exag- 
gerating his fancies and trying to substitute them for arguments. 
He found his son’s doquence unconvincing largdy because Eus- 
tace was self-conscious and unsure of himself from the effort to 
make the ruling forces of his inner life plain to the limited capad- 
ties of the adult mind. Aware of this, Eustace grew more nervous 
and would gladly have resumed the natural reticence out of which 
his father’s sympathetic attitude had surprised him. 

“You see,” he said, fidgeting in his chair, “the beach hasn’t 
seemed the same after what Dick said about it, and whenever I 
remember how we should have been friends only Hilda didn’t 
want to I feel angry with her and don’t want to play with her.” 

“Your sister can do what she pleases,” said Mr, Cherrington. 
“It’s very sensible of her not to want to break her neck. It’s a 
pity that you didn’t fed the same way about the paper-chase.” 
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Eustace was silent, unhappily conscious of the change in his 
father’s mood. Listening to Eustace’s apologia he had adopted 
the role of father-confessor. This is weakness, he thought. I pro- 
mised Sarah to give the boy a good talking-to. So, venting on 
Eustace his irritation with hds own inadequacy, he said, with an 
alarming transition into sternness: ‘T don’t want to hear any 
more of your being rude to Hilda, Eustace. She’s backed you up 
through thick and thin. She’s been like a mother to you.” He 
stopped. Resentment at having been betrayed into mentioning 
his wife in such a trivial connection as this surged up in him. 
‘‘You seem to have forgotten,” he said still more angrily, “all the 
trouble and anxiety and expense you’ve given us this summer. 
Without telling anyone, you deliberately ran away and nearly 
frightened us all to death.” He paused to make certain that his 
indignation was still functioning. “And then on top of it all you 
must needs fall ill. I don’t say you actually meant to, but you 
were quite old enough to know what might happen if you over- 
taxed your strength in such a stupid way. You’re not a baby now. 
How old are you?” 

“Nearly hsdf-past nine,” sobbed Eustace, in his agitation mis- 
taking years for hours. He had often been asked his age, but 
never roughly, always in tones of solicitude and affectionate 
interest. 

“At your age ” Mr. Cherrington checked himself; he could 

not remember what he was doing at his son’s age; but Eustace’s 
conscience filled in the blank. “I was earning a living for my 
family.” “Anyhow,” his father went on, “it was a most stupid 
trick.” (Eustace couldn’t bear the word stupid; he flinched every 
time it came.) “I hoped you’d have the sense to see that this 
illness was in itself a punishment; but it seems you haven’t. You 
need something extra. Well, you’ll probably get it. What with 
the doctor and the nurse and having to take a room for Hilda 
outside, we’ve used up our money and may have to leave Gambo ; 
you won’t like that, will you^” 

Eustace opened wide his tear-filled eyes in horrified surprise; 
already he saw the dingy side street in Ousemouth and smelt the 
confined musty smell of the house where they lived at such close 
quarters round and above his father’s office. “You didn’t realise 
that, did you? You’re so cock-a-hoop at getting well, you think 
nothing else matters; you don’t bother about the sacrifices you’ve 
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inflicted on us all, because you didn’t suspect they were going to 
affect you.” 

Mr. Cherrington might well have finished here, for though 
Eustace had stopped crying out of fright, his distress was obvious 
enough. But he didn’t want to leave the job half done and also 
(to do him justice) he didn’t want ever to refer to the matter 
again. He loathed scenes, or he would no doubt have managed 
them better. He wanted to resume his old, genial, jocular rela- 
tionship with Eustace, which he couldn’t do, he felt, till he had 
thoroughly thrashed the matter out. So, like a surgeon performing 
an abdominal operation, he looked round for sometl^g else to 
straighten out before the woimd closed for ever. 

“And now I hear,” he said, “that you actually have the cheek 
to want to see this Nancy Steptoe again.” (Eustace had been 
about to explain that he hadn’t much wanted to see Nancy until 
the removal of Dick Staveley jSrom the foreground of his imagina- 
tion had necessitated the introduction of a substitute that he could 
feel romantic about.) “I should have thought your commonsense 
would have told you better. She’s a silly, vam, badly-brought-up 
little girl, who’s done you nothing but harm, and your aunt has 
forbidden you ever to speak to her again.” 

“But what am I to do,” said Eustace in a choking voice, “if she 
speaks to me? I’m always seeing her, on the beach, in the street, 
everywhere. I can’t help it.” 

“You must raise your hat and walk away,” said Mr. Gherring- 
ton firmly. “But she won’t speak to you; she knows quite well 
what we think about her.” 

Even in his misery Eustace winced at the grim self-satisfaction 
in his father’s voice. 

“And another thing, Eustace — don’t cry so, you only make 
matters worse by behaving like a baby. Sit up, Eustace, and don’t 
look so hdplcss. Another thing I hear is that you’re again making 
a fuss about going to tea with Miss Fothergill. Now don’t let me 
hear another word of this. She’s a very good, kind, nice woman, 
and she wants to be kind to you, and the least you can do is to go 
and see her when she asks you. We haven’t told her more than 
we could help about your stupid behaviour over the paper-chase, 
though I’m surprised she still wants to see you after being let 
down once so badly. She knows you’ve been a silly little boy, 
that’s all.” 
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This seemed such a moderate and generous estimate of his 
character that Eustace’s tears started afresh. 

‘*Now don’t cry any more. Let’s begin turning over a new 
leaf from to-day. Why, Eustace, what’s the matter?” 

“Oh, Daddy, I do fed so sick.” 

Mr. Gherrington gave his son a troubled, rueful look. “Bless 
the boy! Hold on a second!” He went into the passage, shouting, 
“Minney, Minney, I want you — ^here in the dining-room.” 

About four o’dock the next day two figures emerged from the 
white, wood-slotted gate of Cambo and walked slowly up the hill. 
Both were obviously wearing their best clothes. Minney’s dark- 
blue coat and skirt were not new for they shone where the light 
caught them, but they were scrupulously neat and free from 
creases. Eustace was wearing a fawn-coloured coat with a velvet 
collar of a darker shade of brown; his head looked small and his 
face pale under a bulging cloth cap with ribs that converged upon 
a crowning button. Roimd his neck, and carefully crossed over 
his chest, was a red silk scarf. He walked listlessly, lagging half 
a pace behind his companion, and occasionally running forward 
to take the arm she generously offered him. 

“That’s all right,” said Miimey. “But you aren’t tired yet, you 
know.” 

“I feel rather tired,” said Eustace, availing himself shamelessly 
of the support. “You forget I was sick four times.” 

“But that was yesterday,” said Minney, “you’re a different boy 
to-day.” 

Eustace sighed. 

“Yes, I am different. I don’t think I shall ever be the same 
again.” 

“What nonsense! There, mind you don’t put your new shoes 
in that puddle. What makes you think you’ve changed? I don’t 
see any difference. You’re the same ugly little boy I’ve always 
known.” 

“Oh, I dare say I look the same,” said Eustace. “But I don’t 
fed it. I don’t think I love anyone any more.” 

“Don’t you love me?” 

“Yes, but you don’t count. I mean,” Eustace added hastily and 
obscurdy, “it wouldn’t matter so much if I didn’t love you.” 

“Who don’t you love, then?” 
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“Daddy and Aunt Sarah and Hilda.’* 

“Oh, you soon will.” 

“No, I shan’t. I didn’t ask CJod to bless them last night.” 

“You did, because I heard you.” 

“I know, but afterwards, secretly, I asked Him not to.” 

“Perhaps He didn’t listen when you said that, but it wasn’t 
very kind.” 

“Well, they haven’t been kind to me. Of course I shall go on 
being obedient and doing what they tell me. I shan’t speak to 
Nancy. I shan’t ever again do anything I really want to do. 
That’s partly why I’m going to Miss Fothergill’s now.” 

“You told me you weren’t really frightened.” 

“I was till yesterday. After that it didn’t seem to matter.” 

“What didn’t seem to matter?” 

“Whether I was jfrightened or whether I wasn’t. I mean it was 
so much worse when Daddy said all those things to me.” 

“He only said them for your good. You’ll thank him one day 
when everyone tells you how much nicer you are than one or two 
spoilt little boys I could mention.” 

“I shan’t thank him,” said Eustace mournfully, “and if I do 
it’U only be because he expects me to. I shall always do what 
other people expect me to. Then they can’t be angry.” 

“I shall be angry with you if you’re not more cheerful,” said 
Minney briskly. “Look, here’s the water-tower. How many 
gallons did you say it holds?” 

“Two hundred and fifty-six thousand five hundred,” said 
Eustace in a dxiU voice. 

“Good gracious, what a memory you’ve got. And how loi^ 
would it take you to drink it?” 

“One million and twenty-six thousand days, if I drank a pint 
a day,” said Eustace, a shade more interest in his tone. 

“You are good at mental arithmetic,” said Minney admiringly. 

Eustace saw through her efforts to cheer him and the genuine 
unhappiness he felt beneath his attempts to dramatise it returned 
and increased. 

“I didn’t do that in my head,” he confessed. “Daddy told me. 
He used to tell me interesting things like that.” 

“Well, he will again.” 

“No, he won’t, he’ll be too busy trying to make money because 
it’s cost such a lot me being iU.” Eustace began to weep. 
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“There, there, it’s no use crying over spilt milk. You’ll know 
stter another time. Now we’re nearly there. That’s Miss 
>thergill’s gate, between those bushes.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Now dry your eyes, you mustn’t let her see you’ve been crying, 
ou’ll find she’s ever so kind. I expect you’ll fall in love with her 
id forget about us all. Isn’t it a beautiful gate?” 

Miss Fothergill’s gate boasted at least five bars and was made 
'fumed oak, with studs and other iron embellishments painted 
iue. Across the topmost bar the words ‘Laburnum Lodge’ were 
ritten in old English characters. 

“Are these all laburnums?” asked Eustace, staring respectfully 
, the thick shrubs. 

“No, they’re laurels. I expect we shall see some laburnums, 
ut they won’t be in flower now.” 

They passed through the gate and walked on. The house was 
Lmost hidden by an immense oval clump of shrubs. “Those are 
lododendrons,” whispered Minney. 

“Are they really? Which way do we go now?” 

Here the carriage road, deep in yellow gravel, divided and 
owed majestically roimd the soaring rhododendrons. 

“The left is quickest. There’s the house.” 

Built of the tawny local stone, not very high but long and of 
icalculable depth. Miss Fothergill’s mansion might have been 
esigned to strike awe into the beholder. Eustace got an im- 
ression of a great many windows. They stopped in front of the 
orch. It framed a semi-circular arch of dark red brick, sur- 
lotmted by a lamp of vaguely ecclesiastical design. 

“It looks like a church,” whispered Eustace. 

“Not when you get inside. There’s the bell — ^isn’t it funny, 
anging down like that? Don’t pull it too hard.” 

Eustace was much too confused to have any clear memory of 
^hat followed. The interior which was to become so familiar to 
im left litde impression that afternoon beyond the gleam of dark 
jimiture, the shine of white paint, and the inexplicable to-and-fro 
lovement of the maid, taking his cap and coat, and hiding them 
way. Then she opened a door and they entered a long low room 
ooded with afternoon sunlight and full of objects, high up and 
Dw down, which, from Eustace’s angle of vision, looked like the 
idented skyline of some fabulous dty. 
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Bewildered by the complexity of his sensations, Eustace came 
to a halt. There was a stirring at the far end of the room, between 
the window and the fireplace. Threading her way through chairs 
and stools and tables, Miss Grimshaw bore down upon them. She 
did not speak but fi:om somewhere behind her came a voice that, 
like the sinpng tea-kettle, bubbled a little. 

*‘Well,” it said, “here comes the hero of the paper-chase. This 
U nice! I’m sorry I can’t get up to greet you. Can you find me 
over here?” 

“She said I was a hero,” Eustace found time to whisper to 
Minney before, joined now by Miss Grimshaw, they approached 
the tea-table. Miss Fothergill was still hidden behind the silver 
tea-kettle. What woxild he see? The hat, the veil, the gloves? 
Eustace faltered, then, rounding the table-leg, he found himself 
looking straight at the subject of so many waking nightmares. 

It certainly was a shock. Neither the hat nor the veil was there. 
All the same in that moment Eustace lost his terror of Miss 
Fothergill, and only once did it return. Before tea was over he 
could look squarely and without shrinking at her brick-red face, 
her long nose which was not quite straight, her mouth that went 
up sideways and had a round hole left in it as though for ventila- 
tion, even when her lips were meant to be closed. Most sur- 
prising of all, he did not mind her hands, the fingers of which 
were now visible, peeping out of black mittens curiously 
humped. That afternoon marked more than one change in 
Eustace’s attitude towards life. Physical ugliness ceased to 
repel him and conversely physical beauty lost some of its 
appeal, 

“He’d better sit there,” said Miss Fothergill, “so as to be near 
the cakes.” 

Eustace was too young to notice that, as a result of this arrange- 
ment, Miss Fothergill had her back to the light. 

“And you sit here, Miss Minney,” she continued. “You’ll stay 
and have a cup of tea, too?” 

“Just one, thank you, but I really ought to be getting on.” 

Minney glanced at Eustace, who had ^ready helped himself to 
a cake. “I think he can manage by himself,” 

“I’m sure he can.” 

Eustace’s features suggested no denial of this. “What time shall 
I come for him?” Minney asked a little wistfully. She noticed how 
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Eustace’s small figure was contentedly adapting itself to the lines 
of his chair. He looked up and said almost airily: 

“Oh, Minney, I can find my way all right.” 

Slightly wounded, Minney hit back. “What about that black 
dog near the post-office?” 

Eustace hesitated. “Helen will see him home if it’ll save you,” 
said Miss Fothergill, “won’t you, Helen?” 

Miss Grinoshaw indicated assent but no more. “We’ll get him 
back somehow,” said Miss Fothergill pacifically. 

“Then I shan’t have to start at any special time, shall I^” 
observed Eustace, evidently relieved. 

“To-night the hare can rest his weary bones,” said Miss 
Fothergill with a smile. But Minney looked grave. 

“We don’t want anything like that to happen again,” she said, 
as she rose to take her leave. Eustace gave her an abstracted 
sirdle, then his eyes slid from her face and wandered round the 
room, pleased with the bright soft colours, the glint of silver and 
china, the clusters of small objects. 

“I shall be quite safe as long as I’m here,” he said* 



Chapter X 

When Shall I See You Again? 


I T was another September, but Eustace had not lost his taste 
for Miss Fothergili’s company nor she for his. The room they 
sat in drew him now as surdy as it had once repelled him. He 
went there not only to meet Miss Fothergill but the self that he 
liked best. 

The curtains had not yet been drawn, but tea was over and 
instead of the tea-table they had between them a tall round stool, 
the canvas top of which was worked in a pattern of gay flowers in 
wool. It made a rather exiguous card-table, but then piquet 
does not take much space. 

“Shall I deal for you?’» 

“If you don’t 3tnind.” 

“Is this how Miss Grimshaw does it?” asked Eustace, dealing 
the cards in alternate twos and threes. 

“No, she has another way, but the one I showed you is the 
right way.” 

Eustace looked pleased, then a shadow crossed his face, 

“You do still play with her sometimes, don’t you?” 

“Every now and then, but I think she’s glad of a rest.” 

“She ^dn’t say so the other evening.” 

“What did she say?” 

Eustace hesitated, “Oh, she said she wished those evenings 
could come back when you and she always played together.” 

“Did she? WeU, spe^ up. I expect you’re ashamed to declare 
a point of seven.” 

“I threw one away,” admitted Eustace. 

“Foolish fellow! You must count the pips up now,” 

A complacent smile upon his face Eustace did so. 

“Fifly-six.” 

“No good. Now you can see what comes of throwing away your 
opportunities,” 

“Well, I had to keep my four kings.” 
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“Ah! I might have known you had a rod in pickle for me 
somewhere,” 

“Yes, four kings, fourteen, three aces, seventeen, three knaves, 
twenty.” Eustace hurried over these small additions and tried 
not to let exultation at the impressive total show in his voice. 
Then he said diffidently, “And IVe got a carte major too.” 

“Well, don’t say it as if you were announcing a death. You 
know you’re pleased really.” 

“I suppose I am.” 

“You certainly ought to be. It’s a great mistake not to feel 
pleased when you have the chance. Remember that, Eustace.” 

“Yes, Miss FothergiU.” He groped on the floor and came up 
with some cards. “Here’s your discard. I haven’t looked at it,” 
he added virtuously. 

“No, you’re much too good a boy to do that, aren’t you?” 

Eustace scented criticism in these friendly words. 

“Do you think I’m too good?” 

“That would be impossible.” 

The suggestion of irony in Miss Fothergill’s last remark was a 
little disturbing. When they had reached the end of the partie, 
which resulted in a heavy victory for Eustace, Miss Fothergill 
asked for her bag, Eustace found it and undid the clasp. Clearly 
the action had become second nature to him, for he performed it 
automatically. But to-night there was a farrow between his brows. 

“Is it a great deal?” eisked Miss Fothergill. “Have you ruined 
me? You look so distressed,” 

“It isn’t that,” said Eustace imcomfortably. 

“You don’t mind my being ruined?” 

“Of course I should. . . . Only they say I oughtn’t to play 
cards for money.” 

“Who says so?” 

“At home they do.” 

“I noticed you hadn’t come so often lately. Was that why you 
didn’t come last week and only once the week before?” 

Eustace did not answer. 

“But there’s nothing to object to, surely,” said Miss Fothergill, 
“in the arrangement we’ve made? I shoxild have thought it was 
ideal. You don’t mind having the money, do you?” 

“No,” said Eustace, “I like it very much. Only they say I 
ought to be too proud to take it.” 



The Shrimp and the Anemone 1 2 1 

I think that’s a trifle unreasonable.” Miss Fother^IFs 
voice bubbled, as it always did when she was nervous or excited, 
and the mittened, swollen hand lying in her lap described a 
fidgety little circle. “What harm could a peimy or two more a 
week possibly do you?” 

“It’s the principle of the thing,” said Eustace, evidently quoting 
something he had heard before on the lips of an indignant grown- 
up person. “It might get me into bad ways.” 

Miss Fothergill sighed. “Well, well, let’s play for love. But 
then I shan’t be able to claim my side of the stakes. But perhaps 
they mind that too!” 

“They don’t, but ” 

Eustace turned scarlet. 

“But you do^” 

Eustace jumped from his chair in an agony of denial. He had 
got used to the look of physical suffering that often crossed Miss 
Fothergill’s face: it was present even in the photograph she had 
given him, taken many years ago. But he had never seen the 
expression of anger and mortification, like a disguise on a disguise, 
that transformed her features now. 

“Of course not I” he cried. “Of course not! . . . Why,” he said, 
thinking manlike that a reason would carry more weight than an 
asseveration, “I always kissed you. Miss Fothergill, long before 
we started to play piquet, long before” (he had a happy 
thought) “you asked me to, even! Don’t you remember,” he 
said, innocently taking it for granted that of course she must, 
“it was imder the mistletoe, that day you had the Christmas 
tree?’* 

Miss Fothergill’s expression relaxed somewhat. “Yes,” she 
said, “I remember perfectly.” 

“You didn’t think,” said Eustace, subsiding with relief into his 
chair, “that I only kissed you because . . . because ... it was 
part of the game?” 

“No, of course not,” said Miss Fothergill. She spoke with an 
exaggerated composure which Eustace slightly resented: it sug- 
gested, somehow, that he had been wanting in taste to take up so 
strongly her challenge about the kisses. “I thought perhaps 
picquet was a rather grown-up game for you,” she went on, “and 
it mig ht make it more . . . more amusing if we each paid a forfeit 
when we lost — ^I sixpence a hundred and you — ^you— — Here 
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Miss Fothergill’s voice, which rarely failed her completely, dis- 
solved into a bubbling, 

“A kiss.” Eustace finished her sentence for her. “It was a very 
good plan, for me, you know — and it’s always worked beauti- 
fully.” 

Miss Fothergill smiled. 

“Till now. I wonder why Helen didn’t like it!” she added 
carelessly. “Perhaps she told you?” 

Eustace stared at Miss Fotibiergill from under his lashes. He 
had not, he never would have, told her that it was Miss Grim- 
shaw who had objected to the kisses. She had been helping him 
on with his coat but really she was only pretending to, for when 
it was half on she gave him a little shake that startled him very 
much and whispered so unkindly in his ear: “They won’t catch 
me kissing you — or giving you half-crowns either.” For days he 
had been afraid she might do it again. The scene was re-enacted 
before his eyes while he looked at Miss Fothergill. She seemed 
amused, not at all angry. 

“I didn’t say it was Miss Grimshaw,” he said at last. 

“No, but it was.” 

Now, as often in the past, Eustace fdt that the effort of finding the 
right thing to say was more than he could bear. At length he said : 

“When you used to play with Miss Grimshaw” — ^he corrected 
himself — Vhen you play with her, do you have the same arrange- 
ment?” As Miss Fothergill did not answer, he went on, “I 
mean 

But she interrupted him. “Yes, I understand what you mean. 
No, I don’t think we did have that arrangement.” 

“Well,” said Eustace soothingly, “I expect she wished you had, 
and that annoyed her.” 

“Oh, she was annoyed?” asked Miss Fothergill, smiling. 

“Well, not really,” said Eustace. “Not like Hilda would have 
been.” 

“It is Hilda I have to thank for your coming here,” said Miss 
Fothergill, who seemed pleased to change the subject. “I wish 
she came oftener herself. She’s only been twice.” 

“She’s not as fond of pleasure as I am,” said Eustace. “And 
she doesn’t really like beautiful things or being shown pictures or 
talking about books.” 

“Or playing cards?” 
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‘‘No, she thinks that’s waste of time.” 

“I hope she doesn’t think I am a bad influence for you,” said 
Miss Fothergill lightly. 

“Oh no, she doesn’t really think that, nobody does.” 

Miss Fothergill considered this remark and said: “A year ago 
she seemed so anxious you should come and see me.” 

“She was,” said Eustace eagerly, “but that was because she 

thought I didn’t want to No,” he took himself up, horrified 

even more by the explanations that must follow than by the 
indiscretion itself. Miss Fothergill’s interruption saved him. 

“But she is very fond of you, anyone can see that.” 

“Oh yes, she is. They aU are. But — I don’t know how it is — 
if they see me really happy — ^for long together, I mean — they 
don’t seem to like it.” 

“And you’re happy here?” said Miss Fothergill. 

“Very,” said Eustace. 

There was a long pause. Miss Fothergill stared into the fire, 
burning brightly in the steel grate that Eustace so much admired. 
Perhaps she saw a picture there. At last she turned to him. 

“You mustn’t come so often,” she said, “if that’s the way your 
father and your aunt feel about it. I shan’t be hurt, you under- 
stand.” 

Eustace’s face fell. 

“But I wish you had some . . . some other friends. What about 
the Staveley boy? Do you ever see him now?” 

Eustace’s face grew even longer. 

“He wrote to Hilda at Christmas and asked her again to go 
riding with him but she wouldn’t.” 

“I wonder why. But couldn’t you go without her?” 

“He didn’t ask me.” 

“Well,” said Miss Fothergill, “don’t let’s feel sad about it. 
Perhaps you’ll go to school soon and make a whole lot of new 
fidends.” 

“Daddy can’t afford to send me to a good school,” Eustace 
said sorrowfully, “and Aunt Sarah won’t let me go to a bad 
one.” 

“She’s quite right,” said Miss Fothergill. “Perhaps you’ll find 
youraelf at a good one one of these days. How old are you?” she 
asked gently. 

“Nearly ten and a half. I’m getting on.” 
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Since his father’s outburst Eustace always felt that he was older 
than he had a right to be. 

Miss Fothergill seemed to make a calculation. Suddenly her 
face grew extremely sad. A stranger might not have noticed it, so 
odd was her habitual expression. She began to fumble in her 
bag. 

“You’ll take the two shillings this time?” she said, and Eustace 
expected to see her get the money from her purse; but it was her 
handkerchief she wanted. She blew her nose and then handed 
Eustace his winnings. 

Immediately, though it was not in their contract, he got up and 
kissed her. There was a salt-tasting tear on her cheek. “Are you 
crying?” he asked. 

“As you would say, ‘Not really’,” she replied. “I ought to be 
glad, oughtn’t I, that I’m going to save so many shillings in 
future?” 

Young as he was Eustace already experienced the awkwardness 
that falls between people when dischargmg debts of honour. 

“But you’ll let me kiss you all the same?” he said. “Once if I 
lose, twice if I win.” 

Miss Fothergill did not answer for a moment. Then she said, 
“When am I going to see you again?” 

Eustace suggested the day after to-morrow. 

“I’m afraid I’ve got some people coming then,” Miss Fothergill 
said. The answer chilled Eustace. She had often, he knew, put 
offher other friends on his accoimt but she had never put him off 
on theirs. “Let’s look a little way ahead. What about Friday 
week?” 

Eustace’s face feU. 

“Will you be busy all that time?” 

“No, but I think perhaps you ought to be. You mustn’t spend 
too long playing cards with an old woman.” 

“It’s what I like doing best,” said Eustace lugubriously. 

“Let’s say Wednesday then. Now ring the bell three times and 
someone will come and help you off the premises.” 

This little ceremonial at his departure never failed to give 
Eustace exquisite pleasure. Even to press the electric bell — ^a 
luxury unknown at Cambo — ^was a delight. 

“And say to your aunt,” said Miss Fothergill suddenly, “that 
we do other things besides play cards. You read poetry to me and 
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play the piano and take me for walks and have been known to 
write my letters and I— well, I enjoy it all,” she concluded rather 
lamely, 

“You do much more than that,” cried Eustace warmly, “you — 

you He saw Miss Fothergill looking at him expectantly. 

His heart was full of the benefits she had conferred on him, but his 
lips could not find words to name them. All about the room he 
was conscious of the influences — ^nourishing, refreshing, intoxicat- 
ing — ^she had loosed in his direction. But he did not know in what 
currency of speech his debt could be acknowledged; and mean- 
time the eager look on Miss FothergilFs face faded and changed 
to disappointment. “You have a civilising effect on me,” at last 
he managed to bring out. “Daddy said so.” 

The situation was saved, for Miss Fothergill looked quite 
pleased. “In that case perhaps you could stay a little longer.” 

“Ought I to keep Alice waiting?” asked Eustace, with a nervous 
glance towards the door. 

“Run and tell her it was a false alarm.” 

Eustace lingered a moment in the hall to apologise to Alice for 
having given her trouble for nothing. The complaisance with 
which she accepted his explanations made him stay longer. When 
he returned to the drawing-room he found Miss Grimshaw there. 
She was standing with her back to him, talking to Miss Fothergill, 
and did not turn her head when he came in. There was a 
moment’s silence while he threaded his way through the little 
tables and came to a halt between the two women. Miss Grim- 
shaw ignored his outstretched hand. She was looking fixedly at 
Miss Fothergill who said: 

“I tell you it’s nothing, Helen. I’ve often been like this 
before.” 

Her mittened hands made a fumbling movement as though to 
bury themselves in the lace and lilac of her long, loose sleeves. 
Her bosom rose and fell quickly and her head was pressed against 
the chair-back. Eustace stared at her, fascinated. 

“I shall telephone for the doctor,” Miss Grimshaw said, 
“Eustace, you had better nm away now.” 

Eustace looked firom one to the other in doubt. Neither seemed 
conscious he was there, so lost were they in this new situation 
which seemed to shut him out. At last Miss Fothergill said, speak- 
ing less indistinctly than before; 
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‘‘‘Let the boy stay, Helen. He can be with me while you tele- 
phone.” 

Miss Grimshaw gave her a look which Eustace could not 
interpret, but he felt included in its resentment. 

“Is it fair on the child, Janet?” she said as she turned to go. 

How strange! Eustace reflected. He had never heard her call 
her that before. Why wasn’t it fair on him? And did Miss Grim- 
shaw really mind if it wasn’t? In the past she had never seemed 
to take his part; but then why should she since Miss Fothergill 
always took it? He looked anxiously at the figure in the chair. 
She had her back to the fading light, and now that he was sitting 
down himself he could not see her clearly. The little fidgety 
movements which he knew so well and which her clothes and 
ornaments seemed to accentuate had ceased. A chill crept into 
his heart, as though his long friendship with Miss Fother^l had 
suddenly been annulled and he was alone with the stranger who 
had frightened him on the cliffs. 

“Shall I get the cards again. Miss Fothergill?” he asked. “Will 
you have time to play another hand?” 

The sound of his voice emboldened him; the sound of hers, 
changed though it was, brought unspeakable relief. 

“No, thank you, Eustace. I’m not sure that we should have 

time. You’ll have to be getting home, won’t you, and I she 

paused. ^ 

“You are at home,” put in Eustace gently. 

“Yes, but I shall have to see this tiresome doctor — ^Dr. Speed- 
well. I shouldn’t say that, he’s really a very nice man. He 
attended you, didn’t he?” 

Eustace said he had. 

“He told me that he liked you very much,” Miss Fothergill 
went on. “He said you had a lot in you, and it only needed bring- 
ing out. Don’t forget that, Eustace, don’t forget that.” 

Eustace expanded imder the compliment, but he couldn’t help 
being surprised at the urgency in Miss FothergiU’s voice. 

“He only saw me in bed. He couldn’t tdl much from that, 
could he?” 

“Oh yes, doctors can. He said,” Miss Fothergill continued, 
speaking a little breathlessly now, “that you can’t please everyone 
— ^nobody can — and that if you minded less about disappointing 
people you wouldn’t disappoint them. Do you see what I mean?” 
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“You mean Hilda and Aunt Sarah and Daddy and Minney 
and 

“And me too, if you like. We are all designing women. You 
mustn’t let yourself be sucked in by us.” 

“But didn’t you say something like that once before?” said 
Eustace, a suspicion dawning on his mind. 

“Perhaps I did ... I forget . . . but Dr. Speedwell said so too. 
And he said you were right to go on the paper-chase, it did you 
credit, even if you were ill afterwards. Remember that, Eustace, 
remember that.” 

She stopped speaking and then said in what was meant to be a 
lighter tone, “Gan you remember anything nice he said about 
me?” 

Eustace searched his mind desperately. Had Dr. Speedwell 
ever mentioned Miss Fothergill, except in a reference to ‘the old 
lady at Laburnum Lodge’? That wouldn’t do; he wouldn’t like 
to be known as ‘the little boy at Cambo’. But anything else would 
be a story, a falsehood, a lie. WeU, let it be. 

“He said that you were a dear old lady and he was very fond 
of you.” 

Miss Fothergill made an impatient movement. 

“Oh, Eustace, I’m sure he didn’t say that, you invented it. I’m 
not a dear old lady, and I never want to be called one.” 

How swiftly retribution fell! Eustace was silent. When Miss 
Fothergill spoke again the tartness had gone out of her voice. 

“Did he give you any suggestions as to how my character 
might be improved?” 

That was easy. 

“No.” 

“He’s a long time coming,” said Miss Fothergill, suddenly 
fretful, “if he’s so fond of me. And Helen’s a long time at the 
telephone, too. Is everyone in the house dead? Your eyes are 
better than mine, Eustace. Is it really as dark as it seems to me^ 
Can you see me? Am I here? Would you say I was really in the 
room?” 

Eustace felt the tension of anxiety under her familiar bantering 
tone and was frightened. 

“Yes, you’re still there. Miss Fothergill,” he said as reassuringly 
ashecoidd. “It is rather dark, though- Should I ?” 

“You might go to the window and see if you can see him 
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coming. No, no, that’s silly. . , . Turn on the light, could you? 
No, no, I don’t want that either. . . . Perhaps Helen was right. I 
oughtn’t to have let you stay. It was selfish of me. But I was 
feeling better and there was something I wanted to say to you. I 
have said it. You do remember?” 

“Yes, yes. Miss Fothergill.” 

“Eustace!” she cried. The name was always difficult for her to 
say; the syllables got drowned and twisted by the physical in- 
firmity that distressed her utterance. “Eustace!” The sound was 
hardly more articulate than the surge of surf on the rocks. 

“Yes, Miss FothergiU.” 

“Eustace, will you hold my hand?” 

Eustace approached her. For years Miss Fothergill had shaken 
hands with no one. It was obvious that she couldn’t, and she had 
long since ceased to feel seriously embarrassed when a stranger 
offered to. She would refuse with a quick, petulant gesture. 
Indeed, the phrase, Tt was like shaking hands with Miss Fother- 
giir, was commonly used in Anchorstone to describe a fruitless 
undertaking. To Eustace her hands had come to seem stylised, 
hardly more real than hands in a picture; he no longer thought 
of them as flesh and blood. To touch them now seemed an act of 
unbearable intimacy from which his whole being shrank — not so 
much in alarm, for his alarm had become too general to find 
new terrors in an ancient bugbear — ^as from an obscure feeling 
that he was breaking the rules, doing something that she herself, 
were she herself, would never allow. But he could not refuse her 
appeal, and seating himself on the woolwork stool which served 
as their card-table he felt for the mittened fingers and took them 
in his and wondered, for they were very cold. He turned to look 
into her face, stripped of the restraints she put on it, defenceless 
now, and as he did so he saw in the twilight the outline of two 
figures crossing the window. In another moment there were 
voices in the hall, the door opened, there was a click, and light 
sprang into the room. 

“He was sitting there,” Dr. Speedwell said afterwards, “as if he 
was taking her pulse. And he wouldn’t move at first. Of course 
we got him away as quickly as we could. The telephone was out 
of order and Miss Grimshaw came to fetch me; otherwise I should 
have been there sooner. Poor little chap — ^always in trouble of 
one sort or another!” 



Chapter XI 

Dramng-room and Bath-rom, 


may say what you like, Alfred” — Aunt Sarah’s voice 

X suggested there was something inherently wrong in saying 
what one liked — “but I don’t think we ought to tell him.” 

“Well, if we don’t, you may be bound somebody soon will!” 
Mr, Gherrington spoke on a note of excitement which he was 
evidently doing his best to damp down. 

“I doubt if we even ought to accept it.” 

“Why ever not, Sarah? And in any case it’s not ours to accept 
or to refuse.” 

He rose and stood with his back to the fireplace, taking his glass 
with him. The newly opened bottle with its attendant siphon 
stood on that nameless piece of furniture, neither sideboard nor 
dressing-table but with some of the qualities of each, which gave 
the drawing-room at Cambo its look of being both unready and 
unwilling for the uses of everyday life. These emblems of relaxa- 
tion, together with the fire, surely a luxury in September, which 
crackled and sputtered as though angry at having been lit, were 
the only notes that offended against the room’s habitual primness. 
But they were enough to change its aspect; it now assumed, with 
a very bad grace indeed, the air of giving a party. And this was 
the more odd because Mr. Gherrington and his sister were both 
in black, and he when he remembered to, and she as of second 
nature, wore expressions of bereavement. 

“Who would have thought the old lady had all that money 
mused Mr. Gherrington. “Eustace didn’t tell us much about her, 
did he?” 

“You saw yourself the lovely things she had, the day we went 
there to tea. Eustace med to talk about them, more than I liked 
sometimes. You couldn’t expect a child of that age to know about 
money.” 

“He will know now.” 

Miss Gherrington took up the challenge, 
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“I don’t think it wise that he should. It might distort his whole 
viewT of life. No one knows Eustace’s good points better than I do, 
though I hope I don’t spoil him; but he is easily led and if he 
knew he had all that money it would be very bad for him.” 

*'It isn’t such a lot.” 

“Isn’t it? I call eighteen thousand pounds a great deal.” 

“It will only be his when he comes of age, which won’t be for 
ten years and more, and meanwhile the interest is mine, to spend 
at my discretion on his education.” 

Miss Cherrington did not answer at once. She looked round the 
room, so clean and so uncomfortable, returning its unfriendly 
stare with another equally unfriendly; she looked at the unjustifi- 
able fire, doggedly achieving combustion; she looked at the glass 
in her brother’s hand. Then she said: 

“There’s another reason why we shouldn’t accept Miss Fother- 
gill’s legacy. It might get us into extravagant ways too.” 

Mr. Cherrington walked across the room and refilled his 
glass. 

“I don’t know what you mean, Sarah, but I could do with a 
bit of extravagance myself, I can tell you.” He looked down at his 
sister, at the threads of grey contending with the brovm, at the 
uprush of vertical lines that supported others as deeply scored 
across her brow, at the faded eyes fixed abstractedly on her 
tired-looking black shoes. 

“I’m sure you could, Alfred,” she said, not at all unkindly. 
“But think: there wotild be the income of this eighteen thousand 
pounds — over seven hundred a year, didn’t you say^ — ^much 
larger than your own, coming in, and you responsible for it to 
Eustace: what control would you have over him? Ancl what 
would Hilda’s position be, and Barbara’s — ^penniless sisters of 
a well-to-do yoimg man? I don’t say they would feel jealous of 
him, or he . . . superior to them. I am sure they would all try 
not to. But nothing creates bad feeling so quickly as when one 
member of a family gets more than the others. It brings out the 
worst in everybody. And Miss FothergUl’s relations are sure to 
fed aggrieved. You said yourself that some of them looked angry 
and disappointed when the will was read.” 

“Miss Grimshaw certainly looked pretty sour,” said Mr. 
Cherrington, chuckling reflectiLvdy. 

“You coidd hardly expect her not to, could you, after all those 
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years. And I dare say Miss Fothergill was a bit difficiilt some- 
times.” 

“I’m sure they fought like cats,” said Mr. Gherrington, com- 
fortably sipping. 

Miss Chemngton frowned, “We have no right to say that. 
People are only too ready t» imagine disagreements between close 
friends. But supposing they didn’t always get on, Miss Grimshaw 
may still have fdt, and jiisiiy, that a lifetime’s devotion deserved 
rewarding much more than iht occasional visits of a little boy who 
couldn’t do anything to help Miss Fothergill and must often have 
been in the way.” 

“Don’t forget she was paid for her devotion,” said Mr. Cher- 
lington. “She lived at Miss Fothergill’s expense, and in the end 
she got as much as Eustace did. There were heaps of other lega- 
cies too. She must have been worth nearly a hundred thousand.” 

*T know, I know, but all the same I don’t like the idea of it. 
What will everyone say? They’ll say we put Eustace up to it and 
told him to work on Miss Fothcrgill’s feelings, knowing she was 
old and lonely and perhaps not quite responsible after her 
stroke.” 

Mr. Cherrington took out a dgar and lit it carefully, if in- 
expertly, while his sister watched him as if he were a stranger 
violating the amemties of a non-smoking carriage. 

“Well, it would be true in a way, wouldn’t it? He didn’t want 
to go — ^he sbpped out on the paper-chase to avoid going — ^and you 
made him. I’m very glad you did, as it has turned out. But the 
boy’s own instinct when he saw Miss Fothergill was to run as hard 
as he coqld in the opposite direction. He didn’t want to make up 
to her.” 

“Other people arc not to know that. Of course I never meant 
Eustace to make a practice of going to see Miss Fothergill. I 
simply didn’t want him to grow up with the idea that people are 
to be avoided just because they are old and ugly. You know how 
susceptible he is to pretty things. It sounds silly to say it when he’s 
such a child, but he was half in love with Nancy Stcptoe.” 

“He’s certainly got more out of Miss Fothergill than he was 
likely to get out of her.” 

A look of distaste crossed Miss Cherrington’s face. 

“I don’t Kkc your way of putting things, Alfred. It’s almost 
coarse. But there’s something in what you say. The first time 
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Eustace went to see Miss Fothergill he went from a sense of duty. 
Afterwards he went because he liked going. She made a fuss of 
him, she gave him an elaborate tea ” 

‘‘Well, his manners improved wonderfully under her tuition. 
He’s quite a courtier now.” 

“ — ^and she taught him to play cards for money. I didn’t like 
that, and I didn’t like him going so often. Naturally Hilda 
minded it; though she never complained you could see she missed 
him. As you were saying, he went because he got something out 
of it. Not only a shilling or two^ — didn’t really object to that — 
but— oh, I don’t know — a sense of luxury, a feeling that you have 
only to smile and speak nicely and everything will be made easy 
for you. Of course he wasn’t aware of that; he just knew that tea 
and cakes were waiting for him at Laburnum Lodge whenever he 
chose to go: but my fear is, if we accept the money for him, that 
when he is older he may consciously look for a return for any little 
kindness that he does — and you wouldn’t want him to grow up 
like that.” 

“You mean that virtue shoxdd be its own reward?” 

“I suppose I do,” 

Mr. Cherrington stretched himself. 

“Well, I’m afraid you’ll find that in this case the law takes a 
different view.” 

To the sound of voices in the room above was added the thud 
of feet and other noises less easy to identify. Volleys of bath-water 
cascaded past the window, and the smell of cooking, never quite 
extinct at Gambo, poured through invisible openings and mingled 
with the perfume of Mr. Gherrington’s cigar. Supper couldn’t be 
far off, supper under the gas-mantle that still needed changing, 
cold supper except for the vegetable which was now announcing 
itself as cabbage. Just time for another glass. It was his fourth, 
and it brought Mr. Gherrington a degree of resolution that neither 
he nor his sister knew that he possessed. When they rose a few 
minutes later he had carried the day. Eustace was to have Miss 
Fothergill’s legacy but, in deference to his aunt’s wishes, he was 
not to be told of his inheritance or how it would affect his future. 
\ 

Meanwhile, upstairs in the bath-room, another conversation 
was in progress. It was more than a year now since Eustace had 
been promoted to taking his bath alone. At first he viewed the 
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privilege with dismay, it was fraught with so many dangers- The 
taps were of a kind that would turn interminably either way 
without appreciably affecting the flow of water. Even grown-up 
people, threatened with a scalding or a mortal chill, lost their 
heads, distrusted the evidence of their senses, and applied to the 
all-too-responsive taps a frantic system of trial and error. And 
there were many other things that might go wrong. Eustace no 
longer feared that he would be washed down the waste-pipe when 
the plug was pulled out, but he had once put his foot over the hole 
and the memory of the sudden venomous tug it gave still alarmed 
him. Ifhis whole leg were sucked in he might be torn in two. The 
fear that the bath water might overflow, sink into the floor and 
dissolve it, and let him down into the drawing-room, the accident 
costing his father several hundred pounds, was too rational to 
scare Eustace much, though it sometimes occurred to him; but 
he had conceived another terror more congenial to his tempera- 
ment. The whitish enamel of the bath was chipped in places, 
disclosing patches of a livid blue. These spots represented cities 
destined for inundation. Each had a name, but the name was 
changed according to Eustace’s fancy. Sometimes a single sub- 
mersion satisfied his lust for destruction, but certain cities seemed 
almost waterproof and could be washed out time after time with- 
out losing their virtue. Those he cared about least came lowest 
in the bath, and as the upper strata of sacrifice were reached so 
Eustace’s ecstasy mounted. When at last, after much chilly 
manipulation of the taps, the water rose to Rome, his favourite 
victim, the spirit of the tidal wave possessed him utterly. But he 
rarely allowed himself this indulgence, for above Rome, not much 
above, an inch perhaps, there was another spot, the Death-Spot. If 
the water so much as licked the Death-Spot Eustace was doomed. 

But to-night he was not to be alone. As a special privilege 
Minney was coming to teU him about the funeral. He had asked 
her about it the moment she got back, but she was busy and kept 
putting him off. ‘Tfou don’t want to hear about funerals,” she 
said more than once. But Eustace did want to hear, and he 
obscurely resented the suggestion that he was too young to know 
about such things. Yet his nerves quailed before the ordeal. A 
mixed feeling of eagerness and dread possessed him which 
increased with every moment that Miimey did not come. 

He had lost count of the days between his last visit to Miss 
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Fothergill and her death. They could not have been many, for 
he was told that she had never recovered consciousness, a phrase 
he did not fully understand, though it oppressed his spirits with 
its heavy importance, its air of finality, the insuperable barrier it 
placed between his imagination and Miss Fothergill, That warm 
region of thought, which for the past year she had furnished with 
objects delightful to contemplate and ideas that were exciting to 
follow, had seemed a gift for ever. Now she had died and taken 
it with her. The blinds were down, they said, at Laburnum 
Lodge, cheerful tradesmen no longer whisded their way to the 
back door, the postman had cut the house out of his rounds, all 
signs of life had stopped. Unused, the oak gate dropped still 
further on its hinges, soon the catch would be rusted to the 
socket, and to get in one would have to climb over, but only bold 
errand boys would dare to do that. T shall never go that way 
again,’ thought Eustace. T shall keep the other side, the light- 
house side, and the cliffs and the sands. And at least once a week 
I shall go to Old Anchorstone churchyard and put flowers on her 
grave.’ 

That grave was much in his thoughts. He had not seen it, for 
they had discouraged him from going to the funeral; they had not 
actually forbidden it, nothing seemed to have been forbidden him 
since Miss Fothergill’s death. This ^ded to his sense of strange- 
ness, as if a familiar landmark, a warning to trespassers, for 
instance, had been suddenly taken down. She had not died, he 
was told, while he was with her; he must not worry over it, the 
hand he had held was not a dead person’s hand. For a moment 
Eustace breathed more freely, though his sense of importance 
suffered: to have held the hauid of a dead person was a unique 
distinction. No child of his age that she had ever known, Minney 
told liim, had enjoyed such an experience, and Eustace, who 
already had a passion for records, felt disappointed, when he did 
not fed relieved, at having ixiissed this one. He would have liked 
to boast of it a little, even if it was not quite a record, but they did 
not seem to want to hear him, and Hilda, whom he had obliged 
to listen, reminded him that he was crying when Alice brought 
him home. 

But all the same she was impressed, he could sec that, and she 
had been very kind to him this afternoon when the house had 
been emptied of its grown-up occupants and he and she had been 
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left alone to look after Barbara, whose spirits were even higher 
than usual and who could not iinderstand that this was no time 
for climbing about on chairs and bursting into peals of insensate 
laughter. Eustace thought she ought to have worn some sign of 
mourning, a black bow on her pinafore, perhaps, since her hair 
was too short to hold one; but this idea was not taken up. He 
himself had a black tie and a black band sewn on his sleeve. He 
looked forward to wearing them out of doors. Strangers would 
ask each other, ‘Who is that little boy who seems to have suffered 
such a terrible loss?’ and perhaps stop him and ask him too. 
And his friends — ^but then who were his friends? Not Nancy 
Steptoe, the belle of Anchorstone; painfully, conscientiously law- 
abiding now, he had not spoken to her since the day of the paper- 
chase. More than once, when he raised his hat to her, she had 
looked as though she would like to stop, her eyebrows lifted in a 
question, her mouth half smiled, but Eustace with averted head 
had passed on. And now she hardly recognised him, and her 
friends of whom she was the acknowledged queen, followed suit. 
Dick Staveley? But since Christmas Dick Stavdey had made no 
sign. Lost in the vast recesses of Anchorstone Hall, moving be- 
neath towering ceilings and among innumerable sofas, he carried 
on a glorious existence from which, even in imagination, Eustace 
felt himself shut out. If only Hilda had taken more kindly to his 
proposal to teach her horsemanship! There she was in her dark 
blue dress, the nearest thing to black her wardrobe afforded, her 
long legs making an ungainly V, her drooping head forming with 
her bent back the question mark that Minney so often deplored, 
when she might have been with Dick careering over the sands to 
the sound of thundering hoofi, while Eustace, standing on a rock 
or other safe eminence, acted as a kind of winning-post. ‘Hilda 
wins by a head !’ — ^but no. In vain to evoke this thrilling picture, 
in vain to imagine a life of action, of short-breathed emotions 
among radiant and care-free companions, quickly entered into 
and as quickly over. Disabled by the crud reality of the paper- 
chase, ti^t dream had fluttered with a broken wing; and tihien 
Miss Fothergill had almost exorcised it, Miss FothergiU who 
sweetened life by taking away its rough surfaces and harsh pres- 
sures, who collected in her dtawing-room, where they could be 
enjoyed without effort, without competition and without risk, 
treasures that one side of Eustace’s nature prized more dearly than 
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the headier excitements of physical experience. Indeed, she had 
come to mean to him all those aspirations that overflowed the 
established affection and routine employments of his life at 
Gambo; she was the outside world to him and the friends he had 
in it; his pioneering eye looked no further than Laburnum Lodge, 
the magnetic needle of his being fixed itself on Miss Fothergill, 

Now, lying in the bath, waiting for Mmney, he was aware not 
only of the pure pain her loss had caused but also of the threaten- 
ing aspect of the outside world, fuming and coiling above its 
shattered foundations. And as often happened, his sense of 
general peril sharpened into a particular dread. ‘Supposing I was 
the City of Rome,’ he thought, ‘and the tidal wave was really 
somebody else, perhaps Hilda, then it would kill me and without 
ever touching the Death-Spot at all.’ 

He scanned the sides of the bath. Rome was still high and dry; 
the immdation had only reached Odessa, which had been flooded 
out many times without giving Eustace any intimate feeling of 
power. Would it not be better, on this ominous evening, to be on 
the safe side, and let some of the water out? To do so would be to 
convict himself of cowardice; it was a course that, if persisted in, 
Eustace realised, might end in his not being able to have a bath 
at all; but surely when Fate seemed so active round him, it was 
allowable to msike a small concession, to safeguard his peace of 
mind? He leaned forward to reach the chain, so intent on 
outwitting destiny that he did not hear the door open. 

“Well!” exclaimed Minney, her businesslike tones heavily 
charged with apology. “Am I so late? Have you finished? Were 
you just going to get out^” 

Eustace recoiled from the chain into a supine posture, and to 
recover his self-possession began to pat the water with his hands. 

“No,” he said mournfully, “I was only going to let some of the 
water out, that’s all.” 

“Why, bless the boy,” said Minney, bustling forward, “you 
haven’t got half enough as it is. Do you want to be left with a 
high-water mark?” So saying she turned on both the taps; two 
boisterous undiscriminatiii^ torrents poured in, as though eager 
to wipe out all Eustace’s landmarks. She was wearing a white 
apron over her black dress ; it looked like a surplice. Through the 
steam he coxHd see that her rather sparse honey-coloured hair was 
pulled back tighter and done more carefully than usual. 
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“I didn’t have time to change,” she said. ‘Barbara’s been up 
to all sorts of tricks. She ts a litde monkey.” 

Eustace felt too depressed to ask what Barbara had been doing; 
but he was interested in her state of mind, which already showed 
signs of independence. 

“Did she say she was sorry?” he asked. 

“No, you can’t make her say she’s sorry, you know that quite 
well. She just laughs, or she screams. Now, where are you 
dirtiest? Shall I do your face first, and get it over?” 

Taking the flannel she leaned forward and screwing her face up 
bent on Eustace a look of ferocious scrutiny. He saw that her eyes 
were red. 

“Why, you’ve been crying,” he said. 

“Well, can’t I cry sometimes^” Minney brushed away a tear 
as she spoke. “You o ten do.” 

A note of interrogation himg almost palpably between 
them. 

“Did the fimeral make you feel very sad^” asked Existace. 

“Oh well — ^it did a little, but not much; it was such a lovely 
day, for one thing. The sun shone all the time.” 

Under Minney’s vigorous ministrations Eustace was perforce 
silent. When she had finished wiping his eyes he said : 

“I watched you all get into the carriage. Mr. Craddock was in 
black too. And the horse was black. He’s called Nightmare. 
Mr. Craddock once told me so,” 

“It’s a she,” said Minney. “And she can’t help being in black 
you know. She hasn’t anything else to wear. She would be in 
black for a wedding too.” 

Eustace smiled wanly at this pleassuitry. 

“Did you walk all the way^” 

“Oh no. Just up the hill through the town. When we got to 
the high road, away firom the houses, we began to trot. Now give 
me your left hand. What have you been doing? You^re in black 
and no mistake.” 

“Did you pass Anchorstone HalP” asked Eustace. 

“No, you ought to remember, you can only drive through the 
park on Thursdays, We went down the white road, as you used 
to call it, and one of those nasty motor things came by and 
smothered us in dust. The road follows the park wall round. Of 
course you can see the chimneys over the top of the trees — ^those 
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tall chimneys, they’re more like turrets, and you can see a bit of 
the house from the church door. Now give me your other hand. 
Oh! What a blackamoor!” 

“Was Dick Staveley there?” asked Eustace, passively extending 
his right hand. 

“Just as we drove up he was coming through that old-fashioned 
stone gateway that leads into the park. So pretty it is, aU carved. 
And there’s a pond in front of the church, do you remember that, 
with trees round one side and ducks swimming about? They 
sounded so cheerful, all quacking away.” 

“Did you talk to Dick?” Eustace asked, trying to make Min- 
ney’s picture fit in with his very hazy recollections of Old 
Anchorstone Church. 

“Oh no, his mother and father were with him, you see, and a 
young lady who might have been his sister, and several more, 
quite a party they were. He bowed to us and took off his top hat. 
You don’t t^k to people going into church. We followed them in 
but they went right up in front, to a pew in the chancel.” 

“And when did Miss FothergUl arrive? Or was she there 
already?” 

Minney started. 

“Why, what questions you ask. Now bend forward and I’ll 
give your back a scrub. What a good thing you don’t use it as 
much as your hands. . . . No, she wasn’t there then.” 

“Was she in heaven?” 

“Yes, I expect so. Only they had to bury her body, you see, 
and that was outside the church door, in the coffin. They carried 
it in afterwards, down the aisle with the clergyman walking in 
front and the choir singing.” 

“Was it dark in the church? Were you j&ightened?” 

“Oh no. It’s a very light chutrch as churches go, no stained 
glass in the windows. I wasn’t fiightened. I’ve been to so many 
funerals. Besides, there was nothing to be frightened of. . . . Now, 
let me have that foot. Why, I declare it’s shivering. Are you 
cold? Shall I turn on some more hot water?” 

“No, I’m not cold,” said Eustace. “I was only thinking of her 
in the coffin. It must have been dark in there, mustn’t it? And 
she couldn’t move or get out, like I can here. She never could 
move very easily, of course. Perhaps it woialdn’t be so bad for 
her. I always used to fetch little things for her, but she called for 
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Miss Grimshaw when she wanted to get up. Was Miss Grimshaw 
there?’^ 

“Yes, she was sitting in front with the relations, cousins I think 
they were,” 

“I wish I’d been there,” said Eustace, “I’m sure she wondered 
why I wasn’t. I’m sure she’d rather have had me than Miss 
Grimshaw. If I had died she wouldn’t have been well enough to 
go to my funeral,” he went on tearfully, “but I was quite well 
enough to go to hers.” 

“Now, now,” said Miimey, scrubbing vigorously. “Look at 
that brown spot. It doesn’t come out whatever I do. It must be 
under the skin. We discussed all that. Little boys don’t go to 
funerals. Miss FothergUl wouldn’t have wished it. She said to 
me more than once, ‘I want him to enjoy himsdf,’ If it makes you 
cry to hear about it, what would you have been like if you’d been 
there? I’ve told you,” she added, “it really wasn’t so sad. She 
was an old lady, and ill, and she sufiered a great deal, and I dare 
say she wasn’t sorry to go.” 

“Would it have been sadder if I’d died instead?” asked 
Eustace. 

“Well, some people might think so, but I should say good 
riddance to bad rubbish. Anyhow you’ve not dead yet, not by 
any means. The other leg now, unless you’ve lost it!” 

“What was the grave like?” asked Eustace, “Was it a very 
deep hole like a wdl in the middle of the church? Could you see 
to the bottom?” 

“She wasn’t buried in the church,” Minney told him. “She 
was buried outside in the churchyard, in the sunshine. There was 
a wind blowing, and the men had to hold on to their hats. Dick 
Stavdey’s came off, and he looked so funny running after it eind 
trying to look dignified at the same time. Your Aunt Sarah looked 
very nice. I always say, the plainer the clothes she wears the 
better they sxiit her. And your Daddy looked such a gentleman. 
It’s fuimy how a man always seems to look younger in a top hat. 
We’ll have you wearing one, one of these days.” 

“Should I look younger?” asked Eustace. 

“You might, you look so old and ugly now.” 

“I’m sure you looked very nice too,” said Eustace, momentarily 
hypnotised by Minney into sedng Miss Fothergill’s interment as 
a kind of fashion parade. 
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‘*Oh, I don’t care what I look like as long as I look neat. I do 
hate to look untidy- Especially,” added Minney incautiously, “at 
a funeral. Stand up now,'* she went on hastily, “and I’ll finish 
you off.” 

Eustace obediently stood up. Minney had told him a great 
deal, but he felt that there was still something he wanted to ask 
her, some question which she had perhaps deliberately evaded. 
He did not know what it was, but as the ritual of the bath drew 
to an end the unspoken, unformulated inquiry pressed at the 
back of his mind demanding utterance. He felt that if he failed 
to include it in his interrogation of Minney something would go 
terribly wrong; not only would this interview, which could never 
be repeated, be wasted, but the whole of his relationship with 
Miss Fothergill would be stultified and meaningless. A door 
would close on his memories of her to which he would never find 
the key. 

It was some feeling that he wanted, a feeling that he would 
have had if he had been present at the funeral, a feeling of which 
Minney, with her intuitive understanding of the paths of least 
resistance in his mind, was wilfully defrauding him. He felt sure 
she would supply the answer, release the sensation that his heart 
was groping for, if only he could surprise her into telling him. It 
must be something worthy of his friendship with Miss Fothergill, 
something that would recapture and retain for ever a fragment of 
the substance of his experience with her, since their original meet- 
ing near the Second Shelter. The minutes were passing and he 
would miss it, he would miss it. 

“Was that all?” he asked lamely. “Did you come away then?” 

Minney felt, perhaps justifiably, that she had done very well. 
She had kept Eustace interested, as she could tell by the fact that 
he had stopped shivering, and by many other signs. She had 
made the funeral seem like an ordinary afternoon’s outing, almost 
a picnic. She had soothed and calmed herself. If she was jealous 
of Eustace’s affection for Miss Fothergill she was unconscious of 
being so, for she was a generous-minded woman; but she thought, 
as Miss Cherrington did, that it was looming too large in his life, 
and that it was an obstruction to the normal development of his 
nature. 

In this perhaps she was right. The pressure, personal and 
moral, that Hilda had brought to bear on Eustace had deflected 
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the current of his being. His spirit had been exhausted, not so 
much by his encounter with Miss Fothergill as by the act of 
rebelKon with which he had tried to avoid it. The consequences 
of the paper-chase, that seeming judgement from Heaven, lay 
heavy on his health but still more heavily on his spirit, warning it 
off the paths of adventure it was just beginning to tread. Though 
disabled it was by no means broken; it had sought and found 
fulfilment in the charmed shelter of Laburnum Lodge. But at a 
sacrifice — ^if it be a sacrifice to escape from the muddy, turbulent 
main stream into an enchanted backwater. In an indoor atmo- 
sphere, prepared by affection and policed by money, youth’s 
natural dislike of what is ugly and crippled and static had dropped 
away from Eustace. To find his most intimate satisfaction in 
giving satisfaction, to be pleased by pleasing, this was the lesson 
that Miss Fother^l had taught him. She did not mean to. She 
had tried not to. No woman, certainly no yoimg woman, wishes 
a man she loves to be deficient in desire and indifferent to the call 
of experience. She is jealous of his emotional security even if it 
rests in her. That was why the female element in Gambo, directed 
by Hilda, had forced on Eustace the revolutionary step, the 
complete change of barometric pressure, that his commerce with 
Miss Fothergill involved. And that was why, when he began to 
thrive in the new climate, they instinctively felt he had vegetated 
enough, Minney, who was not the least fervent of his well- 
wishers, shared their view. 

She heard his voice, more insistent now, repeating the question : 

“Was that all, Minney? Did you go away after that?” 

“Now let me see. Where was I? . . . Oh yes!” Minney 
thought she saw her way dear. “Well, it wasn’t quite over. You 
see, they had to bring the coflSn out of church, and they carried 
it to the grave-side, and put it down with all the flowers, the 
wreaths and the crosses beside it 

“Did you see my flowers?” Eustace asked. 

Minney said she had. “And then, of course, we all stood^ound 
without moving, the gentlemen bare-headed. Miss][,Cherrington 
and your father and I, we stood a little way back, because, of 
course, we weren’t great friends of Miss Fothergill’s, only 
acquaintances, through you really, and we didn’t want to seem 
to push oursdves forward, since Miss Fothergill’s friends and 
relations aren’t anything to us, of course, and I doubt if we shall 
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ever see or hear of them again. Now jiost slide down under the 
water, Eustace, and wash off all that soap, and then 1*11 give you 
a good Tuh with this hot towel here.** 

Carefully, gingerly, unconsciously observing the economy of 
movement demanded by the peril of the Death-Spot, Eustace 
allowed himself to be submerged; but his mind still cried out for 
the appeasement, the signal of dismissal, the final stab of intense 
feeling, without which the past year and all it meant to him 
would be like a victory without banners, a campaign without a 
history, a race without a prize. 

“TeU me a little more,** he begged. 

“There’s nothing more to tell,** said Minney, relief brightening 
her voice. “The clergyman went to the graveside while the coflBn 
was being let down, and said something over it.’* 

“What did he say?” 

Miimey hesitated. There was a passage in the Burial Service 
which she knew by heart: and it came at the exact moment that 
Eustace was asking about. She could not hear it without crying, 
and even the recollection of it pinched her throat and pricked the 
back of her eyes with tears. The emotion was her tribute to 
mortality everywhere, not especially to Miss Fothergill; but she 
didn’t want to let Etistace see it, and she said: 

“Oh, it’s something they always say at funerals. They say it 
for everyone, you know, not just for Miss Fothergill. You 
wouldn’t imderstand it if I told you.” 

But while she was speaking an echo of the sentences made itself 
heard in her mind and altered the expression of her face. Eus- 
tace noticed the involuntary quivering of her lips and was 
immediately aware of an inner tingling, as though part of him 
that had gone to sleep was coming to life. 

“Please tell me, Minney,” he said, “it won’t matter if I don’t 
understand.” 

His head pillowed on the dingy enamel he looked up at her, at 
her kind plain fece which, under the stre^ of indecision, had 
become remote and impersonal and stem. ‘Perhaps I can manage 
it,’ she thought, and she opened her lips, but the tremor roimd her 
mouth and the ache in her throat warned her to stop. She drew 
a long breath and looked down at Eustace. His eyes were fixed 
on her in a look of entreaty, something shone in them that she 
had not seen before and that at once kindled in her an answering 
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flame and an overwhehning impulse to tell him what he wanted 
to know. She felt she owed it to him. Yet still she hesitated, by 
training, by second nature, unwilling to recognise his status as a 
human being, his right to suffer as grown-up people suffered. Yet 
why not? He would have to learn some time, why not now while 
there was still in sorrow the balm and healing which he im- 
consciously desired? 

Mirmey’s face assumed a solemn, set expression as though 
carved in wood, and in a voice unlike her own, but not unlike a 
clergyman’s, she began to speak, looking across Eustace at an 
imaginary congregation beyond the bath-room wall. 

‘ “I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, Write, from 
henceforth blessed are the dead that die in the Lord. . . ’ 

Suddenly the wooden mask crumpled; her voice choked and 
she could not go on. Tears ran down her face and dropped with 
heavy splashes into the bath. Eustace gazed at her in bewilder- 
ment; he had never seen her or any grown-up person lose control 
before. Then, feeling m himself the effect that the words had 
had on her, and moved by the sight of her distress, he too began 
to cry. The sound of sobbing filled the room and mingled with 
the chuckling and gurgling of the hot-water tank. With a blind 
plimging movement Minney turned away and wiped her eyes on 
a comer of Eustace’s towd. Meanwhile he, possessed by un- 
recognisable emotions and fearful of losing them, cried with 
unconscious crudty: 

“What else did he say, Minney? What dse did he say?” 

The habit of authority, which would have bidden her tell 
Eustace, “Now, now, that’s enough,” had forsaken Minney. She 
returned to the barrier of the bath, composed her face as well as 
she could, and forgetting where she had left off, began again: 

‘ “I heard a voice from heaven saying xmto me. Write, from 
henceforth blessed are the dead that die in the Lord; even so, 
saith the Spirit; for they rest from their labours.” ’ 

Eustace was transported by the beauty of the words. They 
glowed in his mind tintil, perhaps from some association with his 
present position, they turned into a golden sea, upon the sunshine- 
glinting ripples of which he and Miss Fothergill, reunited and at 
rest from their labours, floated for ever in the fellowship of the 
blessed. He had never felt so near to her as he did now. Perhaps 
he was no longer alive; perhaps what he once dreaded had come 
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to pass, and he had been drowned in the bath without noticing it. 
If so, death was indeed a blessed thing, buoyant, warm, sunshiny, 
infinitely desirable. 

Withdrawn in ecstatic contemplation, Eustace failed to see that 
on Minney the words of promise had had a very different effect. 
She was weeping more bitterly than before. In an effort to hide 
her emotion she had stooped down to pick up his dressing-gown, 
which was lying on the floor. But her sobs betrayed her, and 
Eustace, hearing them and missing the much-loved face which 
had been the day-spring of his celestial imaginings, returned to 
reality with a painful jolt. Intent on comforting her he hastily 
pulled himself out of the bath, tidal waves of unexampled gran- 
deur swept round it, and one slapping billow, not content with 
inundating Rome, climbed and climbed towards the Death- 
Spot. . . . 

So much he saw from the tail of his eye as he ran to Minney. 
‘*No, no,** she said, forestalling with the bath-towel his proffered 
embrace. ^*You mustn’t kiss me. Look how wet you are. You’re 
making a pool, and if you go on crying” (Eustace was now ming- 
ling his tears with hers) ‘‘it*ll grow into an ocean- There, there, 
ril dry your eyes and you can dry mine.** Having rendered each 
other this service they smiled, and both were surprised, for it 
seemed as though they had been a long time without smiling. 
“How tall you are,** said Minney. “Why, you’ll soon be right up 
to my shoulder. I should like to see you a little fatter though!” 
The clanging of a bell, rhythmic^, irritable and insistent, 
interrupted her. “You will be late for supper,” said Eustace, 
alarmed. 

“Only a little,” said Minney. “I can still hear them talking. 
Listen!” 

The sound of two voices, each burrowing a separate track into 
the silence, came up from the room below. 

“Do you think they’re talking about the funeral?” asked 
Eustace. 

“Oh, we’re going to forget ail about that; that’s over and done 
with. Poor Miss Fothergill ! Was there anything else you wanted 
to ask me?” 

“Nothing else, Minney, thank you very much. Nothing else.” 



Chapter XII 

The West Window 


rpiHE succeeding days passed slowly for Eustace. He was aware 
A of an emptiness in his life and he did not know how to fill it. 
Nothing beckoned from outside; social adventures he had none; 
since his illness any extra exertion, even the questionable pleasure 
of the dancing-class, had been ruled out. But rather to his sur- 
prise and Hilda’s there had been several drives in the landau 
lately, drives which had taken the best part of the day and almost 
tranirformed Mr. Craddock from an Olympian deity into a fami- 
liar friend. No longer did he insist on their joining him in the 
street by Boa Vista; he had mysteriously discovered that the 
rough, rutted track to Cambo was practicable after all, and now 
they had the satisfaction of seeing the carriage standing outside 
their door. In their excursions they had even gone as far as 
Spendove-le-Dale, where the almshouses were, an expedition 
that needed two horses and had been undertaken by Mr. Crad- 
dock only once before that year. On the way they passed a water- 
fall, foaming over a rock in a coppice with an effect of irresistible 
power and energy which delighted Eustace, and which in old 
days would have taken a high place among his mental mascots. 
But now his imagination seemed to have lost its symbolising 
faculty, and nothing that he saw took root and flowered in his 
mind. A kind of melancholy settled over it, an apathy of the 
spirit, a dear transparent dusk like twilight, in which everything 
seemed the same colour and had the same importance. It was as 
though the black band and the black tie had imparted their 
sombre hue to the very air around him. 

To-day they were bound for Frontisham, an unambitious goal, 
but it meant they would skirt the edge of the little moor where the 
heather and the bog-cotton and the sundew grew — Zl perilous 
place, almost a marsh, dotted with pools of dark or reddish water 
in which one might easily be engulfed. Eustace liked to imagine 
himself springing from tuft to tuft with the lightness of an ibex. 
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And at the end of the journey was a sight he always looked 
forward to: the west window of Frontisham Church. 

Mr. Cherrington was wearing a new suit, an oatmeal-coloured 
tweed, and a pair of brown boots; he looked gay and dashing. 

“Now you must pinch me,” he said to Eustace, who obeyed 
with docility but without enthusiasm. “Harder than that,” he 
ordered, with the playfulness in his voice that Eustace loved and 
dreaded, for it might so quickly turn to irritation. “You’ll have 
to eat some more pudding.” 

“Doesn’t it hurt?” asked Eustace anxiously, his fingers em- 
bedded in his father’s sleeve. 

“Can’t feel it,” said Mr. Cherrington; “it’s just like the peck 
of a little bird. There, that’s better. Now jump in and make 
yourself comfortable.” 

Eustace looked round at the little group standing between the 
freshly painted white gate with *Cambo’ staring from it and the 
waiting landau. There was Hilda in her navy-blue dress and 
black stockings, a rusty sheen on both; Minney with Barbara in 
her arms; his aunt heavily veiled and hatted, her purplish skirt 
slightly stained with chalk dust where it swept the ground. Some- 
thing in her bearing, for he could not see her face, implied dissent. 
Eustace hesitated. 

“Oh, I forgot,” said Mr. Cherrington jocularly, “ladies first. 
Perhaps you’d like to ride on the box, Eustace.” 

Eustace glanced at Hilda. 

“Mr. Craddock always lets her drive down Frontisham Hill.” 

"And you don’t want to?” 

“Not specially.” 

"Very well, then, do as you please.” 

Seated between his father and his aunt, with Minney, and 
Barbara obviously waiting to do something unexpected, facing 
him, Eustace pondered. “Do as you please.” The sentence 
sounded strangely in his mind: it made him fed unfamiliar to 
himself and filled his spirit with languor. His thoughts and im- 
pressions, which at this early stage of the drive usually followed 
a fixed course, began to lose thdr sequence. When, in obedience 
to time-honoured custom, they drove into the deep rut opposite 
GlilF House, a calculated mishap which made Hilda and even 
Miss Cherrington rock with laughter, the jolt and the lurch took 
Eustace completdy by surprise: he even wondered what they 
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were laughing at. Almost for the first time the imposing fagade of 
The Priory, a superior boarding-house with grey-painted dormer 
window projecting from a steep slate roof crowned with a 
chaveux-de-^fnse^ failed to impress him, and the knowledge that 
there were people rich enough to enjoy for months on end the 
luxuries of its unimaginable interior failed to comfort him with 
its promise of material security. 

“Very well, then, do as you please.** 

But wasn’t the important thing to do what pleased other 
people? Shouldn’t self-sacrifice be the rule of life? Why had his 
father asked him to get into the carriage before any of them? Was 
it just a slip of the tongue? He had tried to make it seem so, but 
Etistace didn’t think it was. Since Miss Fothergill’s death there 
had been several occasions, it seemed to Eustace now, when his 
wishes had been consulted in a quite unprecedented way, and 
especially by his father. That he had always been waited on and 
spoilt and protected from harm, he knew very well, but this was 
something different : it involved the element of deference. Minney 
showed it and even Miss Gherrington, though it sat imeasily on 
her. There was a change in their bearing towards him. In count- 
less small ways they considered his wishes. Something of the kind 
had happened after his illness, he had been told not to tire him- 
self, not to get excited, not to strain his eyes and so on : but he had 
always been told. There had been an increase of affection and an 
increase of authority. But now the voice of authority faltered; he 
was often asked, often given his choice, and sometimes he caught 
them looking at him in a speculative fashion, almost with 
detachment, as though he had been taken out of their hands and 
they were no longer responsible for him. What did it mean? Didit 
mean they loved him less? ‘Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth,* 
Eustace was well acquainted with this text. Might it not follow 
that when the Lord ceased to chasten He also ceased to love? 

“Do as you please.” 

For a moment Eustace contemplated an existence spent in 
pleasing himself. How would he set about it? He had been told 
by precept, and had learned from experience, that the things he 
did to please himself usually ended in making other people 
grieved and angry, and were therefore wrong. Was he to spend 
his life in continuous wrong-doing, and in making other people 
cross? There would be no pleasure in that. Indeed what pleasure 
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was there, except in living up to people’s good opinion of him? 

But Hilda’s attitude towards him had not altered. Her eye 
was still jealously watchful for any slip he might make. She still 
recognised his right to self-sacrifice. She had climbed on to the 
box without looking round the moment he surrendered his claim 
to it. True, she knew he was afraid to hold the reins going down 
Frontisham Hill, disliked seeing the horses’ hindquarters con- 
tracted and crinkling as the weight of the landau bore down on 
them, was alarmed by the grating of the brake and the smell of 
burning; but still there was glory in it, and that glory Hilda had 
unhesitatingly claimed for herself. She had taken the risk, and 
left to him, . . . What exactly had she left to him? The satisfac- 
tion of doing what she wanted. This was what Eustace under- 
stood; this was what was right. 

He looked round in a daze. They were trotting slowly up 
Pretoria Street. On the left was Mafeking Villa, as dingy as ever, 
the ‘Apartments’ notice still askew in the window, the front gar- 
den — a circular flower-bed planted with sea-shells, set in a square 
of granite chips — discreetly depressing; while a little way ahead, 
on the right, rose the shining white structure of the livery stable 
with its flag-pole and shrubs in tubs, as fascinating as the pier- 
head which, in extravagance of wanton ornament, it somewhat 
resembled. Here Brown Bess would certainly want to turn in, as 
she always did, for it was her home; and Mr, Craddock would 
say, “Don’t be in a hurry”, “All in good time”, “You haven’t 
earned your dinner yet” — ^playful gibes which Eustace looked 
forward to and enjoyed hearing, callous as they were. But to-day 
he was in no mood to be disheartened by the one prospect or 
elated by the other. He remembered that when they reached the 
end of the street and turned into the dusty high road they would 
have to pass Laburnum Lodge. 

He had not seen the house since her death, and he did not want 
to see it now. But how could he help seeing it? If he shut his 
eyes he would only see it more clearly in his mind. Mr. Craddock 
drove inexorably on. Nothing could make him stop, nothing but 
a steam-roller or one of those motoa>cars he hated so. For asking 
h i m to stop in mid-career without a good reason there might be 
a penalty, as there was in a train; several pounds added to the 
fare. No one had ever tried it, not even his father; who could tell 
what the consequences would be? 
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Do as you please, 

“Daddy/* said Eustace, “do you think we could go another 
way, not past Laburnum Lodge?** 

The words were spoken. Mirmey’s eyes opened in astonish- 
ment; Aunt Sarah’s eyes were suddenly visible behind her veil; 
and Mr. Craddock and Hilda, simultaneously turning inwards, 
craned their necks and gazed at him speechless. Eustace did not 
look at his father. 

“Well,” said Mr. Cherrington at last, “if you want to go 
another way I suppose there’s no objection. You don’t mind turn- 
ing round, Craddock, do you?” 

Brown Bess had pxilled up of her own accord, exactly opposite 
the livery stables. 

“If Master Eustace wants me to, I’m sure I will,” said Crad- 
dock. “Especially him being such a favourite with the late 
lamented lady,” 

There was a pause. Brown Bess began to draw across the street 
towards the open doors of the livery stable, from beyond which 
came confused sounds of swishing and stamping and munching, 
doubtless inviting to her ears. 

“Oh, I know what Eustace feels,” broke in Hilda, “but he 
really will have to get used to seeing the house, won’t he? It’ll 
make us so late for tea, going all this way back through the 
town.” 

“I think we ought to respect Eustace’s wishes,” said Miss 
Cherrington decisively. “He is the best judge of what he owes to 
the memory of Miss FothergUl.” 

“Yes, we don’t want to spoil his outing for a little thing like 
that, do we?” said his father, with a sidelong glance at Eustace, 
who sat silent, puzzled by his aunt’s words and vaguely troubled 
by their impersonal tone. “Eustace has to plough his own furrow 
like the rest of us, haven’t you, Eustace?” 

Eustace wriggled uncomfortably but didn’t answer, absorbed 
in a vision of himself alone in an enormous field, holding the 
handles of a plough to which were attached two straining, sweat- 
ing horses who kept looking round at him as much as to say, 
‘When do you want to start?’ 

“Don’t you think Eustace might order us another pot of tea, 
Sarah? I think we might have another. And another plate of 
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cakes too. A growing lad like him can’t have too many cakes. 
They’ll put some roses in his cheeks.” 

Miss Cherrington raised her eyebrows slightly. 

*T don’t want any more tea,” said Hilda. 

Barbara was xmderstood to say she would like another 
cake. 

“Well, perhaps Eustace would be kind enough to ring the bell,” 
said Miss Cherrington in an even voice, looking past him as she 
spoke. “It’s just by your elbow, Eustace.” 

They were sitting in the garden of the Swan Hotel at Frontis- 
ham and they were all, except Barbara, a little conscious of their 
surroundings, for on previous expeditions they had had tea at the 
baker’s, in a stuffy back room smelling of pastry and new bread. 

Here they were under the shadow of the church. Vast and 
spectacular, shutting out the sky, it rose sheer on its mound above 
them. Fiom where Eustace sat the spire was almost invisible, 
hidden behind some trees. He regretted this, but the west window 
was in full view, touched here and there with fire by the declining 
sun; and it was the west window that really mattered. 

“Tucked away in this little-known comer of Norfolk,” the 
guide-book said, “is a treasure of the mediaeval mason’s art that 
lovers of architecture come miles to see: the west window of 
Frontisham Parish Church. Inferior in mere size to the west 
window of York Minster and to the east window of Carlisle 
Cathedral, the window at Frontisham easily surpasses them in 
beauty, vigour, and originality. It is unquestionably the finest 
example of flamboyant tracery in the kingdom; confronted with 
this masterpiece, criticism is silent.” 

Eustace knew the passage by heart; he foimd it extremely 
moving and often said it over to himself. He did not share the 
guide-book’s poor opinion of mere size: magnitude in any form 
appealed to him, and he wished that this kind of superiority, too, 
could have been claimed for Frontisham. But the book, which 
could not err, called the window the finest in the kingdom. That 
meant it was the best, the greatest, the grandest, the ne plus ultra 
of windows: the supreme window of the world. Eustace gazed at 
it in awe. It had entered for the architectural prize, and won; 
now it looked out upon the centuries, victorious, unchallenged, 
incomparable, a standard of absolute perfection to which all the 
homage due to merit naturally bdonged. 
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It was not the window itself which fascinated him so much as 
the idea of its pre-eminence, just as it was not the guide-book’s 
actual words (many of which he did not properly understand) 
that intoxicated him, so much as the tremendous, unqualified 
sense of eulogy they conveyed. He tried again, again not quite 
successfully, to see how the window differed from other church 
windows. But he could not see it through his own eyes, because 
he had so often visualised it through the eyes of the guide-book, 
nor could he describe it in his own words, because the author’s 
doquence came between him and his impressions. Feeling meant 
more to him than seeing, and the phrases of the panegyric, run- 
ning like a tune in his mind, quickly started a train of feeling that 
impeded independent judgement. 

Within the massive framework of the grey wall seven slender 
tapers of stone soared upwards. After that, it was as though the 
tapers had been lit and two people, standing one on either side, 
had blown the flames together. Curving, straining, interlocked, 
they flung themselves against the retaining arch in an ecstasy — 
or should we say an agony? — of petrifaction. But the builder had 
not been content with that. Higher still, in the gable above, was 
another window much smaller and with tracery much less 
involved, but similar in general effect. “An echo,” the guide- 
book called it, “an earthly echo of a symphony which was made 
in heaven.” 

The word ‘heaven’, striking against his inner ear, released 
Eustace’s visual eye from dwelling on the material structure of the 
mediseval mason’s masterpiece. The design with all its intricacy 
faded from his sight, to be replaced, in his mind’s eye, by the 
window’s abstract qualities, its beauty, its vigour, its originality, 
its pre-eminence, its perfection. With these, and not for the first 
time, he now began to feel as one. Disengaging himself from the 
tea-table he floated upwards. Out shot his left arm, caught by 
some force and twisted this way and that; he coxild feel his fingers, 
treble-jointed and unnaturally long, scraping against the masonry 
of the arch as they groped for the positions that had been assigned 
to them. Almost simultaneously his other limbs followed suit; 
even his hair, now long like HSlda’s, rose from his head and, 
swaying like seaweed, strove up to reach the keystone. Splayed, 
spread-eagled, crucified (but for fear of blasphemy he must only 
thiiik the shadow of that word) into a semblance of the writhing 
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stonework, he seemed to be experiencing the ecstasy — or was it 
the agony? — of petrifaction. 

Meanwhile the interstices, the spaces where he was not, began 
to fill with stained glass. Pictures of saints and angels, red, blue, 
and yellow, pressed against and into him, bruising him, cutting 
him, spilling their colours over him. The pain was exquisite, but 
there was rapture in it too. Another twitch, a final wriggle, and 
Eustace felt no more; he was immobilised, turned to stone. High 
and lifted up, he looked down from the church wall, perfect, 
pre-eminent, beyond criticism, not to be asked questions or 
to answer them, not to be added to or taken away from, but 
simply to be admired and worshipped by hundreds of visitors, 
many of them foreigners from Rome and elsewhere, coming 
miles to see him . . . Eustace, Eustace of Frondsham, Saint 
Eustace • • . 

Eustace . . . the word seemed to be all round him. 

“Eustace ! Eustace 1” His father’s voice was raised in pretended 
indignation. “Stop day-dreamiii^! We want some more tea! 
You’ve forgotten to ring the bell 1” 

Coming to himself with a start, and avoiding the eyes of his 
family, Eustace glanced nervously left and right. Round about 
stood a few empty tables, on one of which a bold bird hopped 
perkily, looking for crumbs. He noticed with concern that the 
bird had been guilty of a misdemeanour more tangible than theft. 
Hoping to scare it away, he rang the bell more loudly than he 
meant to. 

A maid appeared, with a slight flounce in criticism of the late- 
ness of the hour. 

“Did you ring, madam?” 

For a second nobody spoke; they were all looking at Eustace. 

“No, I did,” he said nervously, and then, as no one seemed 
inclined to help him out, “Could we have another pot of tea and 
some more cakes?” 

“Fancies?” said the waitress. 

Another pause. 

“Yes, fancies, please,” said Eustace. 

“He fancies fancies,” said his father when the waitress had 
gone. “Quite right, Eustace.” 

“I’m not so sure,” said Miss Cherrington. “I think their plain 
cake was better. What do you say, Minney?” 



The Shrimp and the Anemone 153 

“I liked those sponge fingers we had,” said IVCnney, unwilling 
to be drawn. 

“Shall I ask her to bring some of them instead?” put in Eustace, 
jumping up from the table. 

“No, no, sit where you are,” said his father. “Make your 
miserable life happy.” 

Eustace sat down again, aware of cross-currents of feeling and 
not knowing which to join. 

Conversation was desultory till the waitress returned, carrying 
a brown teapot in one hand and a plate of cakes, covered with 
pink and white icing, in the other. Eustace thanked her fervently. 

“Now that weVe asked for them we shall have to eat them,” 
said Hilda, looking across at Eustace. “At least you’ll have to. I 
don’t think I need, but perhaps I’d better,” she said, thought- 
fully helping herself to one from the dish. 

“Nobody need eat one who doesn’t want to,” said Mr. Cher- 
rington. “What we don’t eat we don’t pay for. By the way, who’s 
paying for this?” 

“I will ! I will !” or sounds equivalent to it suddenly burst from 
Barbara and everyone laughed. 

“I think Minney ought to,” said Mr. Gherrington, “with some 
of that money she’s collected for Dr. Bamardo’s Home.” 

“I’m afraid I haven’t brought it with me,” said Minney. “I 
left the box at home because a little bird told me that someone 
was going to put something in it when they get back this even- 
ing.” She stopped, confused. 

“I think that Eustace ought to pay,” said Hilda. “At least he 
ought to pay for these extra cakes, because we got them for 
him.” 

“But you’ve eaten two,” objected Eustace. 

“Only so as not to look wasteful.” 

“Anyhow,” persisted Eustace sorrowfully, “I haven’t got any 
money and I shan’t have any till Saturday.” 

“I’ll lend you some if you promise to pay me back,” said 
Hfida. 

“You wouldn’t have enough,” said Eustace. “A tea like this 
must cost a great deal.” He sighed. 

“Cheer up, cheer up!” said his father, brushing away some 
crumbs which had lodged in the protective colouring of his waist- 
coat, and adjusting, not without self-complacency, the belt of his 
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Norfolk jacket. “We shan’t go bankrupt this time, shall we, 
Sarah?” 

Miss Cherrington carefully expunged all trace of expression 
from her features before she answered. 

“One cannot be too careful about money, one’s own or other 
people’s.” 

Her brother frowned, and his face suddenly looked lined and 
tired above his creaseless suit. *Oh, why must I be a widower,’ he 
thought, ‘with three kids and a woman who nags at me?’ For a 
moment another figure joined them at the table, invisible to all 
but him, there was no chair for her, so she had to stand; he could 
see her clearly enough in her pale, full dress, the big hat whose 
brim curled upwards at the back, the gentle eyes shining through 
her thin veil. He blinked to keep away the tears and when he 
looked again she had gone. “Hilda!” he cried in sudden exas- 
peration, “do sit up straight. Some of your hair’s in your tea, 
and some of it’s in your plate. I should have thought they could 
have taught you how to sit at table by this time I” 

Eustace listened in alarm and astonishment. His father’s fits 
of ill-humour were* almost always directed at him, and he could 
hardly believe that this one wasn’t. How would Hilda take it? 
She had withdrawn her lovely locks from the table and pushed 
them back over her thin shoulders; a look of scorn naixed with 
suffering was establishing itself on her features; her long eyelids 
drooped over her violet eyes, but tears were stealing from under 
them. No one spoke. 

“Well,” said Mr. Cherrington uncomfortably, “I suppose it’s 
time we were going. Sorry, Hilda, unless it’s Eustace I ought to 
say ‘sorry’ to. He looks more upset than you do.” 

“Eustace has no hair to speak of,” said Hilda in a far-away 
voice. 

Mr. Cherrington seemed baffled. 

“I wasn’t finding fatilt with your hair, only with where you put 
it. Now, what about paying? Shall we ask Eustace to foot the 

bin?” 

“I haven’t any money. Daddy,” said Eustace, aware of having 
said so before. 

“Perhaps they’U let you have it on tick.” 

“On tick?” 

“It means you pay the next time you come.” 
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Eustace caught sight of his aunt’s face; her expression was 
inscrutable. 

‘*Oh I don’t think they’d like that: you see, I might not come 
again,” 

‘‘Well, will you pay if I give you the money? You’ve got to 
learn some time.” Mr. Chenington felt in his pockets. “Now be 
careful to get the right change.” 

Eustace gazed in awe at the golden half-sovereign. 

“Shall I pay for Mr. Craddock’s tea?” 

“Yes.” 

“And Brown Bess’s?” 

“Not if she’s had a second helping.” 

“And should I give anything to the waitress?” 

“You might give her a kiss.” 

“Alfred, Alfred,” said Miss Cherrington impatiently, “you’re 
filling the boy’s head with nonsense. Give her sixpence, Eustace, 
that’s as much as she’ll expect.” 

To Eustace, Frontisham Hill was a major event. It was the 
steepest hill in the district; the white road seemed to come foam- 
ing down like a waterfall. Many a horse had broken its knees on 
that dusty cataract. On its crest a notice warned cyclists to ride 
with caution; at its foot another, facing the opposite way, re- 
quested drivers to slacken their bearing-reins. Brown Bess did 
not wear a bearing-rein and carried her head at any angle she 
chose; but it was the Gherringtons’ custom to walk up the hill to 
spare her all they could. Only Barbara rode, with Minney walk- 
ing alongside to keep her from climbing out. The hill rose straight 
out of the town, so they had to scale it before making their 
dispositions for the homeward journey. 

Eustace climbed on to the box, as was his due, and Mr. Crad- 
docked tucked the familiar dusty green plaid rug round him. 
Eustace noticed that he did this with unusual solicitude; it was 
yet another instance of the new attitude grown-up people 
were adopting towards him, as if he must be humoured, as if he 
might break, as if a barrier had arisen between him and them, 
setting him apart, not to be taken for granted like other 
children and fondly admonished, as if he were seriously ill, as 
if 

“Wdl, Master Eustace,” said Mr. Craddock, gently laying his 
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■whip on Brown Bess's shabby collar, “how have you been getting 
on all this time?" 

“Fairly well, Mr, Craddock, thank you. How have you?" 

jogging along. Mustn't grumble, but it gets a bit mono- 
tonous at times, you know." 

“I'm sure it must. But life is monotonous, isn’t it?" 

Mr. Craddock smiled. 

“Not for everyone it isn't, not by any means. There’s some I'd 
like to change places with, I don't mind telling you." 

Emtace considered Mr. Craddock's life; it seemed to consist of 
taking people out for drives and in having his dinner and tea at 
their expense. How desirable, how enviable! Ofcourse you must 
be fond of horses, but then Mr, Craddock was, or at any rate he 
was on good terms with them. 

“Who would you like to change places with^" 

Mr. Craddock appeared to ponder deeply. “There’s at least 
one person not a himdred miles from here as I wouldn't mind 
being in the shoes of, Master Eustace." 

“I don’t know this part very well,” said Eustace, conscien- 
tiously scanning the horizon. “Would it be whoever that big 
house there belongs to?" indicating a square-faced mansion on a 
hill, fringed by wellingtonias. “He must be very rich." 

“Someone nearer than that." 

Eustace stared at Mr. Craddock's impassive profile. How sly 
he was; he never gave anything away. 

“Is it one of us?" 

Mr. Craddock’s silence must be taken to mean assent. But 
Eustace was still puzzled. He turned round and stole a glance at 
his family. Which of them could Mr. Craddock possibly want to 
change places with? Eustace knew the effort that attended their 
lives; they maintained their places in existence with sorrow, toil 
and pain as the hymn said — all except Barbara, and Mr. Crad- 
dock could not possibly want to be her. But his father was looking 
unusually carefree and even prosperous in his new suit with those 
fascinating leather buttons; he was wearing his holiday air and 
Minney had said he looked such a gentleman. No doubt Mr. 
Craddock was thinking of him. 

“But Daddy has to work, you know,” said Eustace. “He 
catches the 8.32 train to business every morning except on Sun- 
days, and he only has one half-holiday a week, on Thursday, like 
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to-day. He’s allowed to be away for things like funerals, of 
course. Then he has to work for us as well as for himself. I don’t 
know if you have a family, Mr. Craddock?” 

With some emphasis Mr. Craddock said he had. 

‘Then you know what an expense they are, always wanting 
new clothes and things, and being ill. I don’t think you’d want to 
be in Daddy’s shoes if you knew what his life was like.” 

‘Tt wasn’t him I was thinking of,” said the driver. 

More baflBled than ever, Eustace took another stealthy peep at 
the party in the landau. He coiild only see the top of Minney’s 
hat; the brown straw hat with a bimch of cherries in it that she 
always wore for these occasions. Of her three hats it was the one 
he liked best, and he felt a sudden longing to see her face under- 
neath it. He loved her, and though he knew her too well to be 
consciously aware of her patience and sweetness, their well-tried 
perfume fffled his mind as he thought of her. Mr. Craddock could 
be bad-tempered when crossed; perhaps he envied Minney her 
serenity. But no, it was monotony he complained of, and how 
could his lot compare in monotony with hers? 

Aunt Sarah had pushed back her veil and was watching the 
passing hedgerows with an eye that did not see them but that did 
see, Eustace could tell, a great deal that she would rather not have 
seen. Perhaps she too was wishing she was somebody else — ^not 
Mr. Craddock, of course, for he belonged in her mind to the 
category of things that had not been properly washed, and Mr. 
Craddock, though he respected her, was always a little crestfallen 
in her presence. Eustace did not b^eve that he wanted to change 
places with her, for what a spring-cleaning he would have to give 
himself! 

There remained Hilda, Hilda whose prettiness Mr, Craddock 
had once praised, declaring it superior to Nancy Steptoe’s. She 
did look pretty now, Eustace could see that; her face lit up as she 
leaned forward to help Minney restrain Barbara from throwing 
hersdf out of the carriage. Prettiness caused you to be admired, 
Hilda had no wish to be admired, nor, Eustace thought, had Mr. 
Craddock. But there might be advantages in prettiness that 
Eustace was too young to know about. Mr. Craddock naight 
care to be pretty; it would certainly be a change for him, 

“Was it Hilda you meant?” he asked. 

Mr. Craddock looked first amused and then rather serious. 
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“Xo, it wasn’t Miss Hilda,” he answered, lowering his voice. 
“She’s a good girl, don’t you forget that. I like Miss Hilda more 
than many of them, and she’s as pretty as a picture, or she will 
be one day. But no, I shouldn’t want to be in her shoes.” 

“Why not?” asked Eustace. 

“She’s going to have a rough deal, that’s why,” said the driver, 
sinking his voice almost to a whisper. 

Eustace did not know what a rough deal was; it sounded like 
something he ought to try to protect Hilda from. But to ask Mr. 
Craddock at this juncture might be taken as a reflection on his 
use of English. Besides Eustace wanted to guess the answer to 
his riddle. 

“Would you like to be Aunt Sarah, or Minney, or Barbara?” 
he demanded all in a breath, just to make absolutely sure. 

“No offence meant, but none of them,” said Mr. Craddock. 

“But there isn’t anyone else!” exclaimed Eustace. 

“If you say there isn’t, there isn’t,” said Mr. Craddock, nor 
could all Eustace’s persuasions induce him to advance another 
word. His sphinx-like profile gave no hint of what was passing 
through his mind. He seemed to be looking straight into the 
future. But after Eustace had sat for some time in the wounded 
silence that belongs to the hoaxed, he remarked in a solemn tone, 
and as one who opens up an entirely new subject: “I hear we 
shall be losing you before long.” 

“Losing me?” repeated Eustace, 

“Yes, they say we shan’t have you with us much longer. I shall 
be sorry, I don’t mind telling you. There are several we could 
spare better than you, mentioning no names. They just clutter 
up the streets, asking to be run over. But there, it’s always the 
way, the best go first, even when it’s only a boy, begging your 
pardon, Master Eustace.” 

“Do you mean I’m going away?” 

“A long way away by all accounts. We’ve all noticed you 
haven’t been looking any too grand lately — ^kind of pinched, if 
you know what I mean, Anchorstone’s said to be a h^th resort 
but it doesn’t suit everyone, not by any means. My sister’s boy 
was a healthy-looking little chap when they came here to live; in 
fact, he looked a lot stronger than you do. But he hadn’t been 
with us a twelvemonth when his liver b^n to grow into his 
lights, and the doctors couldn’t save him. He was just about your 
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age when he was taken. Nice little chap too.” Mr. Craddock 
paused reflectively. ^‘Miss Fotheigiil would have missed you, 
wouldn’t she? But she’s gone too, poor old lady, though I expect 
it was about time.” 

Eustace turned pale and his lips began to tremble. 

‘‘Do you mean that I’m going to ?” 

“Craddock, Craddock,” cried a voice from below, “excuse my 
breaking into your conversation, but will you go back the way we 
came? And, Eustace, do you mind changing places with Hilda, 
so that she can drive die last little bit?” 

“I never said I wanted to drive,” remonstrated Hilda, “and it 
isn’t fair to Eustace.” 

“You know you always like to,” said Mr. Cherrington. “Up 
you go!” 

Still shaking, Eustace took Hilda’s place between his father and 
Miss Cherrington; and for the rest of the journey he said not a 
word. His father took his silence for pique, and playfully tried to 
coax him out of it. Beset with terrors as he was, Eustace felt he 
would have preferred a scolding. The sounds of their arrival at 
Gambo must have reached Annie in the kitchen, for she appeared 
at the door before they had time to open it. Her face was stiflf 
with urgency and importance. 

“Oh, Mr. Cherrington,” she said, “while you were out a 
gentleman called. He was dressed in black and wearing a top- 
hat. He said he was staying at Laburnum Lodge, so I expect he 
brought a message fix>m Miss Fothergill.” 

“Come along, Eustace, bedtime now,” said Miimcy, and he 
heard no more. 

“A gentleman in black with a message from Miss Fothergill.” 
The phrase repeated itself again and again in Eustace’s mind, 
until to his overheated fancy it began to have a monstrous sig- 
nificance. When Minney came to say good-night he determined 
to confide to her something of the fear that was oppressing him. 
Even to approach the subject by word of mouth was a torture, 
but he felt sure that the mere act of telling her would charm it 
away. He couldn’t bring himself, however, to say exactly what 
the nature of the fear was, so he reported the substance of Mr. 
Craddock’s disturbing utterances on the box. “He said I was 
going away,” said Eustace as lightly as he could, “and that he 
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wotddn’t be seeing me any more. What did he mean by that?” 
But Minney, instead of making fim of him, seemed to get flustered 
aind aimoyed. “What does he know?” she demanded almost 
truculently. “He’s only an old cabman. You shouldn’t pay any 
attention to what he says, Master Eustace.” Master! Minney 
had never called him that before: it was another sign of the 
change that was taking the meaning out of all his relationships. 
“But he seemed so certain about it, Minney,” he persisted. “He 
even said he would be sorry to lose me.” 

“There’s others besides him that would be sorry,” retorted 
Minney. “The cheek of it I” Eustace could hear tears contending 
with indignation in her voice, and his heart sank. 

“But it wasn’t true, was it, Minney?” he urged. “I’m not 
going away, Minney, am I ? I shall be here a long time yet, shan’t 
I?” But Minney didn’t answer him direedy: she seemed to get 
more flurried and angry and unlike herself. “Silly old fool, talk- 
ing like that to a child! Don’t you worry, Master Eustace. It’ll 
all come right. Go to sleep now, you’ll have forgotten about it in 
the morning!” 

And with that assurance she left him. But he was not satisfied 
and for the first time in his life he did not believe her. She was in 
the secret: she knew that he was going away. Now he understood 
why they all made such a fuss of him and asked him if he wanted 
this and that, and let him pay for tea, and tried to make him feel 
important and called him ‘Master’. It was because they knew, all 
of them except Hilda, that they were going to lose him. His 
thoughts kept snatching him back from the edge of sleep, and 
when he did drop off his dreams were haunted by a gentleman 
in bladt, bringing a message firom Miss Fothergill; and the mes- 
sage, which was written on a piece of black-edged paper in a 
black bag he carried, said that Miss Fothergill was looking for- 
ward to meeting Eustace 5^ain very soon. 

He awoke in the morning convinced that he was going to die. 



Chapter XIII 

Respice Rinm 


AS Eustace tunnelled deeper into his obsession the acute terror 
jlX passed and was replaced by a settled melancholy which did 
not interfere with the routine processes of his mind. He did his 
lessons, went for walks with Hilda and accompanied her on 
shopping expeditions with docility and punctuality; but they were 
the actions of a sleep-walker and had ceased to have the power of 
reality behind them. Like a servant under notice, he felt a sense 
of detachment from his present activities; their meaning, which 
postulated permanence, had gone out of tihem; and the centre of 
his life had moved to another plane of experience, a height as yet 
unfurnished with a landscape, from which he watched the Eus- 
tace of former days going through the motions of daily living. 
These activities were now utterly provisional; they no longer 
mattered — ^nothing mattered. This, for Eustace, whose whole 
outlook had been conditioned by the conviction Aat everything 
mattered, was the great change, the change which helped to 
make him almost unrecognisable to himself, the actual change, 
symbol of the change to come. And they all, except Hilda, 
seemed by their behaviour to accept the change as inevitable, just 
as he did. They looked at him differently and spoke to him 
differently, in prepared voices, he fancied, as though they had 
been in church. They fell in with his smallest whims, and even, 
as if disappointed that he had so few, invented for him small 
preferences and prejudices which, for fear of hurting their feelings, 
he did not like to disclaim. 

Leading this posthumous existence Eustace felt lightened of all 
responsibility. Nothing mattered. . . . But to those who are 
accustomed to listen for it, the voice of conscience is not easily 
silenced; it goes on mumbling even if it cannot find anything to 
say. Eustace was aware of the menacing monotone, as of some 
la]^e noxious insect trying to find its way in through a closed 
window, but its angry buzz did not greatly disturb him. The 
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voice was still inarticulate. But, as ever, there was a part of him 
which was in league with the enemy, a traitor who wanted to 
open the gates. 

Eustace awoke one morning to find that the foe had forced an 
entrance, taken possession, formulated its charge and, unusually 
practical, told him what he must do to placate it. Eustace did not 
put up a fight. The demand, unlike so many of them, had reason 
behind it; he might really have thought of it for himself, without 
any prompting from his vigilant adviser. It was something that 
people in his circumstances always did. He felt under the pillow 
for the watch Miss FothergiU had given him. He could just make 
out the time — ^five minutes to seven. He stared at the watch a 
moment longer. He had treasirred it so much that it seemed to 
have become a part of him, an extension of his personality. Now 
it gave him a look so impersonal as to be almost unfriendly — ^the 
kind of look on the face of someone else’s watch. His eyes growing 
accustomed to the light he could see his hair-brushes on the 
dressing-table. The fact that they were handle-less, a man^s, had 
been a source of pride to him. Now they looked forlorn, unprized, 
reproachful. On the washing-stand lay the dark lump that was 
his sponge, and the white streak of his toothbrush. 

Eustace pondered. It was not going to be easy. 

“I don’t think we’ll do any lessons this morning,” said Miss 
Cherrington. “Eustace is looking a bit tired. Why don’t you 
both go down and play on the sands? It’s only ten o’clock so 
you’ll have all the morning for it. You won’t get many more days 
like this.” 

Armed with their spades they started off across the ragged 
stretch of chalky green that intervened between Cambo and the 
cliffi. On their left the sun shone brightly with a promise of more 
than September warmth. Its loving touch lay on everything they 
looked at, but Eustace walked in silence, dragging his spade. 
“You won’t get many more days like this.” Making for a gap in 
the broken fence they passed the threatening brown bulk of Mr. 
Johnson’s school. A hum of voices came from it, the boys were 
lining up for physical exercises in the playground. Almost for 
the first time Eustace fdt a twinge of envy mingle with the mistrust 
in which he habitually hdd them. Soon, stretching away to the 
right, came the familiar vista, the First Shdter, the Second Shd- 
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ter, the rise in the ground that hid all but the red roof of the Third 
Shelter, and then the mysterious round white summit of the 
lighthouse. Even at this distance you could see the sun striking 
the great rainbow-coloured lantern within, a sight that seldom 
failed to move Eustace. But it did not move him to-day. 

They stopped from habit among the penny-in-the-slot machines 
at the head of the concrete staircase which zigzagged its way 
majestically below, and looked down at the beach to see whether 
the rocks that formed the bastions of their pond had been 
appropriated by others. As they gazed their faces, even Eustace’s, 
took on the intent forbidding look of a gamekeeper on the watch 
for poachers. No, the rocks were free — ^it was too early for 
marauders — and the beach was nearly deserted. 

‘‘A penny for your thoughts,” said Hilda. 

Eustace started. 

‘Tf you give me the penny now, may I tell you my thoughts 
later on?” 

Hilda considered. 

“But you may be thinking something else then.” 

“No, I shall still be thinking the same thing.” 

“Very well, then.” Hilda produced a purse from the pocket 
half-way down her dress and gave him a penny. “But why do you 
want it now?” 

Eustace looked rather shamefaced. 

“I wanted to see how strong I was.” 

He advanced cautiously upon the Try-your-grip machine. 
Flanked on one side by a bold-faced gipsy offering to tell your 
fortune, and on the other by an apparatus for giving you an 
electric shock, the Try-your-grip machine responded to Eustace’s 
diEdent inspection with a secret, surly expression. Dark green 
and battered, it had a disreputable air as indeed had all its 
neighbours, and Eustace vaguely felt that he was in bad com- 
pany. 

“I shouldn’t try if I were you,” said Hilda, coming up behind 
him. 

“Why not?” 

“Oh, you never know what they might do. Besides, it’s wasting 
money.” 

Eustace thought she was right, but he had gone too far to re- 
treat with self-respect. He had issued a challenge and the 
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machine, withdrawn and sullen as it was, must have heard 
Destiny, which had its eye on Eustace, must have heard too. 
‘Moderate strength rings the bell; great strength returns the 
penny.’ He pondered. After all, one never could be sure. Sup- 
posing the bell rang; supposing the penny were returned: 
wouldn’t that prove something, wouldn’t he feel different after- 
wards? He looked round. The green feathers of the tamarisk 
hedge were waving restlessly; he had Uked them once but there 
was no comfort in tibem now, no comfort in the bow-windows, the 
beetling walls, the turrets and pinnacles of Palmerston Parade 
looking down on him: no comfort in the day. 

He slipped the penny in the slot. The machine was cold and 
repellent to his touch; he screwed his face up and tried to give it 
a look as hostile as its own. Then he pressed his palm against the 
brass bar and curled his finger-tips, which would only just reach, 
round the inner handle, and pulled. The handle bit cruelly into 
his soft flesh; the indicator, vibrating wildly, travelled as far 
across the dial as the figure 10, and stopped, still flickering. 
Eustace saw that he must get it to 130 for the penny to be re- 
turned. Scarlet in the face he redoubled his efforts. The indicator 
began to lose ground. In desperation he was bringing up his left 
hand as a reinforcement when he heard Hilda’s voice. 

"That’s against the rules ! You’re cheating !” 

Crestfallen and ashamed, Eustace rdiaxed his grip. The needle 
flashed back to zero and the machine, radiating malevolence from 
all its hard dtfll surfaces, with a contemptuous click gathered the 
pexmy into its secret maw. Breathing gustily Eustace stared back 
at it, like a boxer who has received a disabling blow but must not 
take his eyes off his enemy. 

"I told you not to try,” said Hilda. "You’ll only strain your- 
self.” She added more kindly: "Those machines are just there 
for show. I expect they’re all rusted up inside, really.” 

"Do you thbkDaddy could get the penny back?’’ asked Existace. 

"He couldn’t have at your age. Now you must tell me what 
you were thinking of. I know you’ve forgotten.” 

"I’ll tdl you when we get down on the beach,” said Eustace 
evasively. 

They began the descent, September winds had blown the sand 
up to the topmost steps; they fdt gritty to the tread. In the 
comers where the staircase turned, paper bags whirled and 
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eddied; qiiite large pieces of orange-peel sprang to life, pirouetted 
and dropped down dead. Aroimd, below, above, gulls wheeled 
and screamed, borne aloft on the airs that came racing from the 
sea. All this pother plucked at the nerves and whipped up the 
blood, but Eustace plodded stolidly in Hilda’s wake, secretly 
examining his reddened pahn and wondering how he would be 
able to hold the spade. If he was as weak as the machine said, 
he would soon have to stop digging anyhow. 

‘'Let’s make the pond larger this time,” said Hilda when they 
reached the familiar scene of irrigation. “We’re earlier than we 
generally are, we may not get a chance like this again.” 

“Much larger?” asked Eustace. 

“Well, we could take in this rock here,” said Hilda, walking 
with long strides to a distant boulder. “Then the wall would go 
like this” — and cutting with her spade a line through the sand 
she sketched an ambitious extension of their traditional ground 
plan. “It will look wonderful from the cliff,” she added persua- 
sively. “Like a real lake.” 

“Don’t you think it’s more than we can manage?” asked 
Eustace, still smarting from his defeat at the hands of the auto- 
matic machine. 

“You can’t tell tiU you try,” Hilda said, and immediately set 
to work on the retaining wall. Eustace walked slowly to his post 
at the far end of the pond. Their custom was to begin at opposite 
ends and meet in the middle, but Eustace seldom reached the 
half-way mark. Now that mark, thanks to Hilda’s grandiose 
scheme, was at least two yards further off than it used to be. 
Consciousness of this increased his bodily and mental languor. 
For him the pond had ceased to be a symbol. Of old, each time 
it rose from the sands and spread its silver surface to the sky it 
proclaimed that the Oherrington children had measured thdr 
strength against the universe, and won. They had imposed an 
order; they had left a mark; they had added a meaning to life. 
That was why the last moment, when the completion of the work 
was only distant by a few spadefuls, was so tense and exciting. 
In those moments the glory of living gathered itself into a wave 
and flowed over them. The experience was ecstatic and timeless, 
it opened a window upon eternity, and whilst it lasted, and again 
when they surveyed their handiwork from the cliff-top, they fdt 
themselves to be immortal. 
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But what assurance of immortality could there be for Eustace 
now, when at any moment the clock would strike, the sounds in 
the house would cease, the call would come and he would pass 
through the open front door to find the chariot standing outside? 
Sometimes it was just the landau with Mr. Craddock on the box, 
staring ahead; sometimes it was a hearse; sometimes it was a 
vehicle of indefinite design, edged with light much brighter than 
the day, and seeming scarcely to rest upon the ground. The vision 
never carried him beyond that point, but it brought with it an 
indescribable impression of finality, it was a black curtain 
stretched across every avenue of thought, absorbing whatever 
energies of mind and spirit he had left. Why go on digging? 
Why do anything? But no; even in this featureless chaos some- 
thing remained to be done. 

He straightened himself, and shook his head vigorously. 

‘‘What’s the matter?” said Hilda. “Is a fly bothering you?” 

“No,” said Eustace, “it was some thoughts I had.” 

“Well, you won’t get rid of them like that, and your hat vdll 
come off. Oh, and that reminds me! You promised to tell me 
what your thoughts were, and you haven’t. I knew you’d forget.” 

“No, I haven’t forgotten,” said Eustace. 

“Well, come on, I’m waiting.” 

An overpowering reluctance, like a spasm in the throat, seized 
Eustace, almost robbing him of speech. 

“Just give me a little longer.” 

“Very well, then. I’ll give you five minutes from now.” Dig- 
ging her chin into her chest she looked at the watch which hung 
suspended there. “That’ll be five minutes past eleven.” 

They worked on in silence, Eustace searching firantically for 
a formula for what he had to say and finding none. So acute was 
his sense of the passing minutes that he began to fed himself 
ticking like a dock. Twice he saw Hilda surreptitiously glancing 
at her watch. 

“Time’s up,” she said at last, 

Eustace gazed at her blankly. 

“WeU?” 

“Do you really want to know?” Eustace temporised, shuffling 
with his feet. 

“I don’t suppose it’s anything important, but as I’ve paid for it 
I might as w^ have it.” 
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“It is important in a way, to me at any rate. But I don’t think 
you’ll like to hear what I’m going to say, any more than I shall 
like telling you. At least I hope you won’t.” 

Hilda frowned. “What is all this about?” 

The rapids were close at hand now and he could hear the roar 
of the cataract. He plunged. 

“You see, I want to make my will.” 

If Eustace had coimted on making an effect, he ought to have 
been gratified. Hilda opened her eyes and stared at him. She 
opened her mouth, too, but no words came. 

“You didn’t know about me then? I didn’t think you did.” 

“Know what?” said Hilda at length. 

“That I was going away.” 

Hilda’s heart turned over, but bewilderment was still upper- 
most in her mind. 

“I thought they hadn’t told you. It was so as not to worry you, 

I expect.” 

“But who told youT^ asked Hilda, making crosses in the sand 
with her spade. 

“Mr. Craddock told me first, the evening we drove back from 
Frontisham. He said I was going away and he would be sorry to 
lose me. And then I asked Minney, and she told me not to pay 
any attention to what Mr. Craddock said because he was an old 
cabman. But she didn’t say it wasn’t true, and I could see she 
knew it was. You know how you can sometimes tell with grown- 
up people.” 

Understandingly but xmwillingly Hilda nodded. 

“And then I asked Daddy.” 

“What did he say?” 

“He said something about not taking offences before you came 
to them, which I didn’t quite understand, and not meeting trouble 
half-way. He was angry with Mr. Craddock too, I could see that. 
He said he was a silly old gossip. He said it wouldn’t be as bad 
as I thought, and that eveiyone had to go through it sooner or 
later, and I shouldn’t mind much when the time came, and I 
wasn’t to think about it, because that only made it worse.” 

“They never said anything to me,” said Hilda. 

“Well, I had to tell you because, you see, I wanted to give you 
my things before I go away.” 

Hilda said nothing to this, but she sat down rather suddenly 
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on a rock, with back bent and knees spread out, in the attitude 
Eustace knew so well. 

“I’ve been thinking about it,” he went on with an effort, 
“because, you see, unless I leave a will you might not get my 
things at all — ^they might go into Chancery. But I haven’t many 
that would do for someone who isn’t a boy” (Eustace was imwill- 
ing to call Hilda a girl, it would sound like a kind of taunt). 
“My clothes wouldn’t be any use, except my combinations, and 
they’re too small. I should like you to have my handkerchiefs, 
though. They would be washed by that time, of course.” 

“There’s your red silk scarf,” said Hilda, with the stirring of 
self-interest that no beneficiary, however tender-hearted, can 
quite succeed in stifling. 

“I was just coming to that. And my woolly gloves too. You’ve 
often worn them and they’ve stretched a bit. When you had the 
scarf on and the gloves, and one of my handkerchiefs, it would 
look almost as though 1 was still walking about.” 

“No one could ever mistake me for you if that’s what you 
mean,” said Hilda. 

“It wasn’t quite what I meant,” said Eustace, but a doubt 
crossed his mind as to what he really did mean, and he went on: 

“My hairbrushes wouldn’t be any good becaxise they haven’t 
got handles, and besides you have some. Perhaps Daddy could 
use them when his wear out. Then there’s my sponge and tooth- 
brush and flannel. Some poor boy might like them when they’ve 
been well dried.” Raised interrogatively, Eustace’s voice trailed 
away when the suggestion met with no response. 

“I doubt it,” said Hilda practically, “but of course we could 
try.” 

“There isn’t much more,” said Eustace. “I should like Minney 
to have the watch that Miss Fothergill gave me. Of course it’s 
rather large for a lady, but it goes very well because I’ve never 
been allowed to take it out of my room, and hers doesn’t; and you 
have yours, the one that belonged to Mother.” 

“I’ve never seen a lady wear a watch that size,” said Hilda. 
“But she could tuck it in her belt where it wouldn’t show, though 
of course it would leave a bulge.” 

A shadow passed over Eustace’s face. 

“Well, perhaps she could use it as a clock. Then I thought I’d 
give all my toys to Barbara, except Jumbo, who you take to bed. 
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She uses them already, I know, so it wouldn’t seem like a present, 
but she might like to know that they were hers by law.” 

“I don’t think she minds about that,” said Hilda. ”She takes 
anything she can get hold of.” 

“Yes, she’s different from us, isn’t she?” said Eustace. “She 
doesn’t seem to care whether something is right or wrong. It will 
be a great handicap to her, won’t it, in after life.” 

“Not if she doesn’t mind about it,” Hilda said. 

“I’ve nearly done now, and then we can go on with the pond. 
I haven’t anything to leave to Daddy and Aimt Sarah, so I 
thought I’d take two of those sheets of writing-paper from the 
drawing-room table, which we only use to thank for presents, 
and write ^Love from Eustace’ on them. I think I shoiild print 
the messages in different coloured inks, and then put them in 
envelopes addressed to Mr. Gherrington and Miss Cherrington, 
and drop them in the letter-box when the time came, and they 
might think they had come by post, and it would be a surprise.” 

“Yes,” said Hilda, “that’s a good idea.” 

“And all the rest I should leave to you, Hilda. That is, my 
money in the money-box, and my books, and my guide-book, and 
my knife, and my pencils, and the ball of string, and the india- 
rubber rings, and the pink rosette that I wore at the election, and 
the picture postcard of Zena Dare, and the General View oJFMt. 
Pel6e before the earthquake.” 

“You won’t want to be parted from that,” said Hilda. “I 
should take that with you.” 

“I don’t think I should be allowed to,” said Eustace. “You 
see . . marvelling at Hilda’s obtuseness, he left the sentence 
unfinished. “I won’t leave the things lying about, I’ll put them 
all in the drawer with the pencil-box — ^the one with marguerites 
on the lid — so you’ll know where to find them.” 

“I always know better than you do, reaUy,” said Hilda. 

Eustace let this pass. 

“The only thing I’m not sure about is how to get my money 
out of the Post Office. There’s quite a lot there, thirty-three 
pounds. Do you think if I went and asked for it they’d give it me? 
They ought to, because it bdor^ to me, but I don’t think they 
would. Daddy once told me that banks use your money for them- 
selves. I shall have to ask Daddy and I don’t want to do that.” 

“Why not?” 
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‘‘Because I don’t want to talk about it to anyone but you. And 
I only told you because I thought you didn’t know what was going 
to happen. But I shall write everything down and put it in an 
envelope under your pillow, so that’s where you’ll find it when 
the time comes.” 

“When will that be?” said Hilda. 

“I don’t quite know yet.” 

Eustace picked up his spade and, returning to his unfinished 
portion of the wall, began to dig. He was a little disappointed 
with the matter-of-fact way in which Hilda, after the novdty was 
over, had discussed the items of his bequest; she might have been 
more demonstrative; but the relief of having told her was im- 
mense. All that remained to do now was of a practical nature 
and would make no call on his emotions. The question of the 
Post Office he tried to thrust out of his mind. After aU, it was a 
grown-up’s matter and grown-ups would know how to deal with 
it. He worked on, and only when his spade, instead of sinking 
into the moist sand, struck a stone and jarred him did he look up 
and notice that Hilda was not doing her piece, but was still sitting 
on the rock where he had left her. He stopped digging and 
walked across to her. 

“What’s the matter, Hilda?” 

She lifted her face and he saw that it was full of pain. It kept 
twitching and crinkling in places where normally it was smooth 
and stationary. She tried to speak for a moment, and then said: 

“I don’t see why you are giving all these things away, to me or 
to anyone else. You’ll want them when you come back.” 

So that was how it was. She hadn’t understood after all. She 
didn’t realise that he wasn’t coming back, and how could he tell 
her, how could he deal her a second blow when the first had been 
so hurtful? 

“I don’t thi n k I shall come back for a long time,” he said at 
length, hoping that this was not an implied falsehood. 

“How long?” asked Hilda. “A week, a month, a year?” 

“It might be more than a year.” 

Hilda stared at him through unshed tears. 

“But where are you going to? Who’s going to take care of you? 
You’ve never stayed away from home before and you know you 
can’t look after yourself,” 
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‘‘I don’t know where I shall be,” said Eustace. Suddenly a 
picture of Anchorstone churchyard occurred to him, and of Miss 
Fothergill being laid in her grave that windy day. He had never 
before thought of his disappearance in terms of burial. 

“Perhaps not very far from here,” he said. 

“Oh, if you’re not going far it won’t matter so much,” said 
Hilda. “Because we shall be able to drive over and see you and 
bring you things. But you must be somewhere, in someone’s 
house, I mean. Everybody except a tramp lives in a house, and 
I shouldn’t think you’d want to leave us just to become a tramp.” 
“I don’t want to leave you.” 

“Well, who says you have to?” 

“They all do, really.” 

“But I don’t understand — ^they can’t turn you into the street — 
they’re very fond of you. And who is there for you to stay with 
near here? It wordd have been different while Miss Fothergill 
was alive. You could have gone to her. But she’s dead.” 

Distress had made Hilda angry, as it so often did. Eustace’s 
heart began to race; he couldn’t bear the strain of all this talk at 
cross-purposes and must find some way of bringing it to an end. 

“I inissed her very much at first,” he began, “but I don’t miss 
her so much now. You see, she is with God. And perhaps you 
won’t miss me very much when I go away.” 

Hilda stared at him uncomprehending. 

“Because it will be rather the same, you see.” 

There was a long silence. Then Hilda said: 

“Do you mean you are going to die?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

Instantly a feeling of complete peace possessed him. His sense 
of his surroundings, never very strong except when they helped to 
intensify his thoughts, faded away; the long struggle with his fate, 
inside him and outside, seemed over. But Hilda’s voice recalled 
him to actuality. She had risen from the rock and was standing 
over him, her face transformed with fury and pain. 

“How can you say such a wicked thing? You don’t know what 
you’re talking about. You must be mad. I shall go straight home 
and teU them!” 

Eustace rose too, and began to tremble. “They’d only tell you 
the same as they told me.” 

“It’s nonsense. You’re not ill, are you, I mean you’re not 
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specially ill? People don’t die just because they say they’re going 
to. You can’t yourself dead.” She glared at him accusingly. 

“Don’t you fed well?” 

“I don’t fed very well,” said Eustace, beginning to cry. “But 
it isn’t only that. I’ve had warnings and messages — you wouldn’t 
understand. And I feel it here,” he made a vague gesture, his 
hand swept over his heart and rested on his forehead — “as though 
I hadn’t long to stay. It isn’t the same with me as it iised to be, 
even here on the sands. Don’t be angry with me, Hilda. You’ll 
make me sorry I told you. I didn’t want to.” 

“But I am angry with you,” cried Hilda. “How dare you talk 
like that? I see how it is — ^you want to go away — ^you wosa to leave 
us ! You tried before, the time of the paper-chase, but you had to 
come back. You had to come back &om Miss FothergiU too. 
You think you’ll be with someone who loves you more than we do 
— that’s why you talk about dying! But I won’t allow it! I’ll stop 
you! I’ll see you don’t slip away!” She looked wildly at Eustace 
and advanced a step towards him: he recoiled. “I shan’t leave 
you,” she whispered, still more excitedly and making passes at 
him vdth her spade. “I shan’t let them get by me, whoever they 
are, and I shan’t let you. I shall always be there. I shan’t let 
you walk aloi^ the cliff-edge alone, and I shall take away your 
knife, and your ball of string too, so that you can’t do anything 
to yourself I You’d like to, wouldn’t you? You’d like to get rid of 
us aU!” 

Eustace’s eyes grew round with terror. Dimly the meaning of 
what Hilda had been saying began to detach itself &om the 
violence of the words. The cliff’s edge . . . the knife . . . the ball 
of string. He began to visualise them, and to realise what they 
stood for. The stringwas for his neck, ihe knife was for his throat, 
and the difif’s edge was for his whole body. . . . Turning away 
from Hilda he beg^ to stray and stumble towards the sea. The 
sun was in his eyes, dazzling him; it shone from the sky, from the 
foaming crests of the breakers, from the tiny water-frurows be- 
tween Ae sand-ribs. Faintly the sound of hoof-beats caught his 
ears; sliding bdow his reasoning feculty, thdfr rhythm started a 
vision in his mind. Oop-dop, dop-dop, on they came, and the 
chariot, too, came nearer, fringed with fire. But Idda had flung 
hersdf at the horses’ heads. In one hand she hdd the knife, with 
the other she was hanging to the reins. The near horse turned 



The Shrimp and the Anemone 1 73 

to bite her, and she fell; and the horses trampled on her and the 
wheels of the chariot passed over her. 

Suddenly the air was full of voices, and Eustace heard his name 
called. He turned round and saw, not far away, a party of people 
mounted on horseback. No, they were not people, they were 
children, or two of them were, and he thought he recognised 
them, but his eyes were stiU too fiill of sun to see properly and his 
mind too troubled to take in what he saw. While he tried to adjust 
his faculties to this new situation, one of the riders drew away from 
the group and came towards him. The horse screwed and sidled 
and tossed its head, but she brought it to a stand within a few 
yards of him. 

“We’ve come to congratulate you, Eustace,” Nancy Steptoe 
said. 



Chapter XIV 

Angels on Horsebcu:k 


T he words were hardly out of her mouth when, as though at 
a pre-arranged signal, the other members of the party put 
their steeds in motion. To the accompaniment of much prancing, 
head-tossing and tail-swishing, they joined their spokesman, and 
after some manoeuvring formed a rough semi-circle round 
Eustace. 

‘^Congratulations, Eustace!” said Gerald Steptoe. 
“Congratulations, Eustace!” said Dick Staveley. 
“Congratulations!” after a second’s hesitation said the lady on 
Dick’s right. 

Eustace stared at them in amazement. 

“Aren’t you going to speak to us, Eustace?” said Nancy, with 
a flash ofher frosty eyes, “Are you still angry? He isn’t supposed 
to speak to us, you know,” she confided to iht others, “and now 
I expect he’s too proud to as well.” 

With the tail of his eye Eustace looked round for Hilda, but he 
could not see her. 

“She’s just behind you,” said Nancy, interpreting his glance, 
“Good-morning, Hilda,” she called over his head. “We were 
passing by, so we thought we’d stop to congratulate Eustace.” 

“Good-morning, Nancy,” said Hilda shortly. “It’s very kind 
of you to congratulate Eustace, but I don’t know what it’s for and 
nor does he.” 

“They don’t know!” 

“They haven’t been told!” 

“Wen, really.^” 

Only the lady on Dick’s right contributed nothing to the hub- 
bub of incredulity and surprise. Erect and a little apart she sat, 
in a grey riding habit whose close fit made her seem to Eustace’s 
eyes unbelievably slim and elegant. She wore her hair in a bun 
under her bowler hat. You could not expect her to speak, you 
could not expect a goddess to speak, her whole appearance spoke 
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for her. But she raised her eyebrows sKghdy and made a move- 
ment with her shoulders, as if to imply that among ordinetry 
mortals anything might happen. 

High in the air above him, as it seemed to Eustace, the chime 
and jingle of voices went on. Now the little fountains of exclama- 
tion and inteijection had died down, and they were discussing 
something, but the wind tore the words to pieces along with the 
wisps of foam from the horses’ lips, and Eustace could not under- 
stand their drift. Soon the discussion became an argument, almost 
a wrangle: the figures seemed to stiffen on their saddles; arms 
jerked; heads ttimed abruptly. At last Dick appealed to the lady 
on his right. 

‘‘What do you think, Anne?” 

She hesitated and looked down at Eustace with a greater 
appearance of interest than she had yet shown. 

“I should tell him,” she said. “I think it would be kinder,” 

‘‘You tell him, Didk,” said Nancy. 

Dick Stavdey braced himself, power and authority descended 
on him, and for the first time Eustace realised that lie was once 
more in the presence of his hero. 

“Here, come a bit nearer,” Dick commanded. 

Eustace edged his way cautiously towards the towering ram- 
part of tossing heads, shining eyes, and hoofs that pawed the sand. 

Dick bent towards him. 

“You’ve come into a fortune,” he said. 

“A fortune?” repeated Eustace. 

“You’ll have to explain, Dick,” Anne said. “He doesn’t know 
what a fortune is.” 

“Oh yes I do,” cxdaimed Eustace; “it’s a great deal of 
money.” 

“Qpite right. Well, somebody’s left you a great deal of 
money.” 

“But who left it to me?” 

“Can’t you guess?” 

Eustace shook his head. 

“Just look at him/ ’ said Dick. “He doesn’t know who left it 
to him, and he can’t guess. He has such masses of fidends waiting 
to die and leave him their money that he simply doesn’t know 
who it is. We don’t have fiiends like that, do we, Anne? Our 
friends never die and if they did they wouldn’t leave us anything. 
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I want to know how Eustace manages it, I expect he murders 
them.” 

“But I haven’t any friends,” cried Eustace. 

“Well, one less now, of course. It was very suspicious, you 
know, the way she died. She was quite well in the morning. She 
called on her lawyer and said to him: *Just get out some stamps 
and sealing-wax and red tape, and so on, because I’m going to 
change my will. I’m going to leave all my money to a young 
friend of mine, who is coming to tea with me this afternoon.’ Well, 
you went and we know what happened. It did seem rather odd.” 

“Miss Fothergill?” gasped Eustace. “Do you mean Miss 
FothergiU?” 

“You’ve got it.” Dick began to clap, and they all joined in, 
while Eustace, possessed by emotions so unrecognisable that he 
did not know whether they were painful or delicious, stared 
blankly at Dick’s laughing face. 

“You don’t look very pleased,” said Dick at length. 

“Oh, but I am,” said Eustace. “I was just wondering what 
Hilda would think.” He turned to his sister as he spoke. 

“Well, and what does Miss Cherrington think?” asked Dick, 
and as plainly as if it had been yesterday instead of a year ago 
Eustace remembered the coaxing voice in which Dick used to 
speak to Hilda. 

“I think it’s very nice for Eustace,” she said, speaking expres- 
sionlessly, as if mesmerised. “I hope it won’t make any difference 
to him — I mean,” she corrected herself. “I hope it won’t make 
him any different,” 

“Oh, but it will !” Nancy’s clear voice rang out in mockery and 
triumph. “For one thing, he’s going away to school.” 

Gk>ing away, going away: so that was what going away meant: 
not what he thought it did. 

As their dread meaning evaporated, the words seemed to shrink 
and dwindle, from the capital letters of a capital sentence to the 
smallest of common type. Utterly insignificant, they now carried 
hardly any meaning at all, and the thing in Emtace that had 
been swelling like a tumour shrank and dwindled with them. 
But the word school still meant something; it conjured up a pic- 
ture of the brown prison-hoxise sidling up to Gambo like a big 
boy preparing to kick a small one. 

“Not Mr. Johnson’s?” he said. 
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“Oh no/* said Nancy. “Not a potty little school like that. 
Why, tradesmen’s sons go there. No, a school in the South of 
England.” 

Nancy’s tone established for ever in Eustace’s mind a convic- 
tion of the social superiority of the South over all parts of England, 
particularly East Anglia. 

“St, Ninian’s at Broadstairs it’s to be, I’m told,” said Gerald. 
“Not half a bad place. Some very decent fellows go there, very 
decent. We played their second eleven at cricket this summer. 
We drove over from St. Swithin’s in a brake, and they gave us a 
jolly good feed. St. Swithin’s is in Cliftonville, you know. Of 
course, that’s different from Margate. No trippers or anything of 
that sort,” 

“Is it at all like Anchorstone?” Eustace asked. ‘‘Are there any 
rocks?” 

“I dare say there are, but you couldn’t jump on them, you 
know. No one does. They wouldn’t let you, and besides you 
wouldn’t want to. It’s a kids* game.” 

Eustace felt as if the landscape of his life was streaming by him 
while he, perilously balanced on a small white stone in the midst of 
the flux, searched in vain for some landnoark which would confirm 
his sense of the stability of existence. 

“You’U like it at St. Ninian’s,” Dick Staveley said. “It was 
my pri, too.” 

Eustace looked puzzled. 

“My private school, I mean. You don’t stay there after you’re 
fourteen. Then you go to a public school.” 

“And then to the ’Varsity,” said Nancy, 

“But when shall I begin to work?” asked Eustace. “I mean, 
when shall I start to earn my living?” 

“Oh, you won’t ever have to do that, will he, Dick?” said 
Nancy. “You’ll be like Dick, you won’t have to work, you’ll be 
much too rich. You’ll live at home and play golf, or shoot, or 
hunt, or something like that, and the rest of the time you’ll spend 
abroad, at Homburg or Carlsbad or one of those places,” 

The landscape was now flashing by at a speed that left Eustace 
no time to sort out his impressions. But Nancy’s picture of a future 
exempt finm toil and effort was one he never fi^rgot. 

“But will Daddy have to work?” he asked, 

“Wdl, we really hadn’t thought about that, had we? Yes, I 
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expect so. The money doesn’t belong to him. It’s yours, or will 
be when you’re twenty-one. I expect he’ll come and spend his 
holidays with you if you ask him, and don’t happen to be abroad.” 

Eustace considered this. “And EElda ” he began. There 

was a pause, and no one spoke. Eustace looked at Hilda. Her 
cheeks were still damp with the tears she had shed a little while 
ago. Surely they ought to be dry now. Once or twice she looked 
round with an uneasy movement of her head, but her eyes, he 
could see, did not meet the eight pairs of eyes that looked down 
at her. She began to scrape the sand off her shoes with the edge 
of her spade. 

“Miss Chenington’s face is her fortune,” said Dick Staveley, 
and Eustace thought he had never heard such a beautiful compli- 
ment. “She’ll find something to do while Eustace is away. We’ll 
find something for her to do, won’t we, Anne?” he said, turning 
to the lady on his right. “I want you to meet Miss Cherrington. 
I’ve told you about her.” Very gently he took hold of Anne’s 
bridle-rein and they moved a step or two nearer to Hilda. “This 
is my sister Anne, and this is Miss Cherrington, whom everyone 
else calls Hilda, Two such charming girls. I’m sure you’ll like 
each other.” He smiled with his eyes, and his sister bent her head 
and smiled too. 

“Good old Hilda!” cried Nancy tolerantly. 

“Well, not too good, I hope,” said Dick. “But, you see, she’s 
always had to look after Eustace, He’s such a handful!” Dick 
Stavdey smiled at Eustace, the smile of one man to another; his 
horse, with the white star on its forehead, tossed its head and had 
to be admonished by its rider. Infected by its restiveness the 
others, too, began to sqmrm and fidget and eye each other in- 
quiringly, and it was some moments before order was restored. 

Leaning on her spade, EQlda looked up unwillingly at Dick, 
and their eyes met for the first time. 

“I shall have to look after Eustace when he comes back for the 
holidays,” she said- “I dare say he’ll need me more than ever.” 
She glanced at Eustace doubtfully, “School may not be alto- 
gether good for him,” she added, almost hopefully. 

“I don’t suppose it will be,” said Dick lightly. “You couldn’t 
expect that, could you, Anne?” 

“I don’t think it’s doing you very much good,” said his 
sister. 
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“Wdl, perhap I was hopeless from the start. But it’s never too 
late to mend, is it, HUda?” he said. “Now that you’ve such 
a good job of Eustace, you must come and try yotu- ©n me. 

Don’t you think so, Anne?” 

Anne gave Hilda a considering look. 

“We should love to see you, of course,” she said. “But you 
needn’t pay any attention to him, he likes to tease.” 

“But I want her to pay attention to me,” cried Dick, appealii^ 
to the company in general, “roa never did, Aime, you uf glfftfd 
me shamefully. You weren’t a true sister to me. You’re eighteen 
now, and what have you ever done for me? And Hilda’s only — 
only how old?” 

“She’s nearly fourteen,” said Eustace, as Hilda did not speak. 
“Nearly fourteen, that’s only thirteen, and yet, thanVa to the 
way she trained Eustace, he’s now a rich man wi& thmiaanHs of 
poimds in the bank.” 

“Fifty-eight thousand,” said Gerald Steptoe sole mnl y, “Daddy 
told me.” 

“But I didn’t do it,” said Hilda. “It wasn’t my fault. 1 just 
told Eustace he must speak to Miss Fotheigill, and not minH her 
being old and ugly. That was all I did.” 

“But it was quite enot^h,” Dick Stavdey said. “Anne and I 
often used to pass Miss Fotheigill when we were riding on the 
cliffs. And Anne could see that she was old and ugly just as wdl 
as Hilda could. But she never said, ‘Now, Dick, just get off a 
minute and be polite to poor Miss Fotheigill’.” 

“You wouldn’t, if I had,” said his aster. 

“How do you know? I might, and then perhaps she would 
have left her money to me. It all came from having Hilda as a 
sister. Did Nancy ever tell you to speak to Miss Fothergill, 
Gerald?” 

“Good Lord, no. We used to run a mile when we saw her.” 
“There you are, you see. You asters simply don’t know your 
job. There was sixty-d^t thousand pounds for the askii^ and 
ndther of you would take the trouble to say, ‘Dick — or Gerald — 
I can spare you for a moment from my adc, in fact I’m longing 
to see the back of you— just run over and talk to that u^y old 
lady. I know she’s half paralysed, and whistles when she speaks, 
and her hands aren’t very nice to look at, bang rather like a 
lion’s, but you’ll find it well worth while’.” 
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They all laughed, and the gay, happy sound was caught by the 
wind that played in their bright hair. 

**But Hilda knows what’s good for a chap, and that’s 
why Eustace is going to spend the rest of his life in comfort, 
not sweating in banks, or offices, or chambers, but just lying 
about on deck-chairs and ringing the bell when he wants any- 
thing.” 

“Just like Miss Fothergill,” said Nancy. “We often saw Eus- 
tace going to Laburnum Lodge and Daddy laid a bet with 
Mother that she would leave him something. ‘Depend upon it, 
he doesn’t go there for nothing,* Daddy used to say. “That boy’s 
got his head screwed on.’” 

“She always did give me tea,” said Eustace, “but I never asked 
for it. I just happened to be there at the time.” 

Nancy laughed. 

“We aren’t blaming you, Eustace. Now, tell me one thing: is 
it true she was really a witch?” 

“A witch?” 

“Well, everybody said so. They said she had a broomstick and 
flew out on it at night. I expect she kept it in the umbrella-stand 
in the hall.” 

“I never saw it, Nancy,” said Ettstace seriously. 

“But she had a stick, hadn’t she?” 

“Yes, but for walking with.” 

“Would you know a broomstick if you saw one?” 

“I’m not sure that I should.” 

“Well, I bet you she had one. And everyone said that she cast 
spells.” 

“I don’t think she did.” 

“Well, didn’t she cast one on you? Wasn’t that partly why you 
were always going there?” 

Eustace tried to see his fiiendship with Miss Fothergill in terms 
of a spell. It woidd explain a great deal, of course. But surely 
witches were wicked? Miss Fotheigill represented the good; and 
in all bis dealings with her he had had one aim, to increase the 
volume of good surrounding Eustace Cherrington and radiating 
from him over the whole world. It had been quite pleasant, of 
course, but then good things could be pleasant, once you had got 
over your initial distaste for them. They naade you fed good, and 
a witch could never do that. 
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“Witches have familiars, you know,’* Nancy went on. “Do you 
know what a familiar is?” 

Eustace shook his head. 

“They’re little boys generaUy, quite nice little boys to begin 
with. That’s why the witch likes them. She has to look about 
very carefully to find the right kind: she might find one on the 
cliffs, of course. You see, most boys are so selfish, like Gerald : they 
wouldn’t be any good to a witch, because she couldn’t anake them 
do what she wanted them to do.” 

“What would she want them to do?” 

“Oh, fetch and carry, you know, and run about after her, and 
pick up her purse, and read aloud to her, and play cards with 
her, and forfeits, and give her kisses.” 

“How did you know that?” cried Eustace, scarlet. 

“A little bird told me. And all the time he thinks he is being 
very kind, but it’s really the witch who is putting a spell on him. 
And then in the end, you see, she gets possession of his soul, and 
it becomes as thin as paper and she slips it under her pillow every 
night when she goes to bed. But of course he doesn’t know any^ 
thing about that. He imagines he still has his soul and it’s the 
same size as usual. And then she dies and leaves him a fortune 
to show that she has paid for his soul and it really is hers. He 
never gets it back, poor little boy!” 

Eustace stared at her fascinated. The wind had put a delicate 
flush upon her milky skin^ a mischievous gleam was in her eyes* 
to the onset of the wind and the restless movements of the horse 
her slight figure yielded itsdf in a himdred attitudes of grace. 
Into Eustace’s heart stole a sensation of exquisite sweetness; he 
remembered when he had last felt it— at the dancing class, on the 
afternoon when she rejected all his rivals and danced with him 
and for him. She had spoken of a spdl— well, wasn’t this one? 
believe a witch,” he said with a boldness that surprised 

him. 

“I may be,” said Nancy, appearing to welcome this vile charge, 
**but if I flTn it doesn’t tripari that I want to have anythmg to do 
with a i^miliqr who ba s belonged to another witch. He would be 
secondhand, you see.” 

She turned away pensively and looked across the head of her 
brother’s horse at Dick. 

**Don’t to her, Eustace,” Dick said. “She’s been reading 
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something in a book, you know, and she doesn’t quite understand 
it — ^all that about fainiliars and souls, I mean. I’m sure your soul 
is as good as hers any day — I don’t think she has one. Now Hilda” 
— ^his voice changed — has a soul, of course.” 

Eustace, still with his eyes on Nancy’s face, saw it harden 
slightly, “What a pity there isn’t a Mr. Fothergill, eh, Eustace?” 
Dick went on, speaking to Eustace but looking at Hilda. “Do 
you think if I got into a bath-chair, and made Gerald here push 
it along the cliffs, you could order Hilda to come and talk to me 
and have tea with me and — ^and all the rest of it? Do you think 
you could?” 

“Wdl,” said Eustace, “perhaps if you were really ill. . . . But 
I don’t think you ever would be.” 

“No, I’m iifraid not; too healthy. All the same I shall try it. 
One day you’ll be out walking and you’ll notice something crawl- 
ing along in the distance and when you come up to it this is what 
you’ll see” — ^and leaning forward on the horse he clenched his 
hands and curved his shoulders, as though his body had con- 
tracted to meet a sudden pain, and dropping his right eye and 
twisting up the comer of his mouth, he naanaged to force his face 
into a hideous resemblance to Miss Fothergill’s. 

Even Existace laughed. 

“You’d be like the wolf in Little Red Riding Hood,” h« 
exclaimed. 

“Yes, and Eustace would have to come and kill me. But h< 
wouldn’t, he’d be too lazy by that time. He’d just ring for an- 
other sherry and bitters and say, ‘Poor Hilda, I always knew she’e 
get into trouble !’ ” 

“I shouldn’t,” said Eustace indignantly. “I should ” H< 

stopped and looked helplessly at the towering horses, and at Did 
who reminded him of the picture of a centaur. 

“There, I knew it,” Dick Stavdey cried triumphantly, “h 
wouldn’t do anything. He would allow his sister to be eaten an< 
not bother to avenge her. That’s what comes of having money 
All the same, it’s very nice to have it.” He looked at his watch 
“By Jove, it’s half-past twdve. We must be getting along. Dow 
separate here, Nancy?” 

“I think we’ve just time to go back by Old Anchorstone wit 
you,” said Nancy. 

Dick caught his sister’s eye. 
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“Excellent, as long as it doesn’t make you late. But before we 
go let’s give diem both three cheers.” His face turned serious, his 
voice resonant with command. “Three cheers for Hilda and 
Eustace, coupled with the name of Miss Janet Fothergill. Now 
all together. Hip-hip-hooray!” 

“Hip-hip-hooray !” 

“Hip-hip-hooray I” 

Three times the sound rose and fell. Thin and light, it soon 
mingled with the greedy cries of the seagulls or was snatched out 
of earshot by the wind; but its quality was unique and unmistak- 
able. Eustace had never heard cheering before but at once he 
recognised what it meant and his heart expanded and glowed. 
Four people all wishing him well, all cheering him to the skies! 

It was a glorious moment. Noticing that Dick and Gerald had 
taken their caps off, he took off his hat too, and waved it with a 
proud and gallant air. Startled, the horses sidled and pranced, 
and seemed to bow to each other; they made a ripple of move- 
ment, upwards, downwards, sideways, and their riders moved 
sometimes in time with their rhythm, sometimes against it, as 
though they too had the jfreedom of the wind and sky. Laughing 
and self-conscious and a little sheepish, they turned to each other, 
and then, still with the same half-apologetic look, to Eustace and 
Hilda. “Good-bye, good-bye, good luck!” their voices sang. 

There was a convulsive stir among the horses; a swinging of 
heads, a dipping of hindquarters; in a moment sand flew up from 
thudcflng hoofi, and they were oiff. Still waving his hat, Eustace 
watched them out of sight. 



Chapter XV 

One Heart or Two 


“TTE said it was half-past twelve,” said Hilda. *‘We shan’t 
Xi have time to finish the pond now.” 

‘‘Yes, I mean no,” said Eustace. 

“You don’t know what you mean.” 

Eustace gazed about him. In the foreground was a great untidy 
patch of sand, churned up by the horses’ hoofs; it looked like a 
battlefield and gave him a curious thrill of pleasure. He drew a 
long breath and sighed smd looked again. On his left was the sea, 
purposefully coming in; already its advance ripples were within 
a few yards of where they stood. Ahead lay long lines of breakers, 
sometimes four or five deep, riding in each other’s tracks towards 
the shore. On his right was the cliff, rust-red below, with the 
white band of chalk above and, just visible, the crazy line of 
hedgerow clinging to its edge, Eustace turned round to look at 
the two promenades, stretching away with their burden of shops, 
swingboats, and shabby buildings dedicated vaguely to amuse- 
ment; next came the pier striding out into the sea, and beyond it 
the smoke-stained sky above the railway station. 

Yes, they were all there. But a fortnight ago, half an hour ago, 
they had not been. Eustace felt he was seeing them after a life- 
time’s separation. Experimentally, as it were, he drew another 
long breath. How gratefully, how comfortingly, his body re- 
sponded ! He knew it and it Imew him; they were old, old friends 
and the partnership was not going to be broken. 

“I feel so happy, Hilda,” he said. “I don’t think I ever felt so 
happy in all my life.” 

“Why?” said Hilda. She had gone back to her rock and was 
sitting with her face half turned away from him. “Is it because 
you’ve been given all that money?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace, “I’d forgotten about that,” and indeed, 
for the moment, he had. “But aren’t you glad too?” he went on. 
“I mean, glad that I’m not going away.” 

184 
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‘‘But you are going away,” said Hilda, “You’re going away to 
school, I’m not glad about that, and I don’t suppose you are. Or 
are you?” she added menacingly, 

A shadow flitted across Eustace’s face. 

“Of course not. But that isn’t the same as going right 
away,” 

“I never believed you were going right away, as you call it,” 

“You did!” 

“I didn’t!” 

“You did!” 

“I didn’t!” 

“Well, why were you so angry just now?” 

“That was because I thought. , , . Oh, I don’t know what I 
thought. . . . Then those people came and interrupted every- 
thing.” 

“Weren’t you pleased?” asked Eustace, his eye brighteniii^ at 
the sight of die patch of sand, the magnificent disorder of which 
had been created to do him honour. 

“Yes, in a way, but they did rather spoil our morning,” 

“Didn’t you enjoy talking to them?” 

“We didn’t talk at all. They talked all the time.” 

This was nearly true. Eustace tried again. “Didn’t you think 
Dick was nice?” 

Hilda clasped her long thin hands together. “He’s always like 
that, isn’t he?” 

“Well, we haven’t seen him often. Didn’t you thhik it was 
funny what he said about riding in a bath-chair and pretending 
to be Miss Fothergill?” 

“I don’t think he ought to have made jokes about her.” 

“Well, perhaps not. Shall you go and see him when I’m at 
school, like he asked you to?” 

“I expect he’ll be at school too. Anyhow I shan’t have time. 
I shall have to help with Barbara, and the housework, and learn 
French and drawing so as to be a governess later on.” 

“A governess?” cried Eustace. “Whoever said you were going 
to be a governess?” 

“Aunt Sarah told me months ago that I naight have to be. I 
didn’t tdl you because I knew you wouldn’t like it. Besides, I 
don’t tell you everything.” 

“I don’t like it,” said Eustace. Primed as he was with happi- 
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ness, inviilnerable as it seemed to sufiFering, a pang shot through 
him. Hilda a governess! Of course she knew how to govern, he 
coxild testify to that. But without vanity he knew that when it 
came to governing he was an easy subject. Others might not be. 
Other children might be naughty and disobedient. At once he 
pictured Hilda’s charges in a state of chronic insurrection. *Sit 
still. Tommy, and do your sums as I told you.’ T won’t, Miss 
Cherrington.’ ‘Alice, how often have I told you not to draw 
pictures of me in your geography book?’ No answer: Alice goes 
on drawing. ‘Lady Evangeline,’ (here Eustace’s imagination took 
a sudden leap) ‘May I ask you to remember the rule. I before 
E except after C?’ ‘You can ask me. Miss Cherrington, but I 
shan’t pay any attention. After all, you’re only a governess, and 
there are plenty more.’ ‘Butler,’ said the Marchioness, ‘ring the 
bell for Miss Cherrington. I’m afraid I shall have to dismiss her. 
You needn’t order the trap. She can walk to the station.’ Ring 
the bell, ring the bell ! Why, that was what they said he, Eustace, 
would be doing. He would be ringing the bell for — ^what was it? 
— 2i something and bitters; and in another house, far away, 
beyond some mountains, perhaps, Hilda would be answering the 
bell, like a servant. A thought came to him. 

“Do you think sixty-eight thousand poimds is a great deal of 
money?” 

“They all talked as if it was,” replied Hilda in an indifferent 
tone. 

“Gerald said it was only fifty-eight thousand.” 

“Did he? There’s not much difiference, I shouldn’t think.” 

“I know that a thousand a year is a great deal of money,” 
Eustace persisted, feeling about in his mind for some way to 
interest Hilda in his financial prospects. “I once heard Daddy 
say of Mr. Clements, ‘Oh, Clements is at the top of the tree. He’s 
very well off. I shouldn’t be surprised if he had nearly a thousand 
a year.* ” 

“Mr. Clements has been in the office much longer than Daddy. 
Besides, he’s quite old. Most people get richer as they get older.” 

“Aren’t children ever rich, then?” 

“Hardly ever. Besides, it wouldn’t be good for them.” 

“But I am,” said Eustace. “They all said so. That’s why they 
congratulated us and gave us three cheers.” 

“It was you they were cheering,” said Hilda. “They only 
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cheered me because I happened to be with you. I haven’t got 
any of the money, and I shouldn’t want it either.” 

“Oh, but wouldn’t you?” cried Eustace. Fearful of his plan 
miscarrying, he put into his voice all the persuasiveness that he 
could muster, “Think of the difference it would make. You 
wouldn’t have to be a governess; you wouldn’t have to do the 
housework, or any more than you wanted; you wouldn’t have to 
bother about Barbara except to take her out sometimes for a drive 
or to the shops to buy toys for her.” Eustace paused and cast 
about for positive gratifications that might make money seem 
desirable to Hilda; he was handicapped because her whole 
attitude seemed to be stiff with rejection, and the only course that 
occurred to him was to credit her with a wish for luxuries which he 
would have wished for in her place. 

“You could have all the clothes you wanted,” he began, “and 
you could have a horse like Nancy has to go riding with Dick 
Staveley,” 

“I have all the clothes I need, thank you,” said Hilda, “And 
I don’t want to go riding with Dick Staveley. I’ve told you that 
ever so often. And why she goes riding with him I don’t know, 
because you can see he doesn’t like her half as much as she likes 
him. I should have thought she would have more pride.” 

you see that?” asked Eustace, amazed at Hilda’s 

insight. 

“Of course you coxild if you had eyes,” said Hilda, “and weren’t 
so silly about Nancy as you are. Anyhow, the horse isn’t hers : it’s 
one she hired from Craddock’s — know it, that bay mare with 
the white fetlock.” 

Again Eustace was astonished by Hilda’s powers of observa- 
tion. But he was right in one thing: she had a passion for horses, 
although for some reason she took so much trouble to conceal it. 
And although her reception of his picture of her moneyed future 
was discouraging she had consented to argue about it, which was 
a hopeful sign. 

“And then we could have a house together,” he urged, “And 
servants to wait on us, and . . . and come when we rang the bell 
• . . and we could stay in bed for breakfast, and have deck-chairs 
in the garden and lemonade when it was hot,” 

Eustace recollected that Hilda had a weakness for fizzy 
lemonade. “And, of course, we should spend a good deal of the 
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time abroad, at Homburg and Carlsbad ... I don’t quite know 
what we should do there, but it would be nice to be abroad, 
wouldn’t it? And we could go to other places. We might see 
Vesuvius in eruption or be in Lisbon when there was an earth- 
quake.” 

*‘I shouldn’t want to do any of those things,” said Hilda. 
“They sound rather silly to me,” 

She spoke in her faraway voice and Eustace realised that he 
had awoken the mood of self-dramatisation in which, picturing 
herself as something other than she was, she might be accessible 
to his proposals for her welfare. But he had never learned to 
reckon wi& the austerity of her nature, its manifestations were a 
continual surprise to him. She seemed to do disagreeable jobs 
because she liked doing them, not because they were milestones 
on the steep but shining pathway of self-sacrifice. A future that 
would be dark for him might be bright for her. Acting on a sud- 
den inspiration he said: 

“And you could go to school too if you liked.” 

Eustace saw that he had scored a hit. Hilda’s head sank back- 
wards, and her loiig eyelids drooped over her eyes. Speaking in 
her deepest voice, she said, “What’s the good of talking about it? 
Miss Fothergill didn’t leave her money to me.” 

“No,” said Eustace, “but,” he added triumphantly, “I can 
share it with you if you’ll let me,” 

“I won’t.” 

“You will,” 

“I won’t.” 

“You \rill.” 

“All r%ht,” said Hilda. “Anything to keep you quiet” 

Soon they were deep in money matters. How much would they 
have? How long would it last? 

“It depends whether Gerald was r^ht or Dick,” said Eustace. 
“Gerald said fifty-eight thousand pounds and Dick said sixty- 
eight.” 

“Perhaps they were both wrong,” said Hilda. 

“Oh no, Dick couldn’t be. He’s got a lot of money himsdf. 
Nancy said so. Let’s say sixty-eight thousand. Look, I’ll write it 
on the sand with my spade.” 

“It’s vxdgar to write things on the sand. Only common children 
do that.” 
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‘‘Oh, it doesn’t matter! Figures aren’t the same as words. 
They couldn’t be rude.” 

The number 68,000 appeared in figures of imposing size. 

“If we each had a thousand pounds a year, how many years 
would sixty-eight thousand last^” 

“Divide by a thousand,” said Hilda. 

“How do I do that?” 

“You ought to know. Cut off three noughts.” 

Eustace took his spade and tinwilUngly put a line through each 
of the last three figures, leaving the number 68 looking small, 
naked, and imimpressive. 

“Sixty-eight years,” he said doubtfully. “How old would vou 
be then, Hilda?” 

“Add fourteen.” 

Eustace put 14 under 68 and drew a line. 

“That makes eighty-two. And how old should I be?” 

“Subtract four fi:om eighty-two. You’re nearly four years 
younger than me.” 

“What a lot of figures I’m making,” said Eustace, his lips 
following the motions of his spade. “That comes to seventy- 
eight. You would be eighty-two and I should be seventy-eight, 
or seventy-eight and a half. After that we shouldn’t have any 
more money, should we?” 

“We might be dead by then,” said Hilda. 

“Oh no,” said Eustace, shocked. “I don’t suppose so. At least 
I shouldn’t.” He broke off, not wanting to suggest that Hilda 
might die first. “I mean,” he amended, “people do live to be 
ninety. But perhaps we should have saved something. We 
needn’t spend exactly a thousand pounds every year. You could 
save oilt of your thousand, and perhaps I could save out of mine.” 

Hilda rose from her rodk, brushed herself cursorily, and moved 
across to examine Eustace’s figures. 

“You haven’t made those eights very well,” she said. “You 
never could get them qmte right. Now just make one for practice, 
and show me how you do it.” 

Trying to hide his irritation, Eustace complied. 

“You ought to go across first, instead of coming down. The 
rest of them seem to be all right.” With critical eyes die studied 
the figures, while Eustace, fearful of being detected in a mistake, 
grew first red and then pale. Suddenly Hilda burst out laughing. 
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She laughed and laughed, throwing herself backwards and for- 
wards, At last she said: “You’ll have to do it all over again,” 

“Oh, but why?” said Eustace. “I did exactly as you told me.” 

“I know,” said Hilda, still overcome by amusement. “It was 
my fault really. I forgot you’d have to divide by two.” 

“Divide what by two?” asked Eustace, now completely at sea. 
Mathematics had always been his weak subject, the only one, 
really, in which Hilda had the advantage over him. He felt 
flustered and disappointed. The calculation, which had been 
such fun, almost the only sum he had ever enjoyed doing, was 
ending, as so many sums did, in mortification and defeat, 

“Now start again here,” said Hilda, inexorably leading him to 
a dean patch of sand. “Sixty-eight thousand, divided by a 
thousand, sixty-eight: that’s right. Now you must divide sixty- 
eight by two to get the number of years.” 

“But why?” 

“Because there are two of us, silly.” 

Still uncomprehending and indignant, Eustace did this piece 
of division in silence. 

“Thirty-four,” said the sands. 

“You see, the money will only last thirty-four years,” said 
Hilda kindly. “How old shall I be then?” 

A pause while the spade made its incisions. 

“Forty-eight.” 

“Let me look at the eight. Yes, that’s better. And how old will 
you be?” 

“I can do that in my head,” said Eustace peevishly. “Forty- 
four.” 

“You see what a difference there is?” said Hilda, still chuckling. 

“Yes,” said Eustace. “We might be alive a long time after 
that,” 

“But of course if we only had five hundred a year each — ^would 
you like to work that out?” 

"No, thank you,” said Eustace sulkily. 

“Do you know what the answer is?” 

“I think I can guess,” 

“What is it?” 

“I’ll tell you later on.” 

“I want you to tdl me now. Or would you rather I told you?” 

“No. Yes, tell me if you want to.” 
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“I should be eighty-two and you seventy-eight, of course!” 

Eustace shrank into himself and looked malignantly at Hilda, 
It was to have been such a grand moment, this dividing of the 
treasure; at the prospect his whole nature had put out flags and 
blossoms; and how they were tom, how they were withered! All 
the glorious experience of giving reduced to the dimensions of an 
arithmetic lesson, and a lesson in which he had signally failed to 
shine. His eyes filled with tears. He looked away from Hilda at 
the scratched and scribbled sand. What use was a fortune if it 
failed one at the age of forty-four? This morning, to Eustace 
under sentence of death, forty-four seemed unattainably far away. 
Now it was only just round the comer: he would be there in no 
time — ^and then misery, penury, the workhouse. And the alterna- 
tive? Five hundred a year till he was seventy-eight. But what 
was five himdred a year to someone who could have had a 
thousand? Would his father have called Mr. Clements well off 
if a paltry five hundred a year was all Mr. Clements had to boast 
of? There was no point, no sense in having five hundred a year: 
it would command nobody’s respect. It was sheer beggary. One 
might as well be without it. 

He glanced at the figures, only a moment since engraved with 
so much pride and excitement. They looked ill noade, sprawling. 
No wonder Hilda had found fault with them. Divide by two, 
divide by two. Yes, there it was, the division, the simple piece of 
division, that had been so fatal to happiness. Supposing tibc sand 
was a slate, how easy it would be to wipe those figures off! And 
in a way it was a slate, for here was the sea crawling up to blot out 
what he had written. It was not too late to change his mind. 

Hilda was a girl who didn’t care much for money. When her 
brother Eustace wanted her to share his fortune with her, she 
made him do a lot of sums. She did not imderstand that that’s 
not what money’s for. It’s for more important things like hunting 
and shooting and going abroad. You can do sums without having 
money, in fact if you have money you needn’t do sums, you can 
pay someone else to do them. Eustace offered Hilda half his 
money, but all she did was to make him practise writing eights. 
So he said, T’ve changed my mind, I don’t think I’ll give you the 
money after all and you can be a governess as Aunt Sarah said’. 
And Hilda said, ‘Oh, Eustace, I am so sorry I made you do the 
eights, after you had been so generous to me. Please, please let 
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me have the money; I don’t at all want to be a governess. I shall 
be terribly homesick and lonely, and they will ^ be very unkind 
to me, and say I am not teaching the children in the right way 
because I haven’t been to school or got any degrees. Please, 
please, Eustace, remember how we were children together,’ But 
Eustace said, ‘I’m afraid it’s no good, Hilda, you see I never 
change my mind twice.’ Then Hilda said, ‘Oh, but you’ve writ- 
ten it down, it’s a promise and you can’t break a promise.’ But 
Eustace pointed to the sea and said, smiling, T’m afraid there 
won’t be much left of my promise in a few minutes’ time.’ Then 
Hilda began to cry and said, ‘Oh, how can you be so cruel?’ but 
Eustace didn’t listen because he had a heart of stone. 

Strengthened and emboldened by this meditation, Eustace 
turned resolutely to Hilda who had taken up her spade and was 
negligently dashing off some very accurate eights, 

“I suppose if only one person had the money, it would go on 
being a thousand a year till he was seventy-eight?” 

“Yes,” said Hilda, without looking up. “It would. I should 
keep it all if I were you. Don’t bother about me. Let’s pretend 
we were just doing a sum for fun.” She made another eight, more 
infuriatingly orthodox than the last. 

This was not at all what Eustace had bargained for. His newly 
found firmness of purpose began to ooze out of him. Still, the 
pleasures of vindictiveness, once tasted, are not easily put aside. 

“Should you mind being a governess very much?” he asked. It 
occurred to him that she genuinely might not mind. 

“I dare say I shouldn’t really,” said Hilda. “It would depend 
what the children were like. They might not be so easy to manage 
as you are. Of course I’d rather go to school, but as you won’t be 
here in any case, it doesn’t matter much what I do.” 

Eustace had to admit to himself that this wsis a handsome 
speech, and the more he thought about it the handsomer it 
seemed. Revenge died in his heart and was replaced by a glow of 
another kind. He looked at Hilda. Poised, doubtless, over an- 
other superlative eight, she stood with her back to him; on her 
worn blue dress where she had been sitting on the rock were 
seaweed and the stains of seaweed. The sight touched him as he 
was always touched when her habitual command over circum- 
stances showed signs of breaking down. The taste of pride was 
sour in his mouth. He must make her a peace offer. 
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“Let me see if I can do an eight like one of yours/* he said 
placatingly. 

Assuming her air of judgement Hilda watched him do it. 

“Not at all bad,” she pronounced. “You*re improving.*’ 

The stretch of sand on which they stood now bore the appear- 
ance of a gigantic ledger, but towards the middle there was still 
a space left, a vacant lot shaped like a shield, which challenged 
Eustace’s feeling for symmetry and completeness. “I’m going to 
draw something,” he annoxmced. He moved over to the virgin 
patch and began to make a design on it. After a minute or two’s 
work he drew back and studied the result, sucking his lower lip. 

“What’s that?” asked Hilda. 

“You’ll see in a moment.” 

He returned to his sketch and added a few lines. 

“I still don’t see what it is,” said Hilda. 

“It’s meant to be a heart. A heart isn’t very easy to draw.” 

“And what’s that sticking through it?” 

“That’s an arrow. Look, I’ll put some more feathers on its 
tail.” Eustace got to work again and the tail was soon almost as 
long as the shaft and the head combined. “Now I’ll just make its 
point a little sharper.” 

“I shouldn’t touch it any more if I were you,” said Hilda, 
proffering the advice given to so many artists. “You’re making 
the lines too thick, A heart doesn’t have all those rough edges.” 

“It might be bleeding, from the arrow. I’U put in a few drops 
of blood falling from the tip and making a little pool.” Formed 
of small round particles rising to a peak in the middle, the pool of 
blood looked far from fluid. 

“Those drops look more like money than blood,” said Hilda. 

“They might be money as well as blood — Wood-money,” said 
Eustace, trying to defend his draughtsmanship, “There is such 
a thing, isn’t there?” 

“Yes, it’s what you pay for freedom if you’re held in bondage,” 
Hilda told him. 

Eustace turned this over in his mind. “I don’t think I want 
that. Blood looks better than money in a picture because it’s a 
prettier colour. I never saw a picture with money in it.” 

“You haven’t seen all the pictures there are,” said Hilda. 
“There might be one of the thirty pieces of silver.” 

“No, because Judas kept them in a bag so they shoWdn’t be 
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seen,” said Eustace glibly. This was one of those border-line 
remarks which he sometimes allowed himself when in a sanguine 
mood. The statement couldn’t be disproved, so it wouldn’t count 
as a lie even if he wasn’t sure it was true. 

“But have you ever seen a picture with blood in it?” asked 
Hilda. 

“Oh yes,” said Eustace. “Bible pictures are often bloody.” 
He felt there was something wrong with this as soon as he said it, 
and Hilda left him in no doubt. 

“Daddy told you not to use that word,” she cautioned him. 
“It’s wicked and besides you might get taken up.” 

“I meant blood-stained,” said Eustace hastily, and hoping the 
alternative had not jumped into his mind too late to avert the sin 
of blasphemy. Crime was much less heinous. “Only here, in this 
picture,” he hurried on, as though by changing the subject he 
might conceal his slip from powers less vigilant than Hilda, “I 
haven’t made the drops run into each other properly. I’ll put in 
some more. There, that’s better. But wait, I haven’t finished 
yet.” 

He walked backwards and fixed on the diagram a scowl of 
terrifying ferocity. “I think this is how I’ll do it. Don’t look for a 
minute. Shut your eyes.” 

Obediently Hilda screwed her eyes up. A long time seemed to 
pass. At length she heard Eustace’s voice say, “You can look 
now.” This is what she saw: 



“You understand what it means, don’t you?” asked Eustace 
anxiously. 
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‘‘Yes, I suppose I do. Thank you, Eustace.*’ 

“That’s the right sign for pounds, isn’t it, an L with a cross?” 

“It ought to have two, but one does almost as well.” 

Eustace felt pleased at being so nearly right. 

“I had to make the arrow-head pointing at you,” he said, 
“because, you see, it was going that way already, and I couldn’t 
alter it. And of course it’s bringing you the money. But it won’t 
hurt you, at least I hope not, although I drew it at a venture. I 
don’t think it will, do you? You see, it isn’t touching you.” 

“A sand-arrow couldn’t hurt me, silly,” said Hilda. “Besides, 
it’s crooked. But I don’t think Aunt Sarah would like us to write 
our names up anywhere. She’s always been strict about that.” 

Eustace looked troubled. 

“I know what I’U do. I’ll rub out all of our names except the 
capital letters.” He scrabbled on the sand with his foot. “Now it 
just says E. to H.” 

Thm edited, the diagram looked at once intimate and anony- 
mous. 

“Which of our hearts is it?” asked Hilda, after giving Eustace 
time to admire the beauty of his handiwork. 

“Well, I meant it to belong to both of us,” said Eustace, “I 
ought to have drawn two, perhaps, but I didn’t quite know how to 
make them fit. If you like you can imagine another heart at 
the back of this one, exactly the same size. It would be there 
though you couldn’t see it. Then the arrow would go through 
both and then of course they would be joined for ever. Unless 
you would rather think of us as just having one heart, as I meant 
before.” 

“I think there had better be two,” said Hilda, “because your 
heart is weaker than mine. I mean, you strained it once, didn’t 
you? — ^and they might not beat quite together.” 

“Very well,” said Eustace. “FU make a shadow here to show 
there’s something behind.” He look up his spade. 

“Now the heart looks as if it had grown a beard,” said Hilda, 
laughing. “It’s getting old, I’m afraid. How about the time? 
Oh, Eustace, it’s one o’clock already. We must hurry. You won’t 
be able to count the steps.” They set oflf towards the cliffs. 

“Let’s stay here just a minute,” panted Eustace as they reached 
the summit. “I want to get my breath and I want to see what’s 
happened while we were coming up.” 
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They paused, ignoring the stale challenge of the automatic 
machines, and clasped the railings with which the cliff, at this 
point, had been prudently fortified. How comforting, after all 
their tremors and uncertainties, was the feel of the concrete under 
their feet and the iron between their hands. They had to cling 
on, or the wind, shooting up the cliff with hollow thuds and 
mighty buffets, might have blown them over. Hilda’s head over- 
topped the railings but Eustace still had to peer through. Putting 
on their watch-dog faces they scanned the rock-strewn shore. 
From here the waves looked disappointingly small, but every 
now and then the wind-whipped sea shivered darkly over its 
whole expanse. It was coming in with a vengeance; like many 
other creeping things it made more headway when one’s back 
was turned. 

“Look, Hilda,” cried Eustace, “it’s all covered up! All the bit 
that the horses kicked up has gone, and our hearts have gone too ! 
You wouldn’t know we had ever been there. It’s just as though 
nothing had happened all the morning — ^the longest morning we 
ever spent on the sands!” 

“There’s still a bit of the pond left that we didn’t finish,” said 
Hilda, “and our footmarks coming away from it.” 

“They’ll soon be gone too,” said Eustace. 

“Now don’t stand staring any longer,” said Hilda. “We ought 
to be home by now. Come on, let’s run.” 

They started off, and Eustace was soon left behind. 

“Don’t go quite so fast, please, Hilda,” he called after her. “I 
can’t keep up wth you.” 

He made the appeal for form’s sake, not expecting her to heed 
it; but to his surprise he saw her slow down and then stop. When 
he came up with her she held out her hand and said a little self- 
consciously: 

“Let’s pretend we’re having a three-legged race.” 

Oveijoyed, Eustace took her hand and they stood lookup at 
each other inquiringly, as if they had just met for the first time, 
fellow-competitors measuring each other’s strength. 

“Who would it be against?” Eustace asked. 

Hilda dropped his hand and thought a moment. She was never 
quick at choosing players to fill imaginary rdles. 

“Well, the Steptoes perhaps. They always want taking down 
a peg. But anyone you like, really. The whole world.” 
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At the ring of this comprehensive challenge Eustace seemed to 
ee cohorts of competitors swarming on the cliff and overflowing 
nto the Square. Many of them, in flagrant disregard of the rules 
>f the race, were mounted on horses. 

“What the prize be, if we win?” he asked. 

“Of coxarse we shall win,” said Hilda. “Won’t that be enough 
or you? You think too much about prizes. Prizes are only for 
James.” 

“But isn’t this a game?” said Eustace, who always dreaded the 
noment when practice ended and performance began. 

“You can think so if you like,” said Hilda. “I shall pretend it’s 
"eal. . . . Now where’s my handkerchief?” 

She brought it out of her pocket, fingered it for a moment, then 
jtuffed it hastily back, but not brfore Eustace had noticed how 
sodden and crumpled it was. 

“I’m afraid mine’s too small,” she said. “Give me yours if you 
haven’t lost it. You don’t mind if it gets pulled about a bit, do 
jrou? It isn’t one of your best.” 

Protesting that he didn’t mind, Eustace aligned his foot with 
Hilda’s. Sinking on to one knee she passed the handkerchief 
round their ankles. 

“Won’t it come undone?” asked Eustace anxiously. 

“Not if I tie it,” muttered Hilda. “I know a knot that can’t 
come imdone, no matter how hard you pull.” 

Straightening herself, she looked critically at Eustace’s /«- 
domitable hat and at the ridges and creases on its brim. A pinch 
here and there restored it to symmetiy but could not make it 
seem the right kind of headdress for an athletic event. 

“Now put your best foot forward,” she said. 

“My best foot’s joined to yours,” objected Eustace. 

“Well, the other then. Ready? Steady?” Hilda hesitated, and 
then the light of batde flamed into her eye. “Charge!” 

They were off. Hilda had her right hand free. Grasped in the 
middle like a weapon at the trail, and swinging rhythmically as 
she ran, her iron spade seemed to be making jabs at the vitals of 
the future; while the wooden one that served Eustace as a symbol 
of Adam’s destiny, dangling from his nerveless fingers, wove in 
the air a fantastic pattern of arcs and parabolas, and threatened 
momentarily to trip him up. 

On they sped. Each lurA and stumble drew from Hilda a shrill 
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peal of laughter in which Eustace somewhat uncertainly joined. 
**Look, we’re catching them up!” Hilda cried. 

They crossed the chalk road in safety but a patch of rough 
ground lav ahead, mined with splinters and palings from the 
broken fence; and to Minney, watching from a window, it 
looked as if they were sure to come to grief before they arrived at 
the white gate of Gambo. 
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I T may take time to get over an obsession, even after the roots 
have been pulled out, Eustace was satisfied that ‘going away’ 
did not mean that he was going to die; but at moments the ficty 
chariot still cast its glare across his mind, and he was thankfid 
to shield himself behind the prosaic fact that going away meant 
nothing worse than going to school. In other circumstances the 
thought of going to school would have alarmed him; but as an 
alternative to death it was almost welcome. 

Unconsciously he tried to inoculate himself against the future 
by aping the demeanour of the schoolboys he saw about the 
streets or playing on the beach at Anchorstone. He whistled, put 
his hands in his pockets, swayed as he walked, and assumed the 
serious but detached air of someone who owes fealty to a mascu- 
line corporation beyond the ken of his womenfolk: a secret 
society demanding tribal peculiarities of speech and manner. As 
to the thoughts and habits of mind which should inspire these 
outward gestures, he found them in school stories; and if they 
were sometimes rather Ixirid they were much less distressing than 
the fiery chariot. 

His family was puzzled by his almost eager acceptance of the 
trials in store. His aunt explained it as yet another instance of 
Eustace’s indifference to home-ties, and an inevitable con- 
sequence of the money he had inherited fi:om Miss Fothergill. 
She had to remind herself to be fair to him whenever she thought 
of this undeserved success. But to his father the very fact that it 
was undeserved made Eustace something of a hero. His son was 
a dark horse who had romped home, and the sight of Eustace 
often gave him a pleasurable tingling, an impulse to laugh and 
make merry, such as may greet the evening paper when it brings 
news of a win. A lad of such mettle would natxirally want to go 
to school. 

To Minney her one time charge was now more than ever 
‘Master* Eustace; in other ways her feeling for him remained 
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unchanged by anything that happened to him. He was just her 
little boy who was obeying the natural order of things by growing 
up. Barbara was too young to realize that the hair she sometimes 
pulled belonged to an embryo schoolboy. In any case, she was 
an egotist, and had she been older she would have regarded her 
brother’s translation to another sphere from the angle of how it 
affected her. She would have set about finding other strings to 
pull now that she was denied his hair. 

Thus, the gro'wn-ups, though they did not want to lose him, 
viewed Eustace’s metamorphosis without too much misgiving; 
and moreover they felt that he must be shown the forbearance 
and accorded the special privileges of one who has an ordeal 
before him. Even Aunt Sarah, who did not like the whistling or 
the hands in the pockets or the slang, only rebuked them half- 
heartedly. 

But Hilda, beautiful, unapproachable Hilda, could not recon- 
cile herself to the turn events had taken. Was she not and would 
she not always be nearly four years older than her brother 
Eustace? Was she not his spiritual adviser, pledged to make him 
a credit to her and to hinaself and to his family? 

He was her care, her task in life. Indeed, he was much more 
than that; her strongest feelings centred in him and at the thought 
of losing him she felt as if her heart was being tom out of her 
body. 

So while Eustace grew more perky, Hilda pined. She had 
never carried herself well, but now she slouched along, hurrying 
past people she knew as if she had important business to attend 
to, and her beauty, had she been aware of it, might have been a 
pursuer she was trying to shake off. 

Eustace must not go to school, he must not. She knew he 
would not want to, when the time came; but then it would be 
too late. She had rescued him from Anchorstone Hall, the lair 
of the highwayman, Dick Stavdey, his hero and her bite noire i 
and she would rescue him again. But she must act, and act at 
once. 

It was easy to find arguments. School would be bad for him. 
It would bring out the qualities he shared with other little boys, 
qualities which could be kept in check if he remained at home. 

**What are little boys made of?” she demanded, and looked 
round in triumph when Eustace ruefully but dutifully answered: 
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“Snips and snails and puppy-dogs* tails 
And thath what they are made o£** 

He would grow rude and unruly and start being cruel to 
animals. Schoolboys always were. And he would fall ill; he 
would have a return of his bronchitis. Anchorstone was a health- 
resort. Eustace (who loved statistics and had a passion for re- 
cords) had told her that Anchorstone had the ninth lowest death- 
rate in England. (This thought had brought him some fleeting 
comfort in the darkest hours of his obsession.) If he went away 
from Anchorstone he might die. They did not want him to die, 
did they? 

Her father and her aunt listened respectfully to Hilda. Since 
her mother’s death they had treated her as if she was half grown 
up, and they often told each other that she had an old head on 
young shoulders. 

Hilda saw that she had impressed them and went on to say 
how much better Eustace was looking, which was quite true, 
and how much better behaved he was, except when he was 
pretending to be a schoolboy (Eustace reddened at this). And, 
above all, what a lot he knew; far more than most boys of his 
age, she said. Why, besides knowing that Anchorstone had the 
ninth lowest death-rate in England, he knew that Cairo had the 
highest death-rate in the world, and would speedily have been 
wiped out had it not also had the highest birth-rate. (This double 
pre-eminence made the record-breaking city one of Eustace’s 
favourite subjects of contemplation.) And ^ this he owed to 
Aunt Sarah’s teaching. 

Aunt Sarah couldn’t help being pleased; she was well-educated 
herself and knew that Eustace was quick at his lessons. 

“I shouldn’t be surprised if he gets into quite a high class,” his 
father said; “you’ll see, he’ll be bringing home a prize or two, 
won’t you, Eustace?” 

“Oh, but boys don’t always leam much at school,” objected 
Hilda. 

“How do you know they don’t?” said Mr. Cherrington teas- 
ingly. “She never speaks to any other boys, does she, Eustace?” 

But before Eustace had time to answer, Hilda surprised them 
all by saying: “Well, I do, so there! I spoke to Gerald Steptoe!” 

Everyone was thunderstruck to hear this, particularly Eustace, 
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because Hilda had always had a special dislike for Gerald Steptoe, 
who was a sturdy, round-faced, knockabout boy with rather 
off-hand manners, 

*‘1 met him near the post-office,” Hilda said, “and he took off 
his cap, so I had to speik to him, hadn’t I?” 

Eustace said nothing. Half the boys in Anchorstone, which 
was only a small place, knew Hilda by sight and took their caps 
off when they passed her in the street, she was so pretty; and 
grown-up people used to stare at her, too, with a smile dawning 
on their faces. Eustace had often seen Gerald Steptoe take off 
his cap to Hilda, but she never spoke to him if she could help it, 
and would not let Eustace either. 

Aunt Sarah knew this. 

“You were quite right, Hilda. I don’t care much for Gerald 
Steptoe, but we don’t want to be rude to anyone, do we?” 

Hilda looked doubtful. 

“Well, you know he goes to a school near the one — St. Ninian’s 
— that you want to send Eustace to,” 

“Want to ! That’s good,” said Mx. Cherrington. “He is going, 
poor chap, on the seventeenth of January — ^that’s a month from 
to-day — ^aren’t you, Eustace? Now don’t you try to unsettle him, 
Hilda.” 

Eustace looked nervously at Hilda and saw the tears standing 
in her eyes. 

“Don’t say that to her, Alfred,” said Miss Cherrington. “You 
can see she minds much more than he does.” 

Hilda didn’t try to hide her tears, as some girls would have; 
she just brushed them away and gave a loud sniff. 

“It isn’t Eustace’s feelings I’m thinking about. If he wants to 
leave us all, let him. I’m thinking of his — ^his education.” She 
paused, and noticed that at the word education their faces grew 
grave. “Do you know what Gerald told me?” 

“Well, what did he tell you?” asked Mr. Cherrington airily, but 
Hilda saw he wasn’t quite at his ease. 

“He told me they didn’t teach the boys anything at St. Ninian’s,” 
said Hilda. “They just play games all the time. They’re very 
good at games, he said, better than his school — I can’t remember 
what it’s called.” 

“St. Cyprian’s,” put in Eustace. Any reference to a sdxool 
made him feel self-important. 
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“I knew it was another saint. But the boys at St. Ninian’s aren’t 
saints at all, Gerald said. They’re all the sons of rich swanky 
people who go there to do nothing. Gerald said that what thev 
don’t know would fill books.” 

There was a pause. No one spoke, and Mr. Cherrington and 
his sister exchanged uneasy glances. 

“I expect he exaggerated, Hilda,” said Aunt Sarah. “Boys do 
exaggerate sometimes. It’s a way of showing off. I hope Eustace 
won’t learn to. As you know, Hilda, we went into the whole 
thing very thorougUy. We looked fcough twenty-nine pros- 
pectuses before we decided, and your father thought Mr. Wag- 
horn a very gentlemanly, understanding sort of man.” 

“The boys call him ‘Old Foghorn’,” said Hilda, and was re- 
warded by seeing Miss Cherrington stiffen in distaste. “And they 
imitate him blowing his nose, and take bets about how many 
times he’ll clear his throat during prayers. I don’t like having to 
tell you this,” she added virtuously, “but I thought I ought to.” 

“What are bets, Daddy?” asked Eustace, hoping to lead the 
conversation into safer channels. 

“Bets, my boy^” said Mr. Cherrington. “Well, if you think 
something will happen, and another fellow doesn’t, and you bet 
him sispence that it will, then if it does he pays you sixpence, 
and if it doesn’t you pay him siscpence.” 

Eustace was thinking that this was a very fair arrangement 
when Miss Cherrington said, “Please don’t say ‘you’, Alfred, or 
Eustace might imagine that you were in the habit of making bets 
yoxirsdf,” 

“Well began Mr. Cherrington. 

“Betting is a very bad habit,” said Miss Cherrington firmly, 
“and I’m sorry to hear that the boys of St. Ninian’s practise it — 
if they do: again, Gerald may have been exaggerating, and it is 
quite usual, I imagine, for the boys of one school to run down 
another. But there is no reason ftat Eustace should learn to. 
To be exposed to temptation is one thing, to give way is 
another, and resistance to temptation is a valuable form of self- 
discipline,” 

“Oh, but they don’t resist!” cried Hilda. “And Eustace 
wouldn’t either. You know how he likes to do the same as every- 
one else. And if any boy, especially any new boy, tries to be good 
and different from the rest they tease him and call him some 
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horrid name (Gerald wouldn’t tell me what it was), and some- 
times punch him, too.” 

Eustace, who had always been told he must try to be good in 
all circumstances, turned rather pale and looked down at the 
floor. 

“Now, now, Hilda,” said her father, impatiently. “You’ve 
said quite enough. You sound as if you didn’t want Eustace to go 
to school,” 

But Hilda was unabashed. She knew she had made an im- 
pression on the grown-ups. 

“Oh, it’s only that I want him to go to the right school, isn’t it. 
Aunt Sarah?” she said. “We shouldn’t like him to go to a school 
where he learned bad habits and — and nothing ebe, should we? 
He would be much better off as he b now, with you teaching 
him and me helping. Gerald said they really knew nothing; he 
said he knew more than the oldest boys at St. Ninian’s, and he’s 
only twelve.” 

“But he does boast, doesn’t he?” put in Eustace timidly. “You 
used to say so yourself, Hilda.” Hilda had never had a good word 
for Gerald Steptoe before to-day. 

“Oh, yes, you all boast,” said Hilda sweepingly. “But I don’t 
think he was boasting. I asked him how much he knew, and he 
said. The Kings and Queens of England, so I told him to repeat 
them and he broke down at Richard II. Eustace can say them 
perfectly, and he’s only ten, so you see for the next four years 
he wouldn’t be learning anything, he’d just be forgetting every- 
thing, wouldn’t he. Aunt Sarah? Don’t let him go, I’m sure it 
would be a mistake.” 

Minney, Barbara’s nurse, came bustling in. She was rather 
short and had soft hair and gentle eyes. “Excuse me. Miss Cher- 
rington,” she said, “but it’s Master Eustace’s bedtime.” 

Eustace said good-night. Hilda walked with him to the door 
and when they were just outside she said in a whbper: 

“I think I shall be able to persuade them.” 

“But I think I want to go, EGildal” muttered Eustace. 

“It bn’t what you want, it’s what’s good for you,” exclaimed 
Hilda, looking at him with affectionate fierceness. As she turned 
the handle of the drawing-room door she overheard her father 
saying to Mbs Cherrington: “I shouldn’t pay too much attention 
to all that, Sarah. If the boy didn’t want to go it would be 
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different. As the money’s his, he ought to be allowed to please 
himself. But he’ll be all right, you’ll see.” 

The days passed and Hilda wept in secret. Sometimes she wept 
openly, for she knew how it hurt Eustace to see her cry. When he 
asked her why she was crying she wouldn’t tell him at first, but 
just shook her head. Later on she said, “You know quite well: 
why do you ask me?” and, of course, Eustace did know. It 
made him unhappy to know he was making her unhappy and 
besides, as the time to leave home drew nearer, he became much 
less sure that he liked the prospect. Hilda saw that he was weak- 
ening and she played upon his fears and gave him Eric or lAttle 
by Little as a Christmas present, to warn him of what he might 
expect when he went to school. Eustace read it and was ex- 
tremely worried; he didn’t see how he could possibly succeed 
where a boy as clever, and handsome, and good as Eric had been 
before he went to school, had failed. But it did not make him 
want to turn back, for he now felt that if school was going to 
be an unpleasant business, all the more must he go through with 
it — especially as it was going to be unpleasant for him, and not 
for anyone else; which would have been an excuse for backing 
out. “You see it won’t really matter,” he explained to Hilda, 
“they can’t kill me — ^Daddy said so — and he said they don’t even 
roast boys at preparatory schools, only at public schools, and I 
shan’t be going to a public school for a long time, if ever. I 
expect they will just do a few things to me like pulling my hair 
and twisting my arm and perhaps kicking me a litfle, but I 
shan’t really mind that. It was much worse all that time after 
Miss Fothergill died, because then I didn’t know what was going 
to happen and now I do know, so I shall be prepared.” Hilda 
was nonpliissed by this argument, all the more so because it was 
she who had told Eustace that it was always good for you to do 
something you didn’t like. “You say so now,” she said, “but you 
won’t say so on the seventeenth of January.” And when Eustace 
said nothing but only looked rather sad and worried she burst 
into tears. “You’re so selfish,” she sobbed. “You only think 
about being good — ^as if that mattered — ^you don’t think about 
me at all. I shan’t cat or drink anything while you are away, and 
I shall probably die.” 

Eustace was growing older and he did not really believe that 
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lilda woiild do this, but the sight of her unhappiness and the 
ears (which sometimes started to her eyes unbidden the moment 
le came into the room where she was) distressed him very much. 
Already, he thought, she was growing thinner, there were hollows 
n her cheeks, she was silent, or spoke in snatches, very fast and 
Auth far more vehemence and emphasis than the occasion called 
or; she came in late for meals and never apologised, she had 
lever been interested in clothes, but now she was positively 
imtidy. The grown-ups, to his surprise, did not seem to notice. 

He felt he must consult someone and thought at once of 
Minney, because she was the easiest to talk to. But he knew she 
VNTOuld counsel patience; that was her idea, that people would 
come to themselves if they were left alone. Action was needed 
and she wouldn’t take any action. Besides, Hilda had outgrown 
Minney’s influence; Minney wasn’t drastic enough to cut any 
ice with her. Aunt Sarah would be far more helpful because she 
understood Hilda. But she didn’t understand Eustace and would 
make him feel that he was making a fuss about nothing, or if 
he did manage to persuade her that Hilda was unhappy she would 
somehow lay the blame on him. There remained his father. 
Eustace was nervous of consulting his father, because he never 
knew what mood he would find him in. Mr. Cherrington could 
be very jolly and treat Eustace almost as an equal; then something 
Eustace said would upset him and he would get angry and make 
Eustace wish he had never spoken. But since Miss Fothergill’s 
death his attitude to Eustace had changed. Efls outbursts of 
irritation were much less frequent and he often asked Eustace his 
opinion and drew him out and made him feel more self-confldent. 
It all depended on finding him in a good mood. 

Of late Mr. Cherrington had taken to drinking a whisky and 
soda and smoking a cigar when he came back from his office in 
Ousemouth; this was at about six o’clock, and he was always 
alone then, in the drawing-room, because Miss Cherrington did 
not approve of this new habit. When he had finished she would 
go in and throw open the windows, but she never went in while 
he was there. 

Eustace found him with his feet up enveloped in the fumes of 
whisky and cigar smoke, which seemed to Eustace the very being 
and breath of manliness. Mr. Cherrington stirred. The fragrant 
doud rolled away and his face grew more distinct 
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*‘Hullo,” he said, “here’s the Wild Man.” The Wild Man from 
Borneo was in those days an object of affection with the general 
public. “Sit down and maie yourself comfortable. Now, what 
can I do for you?” 

The arm-chair was too big for Eustace: his feet hardly touched 
the floor, 

“It’s about Hilda,” he said, 

“Well, Hilda’s a nice girl, what about her?” said Mr. Cherring- 
ton, his voice still jovial, Eustace hesitated and then said with a 
rush: 

“You see, she doesn’t want me to go to school.” 

Mr. Cherrington frowned, and sipped at his glass. 

“I know, we’ve heard her more than once on that subject. 
She thinks you’ll get into all sorts of bad ways,” HGs voice 
sharpened; it was too bad that his quiet hour should be inter- 
rupted by these nursery politics. “Have you been putting your 
heads together? Have you come to tell me you don’t want to go 
either?” 

Eustace’s face showed the alarm he felt at his father’s change 
of tone. 

“Oh, no. Daddy. At least — well — 

“You don^t want to go. That’s clear,” his father snapped. 

“Yes, I do. But you see . . Eustace searched for a form of 
words which wouldn’t lay the blame too much on Efllda and at 
the same time excuse him for seeming to shelter behind her. “You 
see, though she’s older than me she’s only a girl and she doesn’t 
understand that men have to do certain things” — Mr. Ghcrring- 
ton snuled, and Eustace took heart — ^‘Vell, like going to school.” 

“Girls go to school, too,” Mr. Cherrington said. Eustace tried 
to meet this argument, “Yes, but it’s not the same for them. 
You see, girls are always nice to each other; why, they always 
call each other by their Christian names even when they’re at 
school. Fancy that! And they never bet or” (Eustace looked 
nervously at the whisky decanter) “or drink, or use bad language, 
or kick each other, or roast each other in front of a slow fire.” 
Thmking of the things that girls did not do to eadi other, 
Eustace began to grow quite pale. 

“All the better for them, then,” said Mr. Cherrington robustly. 
/ “School seems to be the place for girls. But what’s all this leadiiig 
you to?” 
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‘*1 don’t mind about those things,” said Eustace eagerly. “I 
... I should quite enjoy them. And I shouldn’t even mind, well, 
you know, not being so good for a change, if it was only for a 
time. But Hilda thinks it might make me ill as well. Of course, 
she’s quite mistaken, but she says she’ll miss me so much and 
worry about me, that she’ll never have a peaceful moment, and 
she’ll lose her appetite and perhaps pine away and . . •” He 
paused, unable to complete the picture. ‘‘She doesn’t know I’m 
telling you all this, and she wouldn’t like me to, and at school 
they would say it was telling tales, but I’m not at school yet, am 
I ? Only I felt I must tell you because then perhaps you’d say I’d 
better not go to school, though I hope you won’t.” 

Exhausted by the effort of saying so many things that should 
(he felt} have remained locked in his bosom, and dreading an 
angry reply, Eustace closed his eyes. When he opened them his 
father was standing up with his back to the fireplace. He took 
the cigar from his mouth and puffed out an expanding cone of 
rich blue smoke. 

“Thanks, old chap,” he said. “I’m very glad you told me, and 
I’m not going to say you shan’t go to school. Miss Fothergill left 
you the money for that purpose, so we chose the best school we 
could find; and why I^da should want to put her oar in I 
can’t imagine — ^at least, I can, but I call it confounded cheek. 
The very ideal” his father went on, working himself up and 
looking at Eustace as fiercely as if it was Ins fault, while Eustace 
trembled to hear Hilda criticised. “What she needs is to go to 
school herself. Yes, that’s what she needs.” He took a good swig 
at the whisky, his eyes brightened and his voice dropped. “Now 
I’m going to tell you something, Eustace, only you must keep it 
under your hat.” 

“Under my hat?” repeated Eustace, mystified. “My hat’s in 
the hall. Shall I go and get it?” 

His father laughed. “No, I mean you must keep it to yourself. 
You mustn’t tell anyone, because nothing’s decided yet.” 

“Shall I cross my heart and swear?” asked Eustace anxiously. 
“Of course, I’d rather not.” 

“You can do anything you like with yourself as long as you 
don’t tell Hilda,” his father remarked, “but jxist see the door’s 
shut.” 

Eustace tiptoed to the door and cautiously turned the handle 
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several times, after each turn giving the handle a strong but 
surreptitious tug. Coming back still more stealthily, he whispered, 
“It’s quite shut.” 

“Very well, then,” said Mr. Gherrington. “Now give me your 
best ear.” 

“My best ear. Daddy?” said Etistace, turning his head from 
side to side. “Oh, I see!” and he gave a loud laugh which he 
immediately stifled. “You just want me to listen carefully.” 

“You’ve hit it,” and between the blue, fragrant puffs Mr. Cher- 
rington began to outline his plan for Hilda. 

While his father was speaking Eustace’s face grew grave, and 
every now and then he nodded judicially. Though his feet still 
swung clear of the floor, to be taken into his father’s confidence 
seemed to add inches to his stature. 

“Well, old man, that’s what I wanted to tell you,” said his 
father at length. “Only you mustn’t let on, see? Mum’s the 
word.” 

“Wild horses won’t drag it out of me, Daddy,” said Eustace 
earnestly. 

“Well, don’t you let them try. By the way, I hear your friend 
Dick Stavdey’s back.” 

Eustace started. The expression of an elder statesman faded 
from his face and he suddenly looked younger than his years. 

“Oh, is he? I expect he’s just home for the holidays.” 

“No, he’s home for some time, he’s cramming for Oxford or 
sometifing.” 

“Cramming?” repeated Eustace. His mind suddenly received 
a most disagreeable impression of Dick, his hero, transformed into 
a turkey strutting and gobbling roimd a farmyard. 

“Being coached for the ’Varsity, It may ]^ppen to you one 
day. Somebody told me they’d seen him, and I thought you 
might be interested. You liked him, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, said Eustace. Intoxicating visions b^an to rise, 
only to be expelled by the turn events had taken. “But it doesn’t 
make much difference now, does it? I mean, I shouldn’t be able 
to go there, even if he asked me.” 

Meanwhile, Hilda on her side had not been idle. She turned 
over in her mind every stratagem and device she could t h i n k of 
that might keep Eustace at home. Since the evening when she 
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so successfully launched her bombshell about the unsatisfactory 
state of education and morals at St. Ninian’s, she felt she had been 
lo^g ground. Eustace did not respond, as he once used to, to 
the threat of terrors to come; he professed to be quite pleased 
at the thought of being tom limb from limb by older, stronger 
boys. She didn’t believe he was really unmoved by such a 
prospect, but he successfully pretended to be. When she said 
that it would make her ill he seemed to care a great deal more; 
for several days he looked as sad as she did, and he constantly, 
and rather tiresomely, begged her to eat more — ^requests which 
Hilda received with a droop of her long, heavy eyelids and a 
sad shake of her beautiful head. But lately Eustace hadn’t seemed 
to care so much. When Christmas came he suddenly discovered 
the fim of pulling crackers. Before this year he wouldn’t even 
stay in the room if crackers were going off; but now he revelled 
in them and made almost as much noise as they did, and his 
father even persuaded him to grasp the naked strip of cardboard 
with the explosive in the middle, which stung your fingers and 
made even grown-ups pull faces. Crackers bored EElda; the 
loudest report did not make her change her expression, and she 
would have liked to tell Eustace how silly he looked as, with an 
air of triumph, he clasped the smoking fragment; but she hadn’t 
the heart to. He might be at school already, his behaviour was 
so unbridled. And he had a new way of looking at her, not unkind 
or cross or disobedient, but as if he was a gardener tending 
a flower and watching to see how it was going to turn out. 
This was a reversal of their rdles; she felt as though a geranium 
had risen from its bed and was bending over her with a watering- 
can. 

As usual, they were always together and if Hilda did not get 
the old satisfaction from the company of this polite but aloof 
little stranger (for so he seemed to her) the change in his attitude 
made her all the more determined to win him back, and the 
thought of loring him all the more desolating. She hated the 
places where they used to play together and wished that Eustace, 
who was sentimental about his old haunts, would not take her 
to them. “I just want to sec it once ^ain,” he would plead, and 
she did not like to refuse him, though his new mantle of authority 
sat so precarioxasly on him. Beneath her moods, which she ex- 
imessed in so many ways, was a steadily increasing misery; the 
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future stretched away featureless without landmarks; nothing 
beckoned, nothing drew her on. 

Obscurely she realised that the change had been brought about 
by Miss Fother^Ps money. It had made Eustace independent, 
not completely independent, not as independent as she was, but 
it had given a force to his wishes that they never possessed brfore. 
It was no good trying to make him not want to go to school; she 
must make him want to stay at home. In this new state of affairs 
she believed that if Eustace refused to go to school his father would 
not try to compel him. But how to go about it? How to make 
Anchorstone suddenly so attractive, so irresistibly magnetic, that 
Eustace would not be able to bring himself to leave? 

When Eustace told her that Dick Staveley was coming to live 
at Anchorstone Hall he mentioned this (for him) momentous 
event as casually as possible. Hilda did not like Dick Stavdey, 
she professed abhorrence of him; she would not go to Anchor- 
stone Hall when Dick had invited her, promising he would 
teach her to ride. The whole idea of the place was distasteful to 
her; it chilled and shrivelled her thoughts, just as it warmed and 
expanded Eustace’s, Even to hear it mentioned cast a shadow 
over her mind, and as to going there, she would rather die; and 
she had often told Eustace so. 

It was a sign of emancipation that he let Dick’s name cross his 
lips. He awaited the explosion, and it came. 

“That man!” — she never spoke of him as a boy, though he was 
only a few years older than she was. “Well, you won’t see him, 
will you?” she added almost vindictively. “You’ll be at school.” 

“Oh,” said Eustace, “that won’t make any difference. I 
shouldn’t see him anyhow. You see, he never wanted to be friends 
with me. It was you he liked. If you had gone, I dare say he 
would have asked me to go too, just as your — ^well, you know, to 
hold the horse, and so on.” 

“You and your horses!” said Hilda, scornfully. “You don’t 
know one end of a horse from the other.” He expected she would 
let the subject drop, but her eyes grew thoughtful and to his 
astonishment she said, “Suppose I had gone?” “Oh, said 
Eustace, “that would have changed everything. I shouldn’t have 
had time to go to tea with Mias Fothergill — ^you see we should 
always have been having tea at Anchorstone HaU. Then she 
wouldn’t have died and left me her money — ^I mean, she would 
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have died; but she wouldn’t have left me any money because 
she wouldn’t have known me well enough. You have to know 
someone well to do that. And then I shouldn’t be going to school 
now, because Daddy says it’s her money that pays for me — and 
now” (he glanced up, the clock on the Town Hall, with its white 
face and black hands, said four o’clock) “yo^ would be coming 
in from riding with Dick, and I should be sitting on one of those 
grand sofas in the drawing-room at Anchorstone Hall, perhaps 
talking to Lady Staveley.” 

Involuntarily Hilda closed her eyes against this picture — ^let it 
be confounded! Let it be blotted out! But aloud she said: 

“Wouldn’t you have Uked that?” 

“Oh, said Eustace fervently. 

“Better than going to school?” 

Eustace considered. The trussed boy was being carried towards 
a very large, but slow, fire; other boys, black demons with pitch- 
forks, were scurrying about, piling on coals. His mood of 
heroism deserted him. 

“Oh yes, much better.” 

Hilda said nothing, and they continued to saunter down the 
hill, past the ruined cross, past the pier-head with its perpetual 
invitation, towards the glories of the Wolferton Hotel — ^winter- 
gardened, girt with iron fire-escapes — and the manifold exciting 
sounds, and heavy, sulphurous smells, of the railway station. 

“Are we going to Mrs. Wrench’s?” Eustace asked. 

“No, why should we? We had fish for dinner; you never 
notice. Oh, I know, you want to see the crocodile.” 

“Well, just this once. You see, I may not see it again for a 
long time.” 

Hilda sniffed. “I wish you wouldn’t keep on saying that,” she 
said. “It seems the only thing you can say. Oh, very well, then, 
we’ll go in and look round and come out.” 

“Oh, but we must buy something. She would be disappointed 
if we didn’t. Let’s get some shrimps. A\mt Sarah won’t mind 
just for once, and I don’t suppose I shall have any at St. Ninian’s. 
I expect the Fourth Form gets them, though.” 

“Why should they?” 

“Oh, didn’t you know, they have all sorts of privileges.” 

“I expect they have shrimps every day at Anchorstone Hall,” 
smd BQlda, meanir^ly. 
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“Oh, I expect they do. What a pity you didn’t want to go. 
We have missed such a lot.” 

Cautiously they crossed the road, for the wheeled traffic 
was thick here and might include a motor car. Fat Mrs. 
^Vrench was standing at the door of the fish shop. She saw 
them coming, went in, and smiled expectantly from behind the 
counter. 

“Well, Miss Hilda?” 

“Eustace wants a fillet of the best end of the crocodile.” 

“Oh Hilda, I don’t!” 

They all laughed uproariously, EGlda loudest of all; while the 
stuffed crocodile (a small one) sprawling on the wall with tufls 
of bright green foliage glued roxmd it, glared down on them 
malignantly. Eustace felt the tremor of delighted terror that he 
had been waiting for. 

“I’ve got some lovely fresh shrimps,” said Mrs. Wrench. 

“Turn round, Eustace,” said Miss Gherrington. 

“Oh must I again, Aunt Sarah?” 

“Yes, you must. You don’t want the other boys to laugh at 
you, do you?” 

Reluctantly, Eustace revolved. He hated having his clothes 
tried on. He felt it was he who was being criticised, not they. It 
gave him a feeling of being trapped, as though each of the three 
pairs of eyes fixed on him, impersonal, fault-finding, was attached § 
to him by a silken cord that bound him to the spot. He tried to 
restrain his wriggles within himself but they broke out and 
rippled on the surface. 

“Do try to stand still, Eustace.” 

Aimt Sarah was operating; she had some pins in her mouth 
with which, here and there, she pinched grooves and ridges in 
his black jaiet. Alas, it was rather too wide at the shoulders and 
not wide enough round the waist. 

“Eustace is getting quite a corporation,” said his father. 

“Corporation, Daddy?” Eustace was always interested in 
words. 

“Well, I didn’t like to say fat.” 

“It’s because you would make me feed up,” Eustace com- 
plained. “I was quite thin before. Nancy Steptoe said I was just 
the right size for a boy.” 
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No one took this up; indeed, a slight chill fell on the company 
at the mention of Nancy’s name. 

‘‘Never mind,” Minney soothed him, “there’s some who would 
give a lot to be so comfortable looking as Master Eustace is.” 
“Would they, Minney?” 

Eustace was encouraged. 

“Yes, they would, nasty scraggy things. And I can make that 
quite all right.” She inserted two soft fingers beneath the tight 
line round his waist. 

“Hilda hasn’t said anything yet,” said Mr. Cherrington. 
“What do you think of your brother now, Hilda?” 

Hilda had not left her place at the luncheon table, nor had she 
taken her eyes off her plate. Without looking up she said : 

“He’ll soon get thin if he goes to school, if that’s what you 
want.” 

“if he goes,” said Mr. Cherrington. “Of course he’s going. 
Why do you suppose we took him to London to Faith Brothers if 
he wasn’t? All the same, I’m not sure we ought to have got his 
clothes off the peg. . . . Now go and have a look at yourself, 
Eustace. Mind the glass doesn’t break.” 

Laughing, but haJf afraid of what he might see, Eustace tip- 
toed to the mirror. There stood his new personality, years older 
than a moment ago. The Eton collar, the black jacket cut like 
a man’s, the dark grey trotrsers that he could feel through his 
, stockings, caressing his calves, made a veritable mantle of 
manhood. A host of new sensations, adult, prideful, standing no 
nonsense, coursed through him. Involuntaiily, he tilted his head 
back and frowned, as though he were considering a leg-break 
that might dismiss R. H. Spooner. 

“What a pity he hasn’t got the cap,” said Minney admiringly. 
Eustace half turned his head. “li^s because of the crest, the 
White Horse of Kent. You see, if they let a common public 
tailor make that, anyone might wear it” 

“Don’t call people common, please Eustace, even a tailor.” 

“I didn’t mean common in a nasty way, Aunt Sarah. Common 
just means anyone. It might mean me or even you.” 

Hoping to change the subject, Minney dived into a cardbo2ird 
box, noisily rustling the tissue paper. 

“But we’ve got the straw hat. Put that on, Master Eustace. . . . 
There, Mr. Cherrington, doesn’t he look nice?” 
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‘‘Not so much on the back of your head, Eustace, or you^U look 
like Ally Sloper. That’s better.” 

‘T wish it had a guard,” sighed Eustace, longingly. 

“Oh well, one thing at a time.” 

“And of course it hasn’t got the school band yet. It’s blue, you 
know, with a white horse.” 

“What, another?” 

“Oh, no, the same one, Daddy. You are silly.” 

“Don’t call your father silly, please, Eustace.” 

“Oh, let him, this once. . . . Now take your hat off, Eustace, 
and bow.” 

Eustace did so. 

“Now say ‘Please sir, it wasn’t my fault’.” 

Eustace ^d not quite catch what his father said. 

“Please, sir, it was my fault.” 

“No, no. Wasr^t my fault.” 

“Oh, I see. Daddy. Please, sir, it wasn’t my fault. But I expect 
it woidd have been really. It nearly always is.” 

“People will think it is, if you say so. Now say ‘That’s all very 
well, old chap, but this time it’s my turn’.” 

Eustace repeated the phrase, imitating his father’s intonation 
and digagi man-of-the-world air; then he said: 

“What would it be my turn to do, Daddy?” 

“Well, what do you think?” When Eustace couldn’t think, his 
father said: “Ask Minney.” 

Minney was mystified but tried to carry it off. 

“They do say one good turn deserves another,” she said, shak- 
ing her head wisely. 

“That’s the right answer as feir as it goes. Your Aunt knows 
what I mean, Eustace, but she won’t tell us.” 

“I don’t think you should teach the boy to say such things, 
Alfred, even in fun. It’s an expression they use in a ... in a 
public house, Eustace.” 

Eustace gave his father a look of mingled admiration and 
reproach which Mr. Chcrrington answered with a shrug of his 
shoulders. 

“Between you you’ll make an old woman of the boy. Good 
Lord, at his age, I . . .” he broke off, his tone implying that at ten 
years old he had little left to learn. “Now stand up, Eustace, and 
don’t stick your tummy out.” 
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Eustace obeyed. 

‘‘Shoulders back.*’ 

“Head up.” 

“Don’t bend those knees.” 

“Don’t arch your back.” 

Each command set up in Eustace a brief spasm ending in 
rigidity, and soon his neck, back, and shoulders were a network 
of wrinkles. Miss Cherrington and Minney rushed forward. 

“Give me a pin, please Minney, Ae left shoulder still 
droops.” 

“There’s too much fullness at the neck now. Miss Cherrington. 
Wait a moment. I’ll pin it.” 

“It’s the back that’s the worst, Minney. I can get my hand and 
arm up it — ^stand still, Eustace, one pin won’t be enough — Oh, 

he hasn’t buttoned his coat in front, that’s the reason 

Hands and fingers were everywhere, pinching, patting, and 
pushing; Eustace swayed like a sapling in a gale. Struggling 
to keep his balance on the chair, he saw intent eyes flashing 
round him, leaving gleaming streaks like shooting stars in 
August. He tried first to resist, then to abandon himself to 
all the pressures. At last the quickened breathing subsided, 
there were gasps and sighs, and the ring of electric tension 
round Eustace suddenly dispersed, like an expiring thunder- 
storm. 

better.” 

“Really, Minney, you’ve made quite a remarkable improve- 
ment.” 

“He looks quite a man now, doesn’t he, Miss Cherrington? 
Oh, I wish he could be photographed, just to remind us. If only 

Hilda would fetch her camera 

“Hildal” 

There was no answer. They all looked round. 

The tableau broke up; and they found themselves staring at an 
empty room. 

“Gan I get down now. Daddy?” asked Eustace. 

“Yes, run and see if you can find her.” 

“3he can’t get used to the idea of his going away,” said Minney 
when Eustace had gone. 

“No, I’m afraid she’ll suffer much more than he will,” Miss 
Cherrington said. 



Hilda^s Letter 219 

Mr. Cherrington straightened his tie and shot his cuffs. ‘‘You 
forget, Sarah, that she’s going to school herseE” 

“It’s not likely I should forget losing my right hand, Alfred.” 

After her single contribution to the problems of Eustace’s 
school outfit, Hilda continued to sit at the table, steadily refusing 
to look in his direction, and trying to make her disapproval felt 
throughout the room. Unlike Eustace, she had long ago ceased 
to think that grown-up people were always right, or that if she 
was angry with them they possessed some special armour of 
experience, like an extra skin, that made them unable to feel it. 
She thought they were just as fallible as she was, more so, indeed; 
and that in this instance they were making a particularly big 
mistake. Her father’s high-spirited raillery, as if the whole thing 
was a joke, exasperated her. Again, she projected her resentment 
through the aether, but they all had their backs to her, they were 
absorbed with Eustace. Presently his father made him stand on 
a chair. How silly he looked, she thought, like a dummy, totally 
without the dignity that every hinnan being should possess. All 
this flattery and attention was making him conceited, and infect- 
ing him with the lax standards of the world, which she despised 
and dreaded. Now he was chattering about his school crest, as if 
that was anything to be proud of, a device woven on a cap, such 
as every little boy wore. He was pluming and preening himself, 
just as if she had never brought him up to know what was truly 
serious and worthwhile. A wave of bitter feeling broke against 
her. She could not let this mutilation of a personality go on; she 
must stop it, and there was only one way, though that way was the 
hardest she could take and the thought of it filled herwithloathing. 

Her aunt and Minney were milling round Eustace like dogs 
over a bone; sticking their noses into him. It was almost disgust- 
ing. To get away unnoticed was easy; if she had fired a pistol 
they would not have heard her. Taking her pencil box which 
she had left on the sideboard she slouched out of the room. A 
moment in the drawing-room to collect some writing-paper and 
then she was in the bedroom which she stiH shared with Eustace. 
She locked the door and, clearing a space at the comer of the 
dressing-table, she sat down to write. It never crossed Hilda’s 
mind that her plan could miscarry; she measured its success 
entirely by the distaste it aroused in her, and that was absolute — 
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the strongest of her many strong feelings. She no more doubted 
its success than she doubted that, if she threw herself off the cliEF, 
she would be dashed to pieces on the rocks below. In her mind, 
as she wrote, consoling her, was the image of Eustace, stripped 
of all his foolish finery, his figure restored to its proper outlines, 
his mouth cleansed of the puerilities of attempted schoolboy 
speech, his mind soft and tractable — for ever hers. 

But the letter did not come easily, partly because Hilda never 
wrote letters, but chiefly because her inclination battled with 
her will, and her sense of her destiny warned her against what 
she was doing. More than once she was on the point of abandon- 
ing the letter, but in the pauses of her thoughts she heard the 
excited murmur of voices in the room below. This letter, if she 
posted it, would still those voic^ and send those silly clothes 
back to Messrs. Faith Brothers. It could do anything, this letter, 
stop the clock, put it back even, restore to her the Eustace of pre- 
MissFothergilldays. Thenwhydid she hesitate? Was it an obscure 
presentiment that she would regain Eustace but lose herself? 

Dear Mr. Staveley (she had written), 

Some time ago you asked me and Eustace to visit you, and 
we were not able to because . • . (Because why?) 

Because I didn’t want to go, that was the real reason, and I 
don’t want to now except that it’s the only way of keeping 
Eustace at home. 

Then he woidd see where he stood; she had sacrificed her pride 
by writing to him at all, she wouldn’t throw away the rest by 
pretending she wanted to see him. Instinctively she knew that 
however rude and ungracious the letter, he would want to see 
her just the same. 

So we can come any time you like, and would you be quick 
and ask us because Eustace will go to school, so there’s no time 
to lose. 

Yours sincerely, 

Hilda Gherrington. 

Hilda was staring at the letter when there came a loud knock 
on the door, repeated twice with growing imperiousness before 
she had time to answer. 

“Yes^” she shouted. 
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“Oh, Hilda, can I come in?” 

“No, you can’t” 

“Why not^” 

“I’m busy, that’s why.” 

Eustace’s tone gathered urgency and became almost menacing 
as he said: 

“Well, you’ve got to come down because Daddy said so. He 
wants you to take my snapshot.” 

“I can’t. I couldn’t anyhow because the film’s used up.” 
“Shall I go out and buy some? You see, it’s very important, 
it’s like a change of life. They want a record of me.” 

“They can go on wanting, for all I care.” 

“Oh, Hilda, I shan’t be here for you to photograph this time 
next Thursday week.” 

“Yes, you will, you see if you’re not” 

“Don’t you want to remember what I look like?” 

“No, I don’t. Go away, go away, you’re driving me mad.” 
She heard his footsteps retreating from the door. Wretchedly 
she turned to the letter. It looked blurred and misty, and a tear 
fell on it. Hilda had no blotting-paper, and soon the tear-drop, 
absorbing the ink, began to turn Hue at the edges. 

‘He mustn’t see that,’ she thought, and taking another sheet 
began to copy the letter out. ‘Dear Mr. Stavdey . . .’ But she 
did not like what she had written; it was out of key with her 
present mood. She took another sheet and began again : 

‘Dear Mr. Stavdey, My brother Eustace and I are now free 
. . .’ That wouldn’t do. Recklessly she snatched another sheet, 
and then another. ‘Dear Mr. Stavdey, Dear Mr. Stavdey.’ 
Strangely enough, with the repetition of Ae words he seemed to 
become almost dear; the warmth of dearness crept into her lonely, 
miserable heart and softly spread there — ^‘Dear Richard,’ she 
wrote, and then, ‘Dear Dick’. ‘Dear’ meant something to her 
now; it meant that Dick was someone of whom she could ask a 
favour without reserve. 

Dear Dick, 

I do not know if you will remember me. I am the sister of 
Eustace Gherrington who was a litde boy then and he was 31 at 
your house and when you came to our house to ask after him 
you kindly invited us to go and see you. But we couldn’t 
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because Eustace was too delicate. And you saw us again last 
summer on the sands and told Eustace about the money Miss 
Fothergill had left him but it hasn*t done him any good, I*m 
afraid, he still wants to go to school because other boys do but I 
would much rather he stayed at home and didn’t get like them. 
If you haven’t forgotten, you will remember you said I had 
been a good sister to him, much better than Nancy Steptoe is 
to Gerald. You said you would like to have me for a sister even 
when your own sister was there. You may not have heard but 
he is motherless and I have been a mother to him and it would 
be a great pity I’m sure you would agree if at this critical state 
of his development my influence was taken away. You may 
not remember but if you do you will recoUect that you said you 
would pretend to be a cripple so that I could come and talk to 
you and play games with you like Eustace did with Miss 
Fothergill. There is no need for that because we can both 
walk over quite easily any day and the sooner the better other- 
wise Eustace will go to school. He is having his Sunday suit 
tried on at this moment so there is no time to lose. I shall be 
very pleased to come any time you want me and so will Eustace 
and we will do anything you want. I am quite brave Eustace 
says and do not mind strange experiences as long as they are for 
someone else’s good. That is why I am writing to you now. 

With my kind regards. 

Yours sincerely, 

Hilda Gherrington. 

She sat for a moment looking at the letter, then with an angry 
and despairing sigh she crossed out ‘sincerely’ and wrote ‘affec- 
tionatdy’. But the word ‘sincerely’ was still legible, even to a 
casual glance; so she again tried to delete it, this time with so 
much vehemence that her pen almost went through the paper. 

Sitting back, she fell into a mood of bitter musing. She saw 
the letter piling up behind her like a huge cliff, unscalable, taking 
away the sunlight, cutting off retreat. She dared not read it 
through but thrust it into an envdope, addressed and stamped it 
in a daze, and ran downstairs. 

Eustaice and his father were sitting together; the others had 
gone. Eustace kept looking at his new suit and fingering it as 
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though to make sure it was real. They both jumped as they 
heard the door bang, and exchanged man-to-man glances. 

“She seems in a great hurry,*’ said Mr. Cherrington. 

“Oh yes, Hilda*s always like that. She never gives things time 
to settle.** 

“You’ll miss her, won’t you?** 

“Oh, of come,** said Eustace. “I shall be quite unconscion- 
able.** It was the new suit that said the word; Eustace knew the 
word was wrong and hurried on. 

“Of course, it woxildn’t do for her to be with me there, even 
if she could be, in a boys* school, I mean, because she would see 
me being, well, you know, tortured, and that would upset her 
terribly. Besides, the other fellows would think she was bossing 
me, though I don’t.** 

“You don’t?** 

“Oh no, it’s quite right at her time of life, but, of course, 
it couldn’t go on always. They would laugh at me, for one 
thing.” 

“If they did,” said Mr. Cherrington, “it’s because they don’t 
know Hilda. Perhaps it’s a good thing she’s going to school her- 
self.” 

“Oh, she w?” Eustace had been so wrapped up in his own con- 
cerns that he had forgotten the threat which hung over Hilda, 
But was it a threat or a promise? Ought he to feel glad for her 
sake or sorry? He couldn’t decide, and as it was natural for his 
mind to feel things as cither nice or nasty, which meant right or 
wrong, of course, but one didn’t always know that at the time, 
he coiildn’t easily entertain a mixed emotion, and the question 
of Hilda’s future wasn’t very real to him. 

“Yes,” his father was saying, “we only got the letter this morn- 
ing, telling us we could get her in. The school is very full but 
they are making an exception for her, as a favour to Dr. Waghom, 
your headmaster.” 

“Then it must be a good school,” exclaimed Eustace, “if it’s at 
all like mine.” 

“Yes, St. Willibald’s is a pretty good school,” said his father 
cardesiiy. “It isn’t so far from yours, either; just round the North 
Foreland. I shouldn’t be surprised if you couldn’t see each other 
with a telescope.” 

Eustace’s eyes sparkled, then he looked anxious. “Do you t h i nk 
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they’ll have a white horse on their hats?” Mr. Cherrington 
laughed. “I’m afraid I couldn’t tell you that.” Eustace shook his 
head, and said earnestly: 

“I hope they won’t try to copy us too much. Boys and girls 
should be kept separate, shouldn’t they?” He thought for a 
moment and his brow cleared. “Of course, there was Lady 
Godiva.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t see the connection,” said his father. 

“Well, she rode on a white horse.” Eustace didn’t like being 
called on to explain what he meant. “But only with nothing on.” 
He paused. “Hilda will have to get some new clothes now, won’t 
she? She’ll have to have them tried on.” His eye brightened; he 
liked to see Hilda freshly adorned. 

“Yes, and there’s no time to lose. I’ve spoken to your aunt, 
Eustace, and she agrees with me that you’re the right person to 
break the news to Hilda. We think it’ll come better from you. 
Companions in adversity and all that, you know.” 

Eustace’s mouth fell open. 

“Oh, Daddy, I couldn’t. She’d — ^I don’t know what she might 
not do. She’s so fuimy with me now, anyway. She might almost 
go off her rocker.” 

“Not if you approach her tactfully.” 

“Well, I’ll tiy,” said Eustace. “Perhaps the day after to- 
morrow.” 

“No, tell her this afternoon.” 

“Fains I, Daddy. Couldn’t j;0u? It is your afternoon off.” 

“Yes, and I want a little peace. Listen, isn’t that Hilda coming 
in? Now run away and get your jumping-poles and go down on 
the beach.” 

They heard the front door open and shut; it wasn’t quite a 
slam but near enough to show that Hilda was in the state of mind 
in which things slipped easily from her fingers. 

Each with grave news to tdl the other, and neither knowing 
how, they started for the beach. Eustace’s jxunping-pole was a 
stout rod of bamboo, prettily ringed and patterned with spots 
like a leopard. By stretching his hand up he could nearly reach 
the top; he might have been a bear trying to climb up a ragged 
staff. M they walked across the green timt sloped down to the 
diff he planted the pole in front of him and took practice leaps 
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over any obstacle that showed itself— a brick it might be, or a 
bit of fencing, or the cart-track which ran just below the square. 
Hilda’s jumping-pole was made of wood, and much longer than 
Eustace’s; near to the end it tapered slightly and then swelled 
out again, like a broom-handle. It was the kind of pole used by 
real pole-jumpers at athletic events, and she did not play about 
with it but saved her energy for when it should be needed. The 
January sun still spread a pearly radiance round them; it hung 
over the sea, quite low down, and was already beginning to cast 
fiery refiections on the water. The day was not cold for January, 
and Eustace was well wrapped up, but his bare knees felt the chill 
rising from the ground, and he said to Hilda: 

“Of course, trousers wotild be much warmer.” 

She made no answer but quickened her pace so that Eustace 
had to run between his jumps. He had never known her so pre- 
occupied before. 

In silence they reached the edge of the cliff and the spiked 
railing at the head of the concrete staircase. A glance showed 
them the sea was coming in. It had that purposeful look and the 
sands were dry in firont of it. A line of foam, like a border of white 
braid, was curling round the outermost rocks. 

Except for an occasional crunch their black beach shoes made 
no sound on the sand-strewn steps. Eustace let his pole slide 
from one to the other, pleased with the rhythmic tapping. 

“Oh, don’t do that, Exzstace. You have no pity on my poor 
nerves.” 

“I’m so sorry, Hilda.” 

But a moment later, changing her mind as visibly as if she 
were passing an apple from one hand to the other, she said, “You 
can, if you like. I don’ t really mind.” 

Obediently Eustace resumed his tapping but it now gave him 
the feeling of something done under sufferance and was not so 
much fun. He was quite glad when they came to the bottom of 
the steps and the tapping stopped. 

Here, under the cliff, the sand was pale and fine and powdery; 
it lay in craters inches deep and was useless for jumping, for the 
pole could get no purchase on such a treacherous foundation; it 
turned in mid-air and the jumper came down hekvily on one 
side or the other. So they hurried down to the beach proper, 
where the sand was brown and close and firm, and were soon 
H 
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among the smooth, seaweed-coated rocks which bestrewed the 
shore like a vast colony of sleeping seals. 

Eustace was rapidly and insensibly turning into a chamois or 
an ibex when he checked himself and remembered that, for the 
task that lay before him, some other pretence might be more 
helpful. An ibex could break the news to a sister-ibex that she 
was to go to boarding school in a few days* time, but there would 
be nothing tactful, subtle, or imaginative in such a method of 
disclosure; he might almost as well tell her himself. They had 
reached their favourite jumping ground and he took his stand 
on a rock, wondering and perplexed. 

*'Let*s begin with the Cliffs of Dover,** he said. The CliflFs of 
Dover, so called because a sprinkling of barnacles gave it a 
whitish look, was a somewhat craggy boulder about six feet 
away. Giving a good foothold it was their traditional first hole, 
and not only Hilda but Eustace could clear the distance easily. 
When he had alighted on it, feet together, with the soft springy 
pressure that was so intimatdy satisfying, he pulled his pole out 
of the sand and stepped down to let Hilda do her jump. Hilda 
landed on the Cliffs of Dover with the negligent grace of an 
alighting eagle; and, as always, Eustace, who had a feeling for 
style, had to fight back a twinge of envy. 

‘‘Now the Needles,** he said. “You go first.** The Needles was 
both more precipitous and further away, and there was only one 
spot on it where you could safely make a landing. Eustace 
occasionally muffed it, but Hilda never; what was his consterna- 
tion therefore to see her swerve in mid-leap, fumble for a foot- 
hold, and slide off on to the sand. 

“Oh, hard luck, sir!*’ exclaimed Eustace. The remark fell flat. 
He followed her in silence and made a rather heavy-footed but 
successful landing. 

“You’re one up,” said Hilda. They scored as in golf over a 
course of eighteen jumps, and when Hilda had won usually 
played the bye before beginning another round on a different 
set of rocks. Thus, the roimature but exciting landscape of 
mountain, plain and lake (for many of the rocks stood in deep 
pools, starfish-haunted), was continually changing. 

Eustace won the first round at the nineteenth rock. He could 
hardly believe it. Only once before had he beaten Hilda, and that 
occasion was so long ago that all he could remember of it was 



Hilda's Letter 227 

the faint, sweet feeling of triumph. In dreams, on the other hand, 
he was quite frequently victorious. The experience then was 
poignantly delightful, utterly beyond anytlung obtainable in 
daily life. But he got a whiff of it now. Muffled to a dull sugges- 
tion of itself, like some dainty eaten with a heavy cold, it was 
still the divine elixir. 

Hilda did not seem to realise how momentous her defeat was, 
nor, happily, did she seem to mind. Could she have lost on 
purpose? Eustace wondered. She was thoughtful and abstracted. 
Eustace simply had to say something. 

‘‘Your sandshoes are very worn, Hilda,” he said. “They slipped 
every time. You must get another pair.” 

She gave him a rather sad smile, and he added tentatively: 

“I expect the ibex sheds its hoofs like its antlers. You’re just 
going through one of those times.” 

“Oh, so tkafs what we’re playing,” said Hilda, but there was a 
touch of languor in her manner, as well as scorn. 

“Yes, but we can play something else,” said Eustace. Trying to 
think of a new pretence, he began to make scratches with his 
pole on the smooth sand. The words ‘St. Ninian’s’ started 
to take shape. Qpickly he obliterated them with his foot, 
but they had given him an idea. They had given Hilda an idea, 
too. 

He remarked as they moved to their new course, “I might be a 
boy going to school for the first time.” 

“You might be,” replied Hilda, “but you’re not.” 

Eustace was not unduly disconcerted. 

“Well, let’s pretend I am, and then we can change the names 
of the rocks, to suit.” 

The incoming tide had reached their second centre, and its 
advancing ripples were curling round the bases of the rocks. 

“Let’s re-christen this one,” said Eustace, poised on the first 
tee. “You kick off. It used to be ‘Aconcagua’,” he reminded her. 

“All right,” said Hilda, “call it Cambo.” 

Vaguely Eustace wondered why she had chosen the name of 
their house, but he was so intent on putting ideas into her head 
that he did not notice she was trying to put them into his. 

“Bags I this one for St. Ninian’s,” he ventured, naming a not 
too distant boidder. Hilda winced elaborately. 

“Mind you don’t fall off,” was all she said. 
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“Oh, no. It*s my honour, isn’t it?” asked Eustace diffidently. 
He jumped. 

Perhaps it was the responsibility of having chosen a name un- 
acceptable to Hilda, perhaps it was just the perversity of Fate; 
anyhow, he missed his aim. His feet skidded on the slippery 
seaweed and when he righted himself he was standing in water 
up to his ankles. 

“Now we must go home,” said Hilda. In a flash Eustace saw 
his plan going to ruin. There would be no more rocks to name; 
he might have to tell her the news outright. 

“Oh, please not, Hilda, please not. Let’s have a few more 
jumps. They make my feet warm, they really do. Besides, there’s 
something I want to say to you.” 

To his astonishment Hilda agreed at once. 

“I oughtn’t to let you,” she said, “but I’ll put your feet into 
mustard and hot water, privately, in the bathroom.” 

“Crikey! That would be fun.” 

“And I have something to say to you, too.” 

“Is it something nice?” 

“You’ll think so,” said Hilda darkly. 

“TeU me now.” 

“No, afterwards. Only you’ll have to pretend to be a boy who 
isn’t going to school. Now hurry up.” 

They were both standing on Gambo with the water swirling 
round them. 

“Say ‘Fains I’ if you’d like me to christen the next one,” said 
Eustace hopefully. “It used to be called the Inchcape Rock.” 

“No,” said Hilda slowly, and in a voice so doom-laden that 
anyone less preoccupied than Eustace might have seen her drift. 
“I’m going to call it ‘Anchorstone Hall*.” 

“Grood egg!” said Eustace. “Look, there’s Dick standing on it. 
Mind you don’t knock him off!” 

Involimtarily Hilda closed her eyes against Dick’s image. She 
missed her take-off and dropped a foot short of the rock, knee- 
deep in water. 

“Oh, poor Hilda!” Eustace cried, aghast. 

But wading back to the rock she turned to him an excited, 
radiant face. 

“Now it win be mustard and water for us both.” 

“How ripping!” Eustace wriggled with delight. “That’ll be 
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something to tell them at St. Ninian’s. Fm sure none of the 
other men have sisters who dare jump into the whole North 
Sea!» 

"Quick, quick!” said Hilda. “Your turn.” 

Anchorstone Hall was by now awash, but Eustace landed 
easily. The fear of getting his feet wet being removed by the 
simple process of having got them wet, he felt gloriously free and 
ready to tell anyone anything. 

"All square 1 ” he announced. "All square and one to play. Do 
you know what I am going to call this one?” He pointed to a 
forbiddingly bare, black rock, round which the water surged, and 
when Hilda quite graciously said she didn’t, he added: 

"But first you must pretend to be a girl who’s going to school.” 

"Anything to pacify you,” Hilda said. 

"Now I’ll tell you. It’s St. Willibald’s. Do you want to know 
why?” 

"Not specially,” said Hilda. "It soimds such a silly name. Why 
should Willie be bald?” When they had laughed their fill at this 
joke, Eustace said: 

“It’s got something to do with you. It’s . . . well, you’ll know 
all about it later on.” 

"I hope I shan’t,” said Hilda loftily. "It isn’t worth the trouble 
of a pretence. Was this aU you were going to tell me?” 

"Yes, you see it’s the name of your school.” 

Hilda stared at him, "My schooP What do you mean, my 
school? Me a schoolmistress? You must be mad.” 

Eustace had not foreseen this complication. 

"Not a schoolmistress, Hilda,” he gasped. "You wouldn’t be 
old enough yet. No, a schoolgirl, like I’m going to be a school- 
boy.” 

"A schoolgirl?” repeated Hilda. "A schoolgirl?” she echoed in 
a still more tragic voice. "Who said so?” she challenged him. 

"Well, Daddy did. They all did, while you were upstairs. 
Daddy told me to tell you. It’s quite settled.” 

Thoughts chased each other across Hilda’s face, thoughts that 
were incomprehensible to Eustace. They only told him that she 
was not as angry as he thought she would be. He couldn’t know 
that for her, just then, school without Eustace was a, far less 
dreadful thought than Anchorstone Hall with Dick, 

"We shall go away almost on the same day,” he said. "Won’t 
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that be fim? I mean it woxild be much worse if one of us didn’t. 
And we shall be quite near to each other, in Kent. It’s called 
the Garden of England. That’s a nice name. You’re glad, aren’t 
you?” 

Her eyes, swimming with happy tears, told him she was; but 
he could hardly believe it, and her trembling lips vouchsafed no 
word. He felt he must distract her. 

“You were going to tell me something, Hilda. What was it?” 

She looked at him enigmatically, and the smile playing on her 
lips restored them to speech. 

“Oh, that? That was nothing.” 

“But it must have been something,” Eustace persisted. “You 
said it was something I should like. Please tell me.” 

“It doesn’t matter now,” she said, “now that I am going to 
school.” Her voice deepened and took on its faraway tone. “You 
will never know what I meant to do for you — ^how I nearly 
sacrificed all my happiness.” 

“Will anyone know?” asked Eustace. 

He saw he had made a false step. Hilda turned pale and a look 
of terror came into her eyes, all the more fnghtening because 
Hilda was never frightened. So absorbed had she been by the 
horrors that the letter would lead to, so thankful that the horrors 
were now removed, that she had forgotten the letter itself. Yes. 
Someone would know. . . . 

Timidly Eustace repeated his question. 

The pole bent beneath Hilda’s weight and her knuckles went 
as white as her face. 

“Oh, don’t nag me, Eustace! Can’t you see? . . . What’s the 
time?” she asked sharply. “I’ve forgotten my watch.” 

“But you never forget it, Hilda.” 

“Fool, I tell you I h(we forgotten it! What’s the time?” 

Eustace’s head bent towards the pocket in his waistline where 
his watch was lodged, and he answered with maddening slowmess, 
anxious to get the time exactly right: 

“One minute to four.” 

“And when does the post go?” 

“A quarter past. But you know that better than I do, 
Hilda,” 

“Idiot, they might have changed it.” She stiffened. The skies 
might fall but Eustace must be given his instructions. 
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‘‘Listen, Pve got something to do. You go straight home, 
slowly, mind, and tell them to get the bath water hot and ask 
Minney for the mustard,” 

“How topping, Hilda! What fun we shall have.” 

“Yes, it must be boiling. I shall hurry on in front of you, and 
you mustn’t look to see which way I go.” 

“Oh, no, Hilda.” 

“Here’s my pole. You can jump with it if you’re careful. I 
shan’t be long.” 

“But, Hilda ” 

There was no answer. She was gone, and he dared not turn 
round to call her. 

A pole trailing from either hand, Eustace fixed his eyes on the 
waves and conscientiously walked backwards, so that he should 
not see her. Presently he stumbled against a stone and nearly 
feU. Righting himself he resumed his crab-like progress, but 
more slowly than before. Why had Hilda gone off like that? He 
could not guess, and it was a secret into which he must not pry. 
His sense of the inviolability of Hilda’s feelings was a sine qua non 
of their relationship. 

The tracks traced by the two poles, his and Hilda’s, made a 
pattern that began to fascinate him. Parallel straight lines, he 
knew, were such that even if they were produced to infinity they 
could not meet. The idea of infinity pleased Eustace, and he dwelt 
on it for some time. But these lines were not straight; they fol- 
lowed a serpentine course, bulging at times and then narrowing, 
like a boa-constrictor that has swallowed a donkey. Perhaps with 
a little manipulation they could be made to meet. 

He drew the lines closer. Yes, it looked as though they might 
converge. But woxdd it be safe to try to make them when a law 
of Euclid said they cotildn’t? 

A backward glance satisfied Hilda that Eustace was following 
her instructions. Her heart warmed to him. How obedient he 
was, in spite of everything. The tumult in her feelings came back, 
disappointment, rdief, and dread struggling with each other. 
Disappointment that her plan had miscarried; relief that it had 
miscarried; dread that she would be too late to spare herself an 
unbearable humiliation. 

She ran, taking a short cut across the sands, going by the 
promenade where the cliffs were lower. She flashed past the 
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Bank with its polished granite pillars, so much admired by 
Eustace. Soon she was in the heart of the town. 

The big hand of the post-office clock was leaning on the quar- 
ter. Breathless, she went in. Behind the counter stood a girl she 
did not know. 

“Please can you give me back the letter I posted this after- 
noon?” 

“I’m afraid not. Miss. We*re not allowed to.” 

“Please do it this once. It’s very important that the letter 
shouldn’t go.” 

The girl — she was not more than twenty herself— stared at the 
beautiful, agitated face, imperious, imused to pleading, the tall 
figure, the bosom that rose and fell, and it scarcely seemed to her 
that Hilda was a child. 

“I could ask the postmaster.” 

“No, please don’t do that, I’d rather you didn’t. It’s a letter 
that I . . . regret having written.” A wild look came into Hilda’s 
eye; she fumbled in her pocket. 

“If I pay a fine may I have it back?” 

How pretty she is, the girl thought. She seems thoroughly 
upset. Something stirred in her, and she moved towards the door 
of the letter box. 

“I oughtn’t to, you know. Who would the letter be to?” 

“It’s a gentleman.” Hilda spoke with an effort. 

I thought so, the girl said to herself; and she unlocked the door 
of the letter box. 

“What would the name be?” 

The name was on Hilda’s lips, but she checked it and stood 
speechless. 

“Couldn’t you let me look myself?” she said. 

“Oh, I’m afraid that would be against regulations. They might 
give me the sack.” 

“Oh, please, just this once. I ... I shall never write to him 
again.” 

The assistant’s heart was touched. “You made a mistake, 
then,” she said. 

“Yes,” breathed Hilda. “I don’t know . . .” she left the sen- 
tence unfinished. 

“You said something you didn’t mean?” 

“Yes,” said EKlda. 
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"And you think he might take it wrong?’’ 

"Yes.” 

The assistant dived into the box and brought about twenty 
letters. She laid them on the counter in front of Hilda. 

"Quick! quick!” she said. “Pm not looking.” 

Hilda knew the shape of the envelope. In a moment the letter 
was in her pocket. Looking at the assistant she panted; and the 
assistant panted slightly, too. They didn’t speak for a moment; 
then the assistant said: 

"You’re very young, dear, aren’t you?” 

Hilda drew herself up. "Oh, no, I’ve turned fourteen.” 

"You’re sure you’re doing the right thing? You’re not acting 
impulsive-like? If you’re re^y fond of him . . 

"Oh, no,” said Hilda. "I’m not . . . I’m not.” A tremor ran 
through her. "I must go now.” 

The assistant bundled the letters back into the box. There was 
a sound behind them: the postman had come in. 

"Good evening, Miss,” he said. 

"Good evening,” said the assistant languidly, "I’ve been wait- 
ing about for you. You don’t half keep people waiting, do you?” 

"There’s them that works, and them that waits,” said the 
postman. 

The assistant tossed her head. 

"There’s some do neither,” she said tartly, and then, turning in 
a business-like way to Hilda: 

"Is there anything else. Miss?” 

"Nothing further to-day,” said Hilda, rather haughtily. 
"Thank you very much,” she added. 

Outside the post-office, in the twilight, her dignity deserted 
her. She broke into a run, but her mind outstripped her, surging, 
exultant. 

"I shall never see him now,” she thought, "I shall never see him 
now,” and the ecstasy, the relief, the load offher mind, were such 
as she might have felt had she loved Dick Staveley and been going 
to meet him. 

Softly she let herself into the house. The dining-room was no 
use: it had a gas fire. She listened at the drawing-room door. 
No sound. She tiptoed into the fire-stained darkness, crossed the 
hearthrug and dropped the letter into the reddest cleft among the 
coals. It did not catch at once so she took the poker to it, driving 
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it into the heart of the heat. A flame sprang up, and at the same 
moment she heard a movement, and turning, saw the fire reflected 
in her father’s eyes. 

*®Hullo, Hilda — ^you startled me. I was having a nap. Burning 
something?” 

“Yes,” said Hilda, poised for flight. 

“A love letter, I expect.” 

“Oh, no, Daddy; people don’t write love letters at my age.” 

“At your age began Mr. Cherrington. But he couldn’t 

remember, and anyhow it wouldn’t do to tell his daughter that 
at her age he had ^eady written a love letter. 

“Must be time for tea,” he said, yawning. “Where’s Eustace?” 

As though in answer they heard a thud on the floor above, and 
the sound of water pouring into the bath. 

“That’s him,” cried Hilda. “I promised him I would put his 
feet into mustard and water. He won’t forgive me if I don’t,” 

She ran upstairs into the steam and blurred visibility, the 
warmth, the exciting sounds and comforting smells of the little 
bath-room. At first she coiildn’t see Eustace ; the swirls of luminous 
vapour hid him; then they parted and disclosed him, sitting on 
the white curved edge of the bath with his back to the water 
and his legs bare to the knee, above which his combinations and 
his knickerbockers had been neatly folded back, no doubt by 
Minney’s practised hand. 

“Oh, there you are, Hilda !” he exclaimed. “Isn’t it absolutely 
spifiing! The water’s quite boiling. I only turned it on when you 
came in. I wish it was as hot as boiling oil — boiling water isn’t, 
you know,” 

“How much mustard did you put in?” asked Hilda. 

“Half a tin. Minney said she couldn’t spare any more.” 

“Well, turn round and put your feet in,” Hilda said. 

‘TTcs, Do you think I ought to take offmy knickers, too? You 
see I only got wet as far as my ankles. I should have to take off 
my combinations.” 

Hilda considered. “I don’t think you need this time.” 

Eustace swivelled round and tested the water with his toe. 

“Ooo!” 

“Come on, be brave.” 

“Yes, but you must put your feet in too. It won’t be half the 
fun if you don’t. Besides, you said you would, Hilda.” In his 
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aiixiety to share the experience with her he turned round again, 
“Please! You got much wetter than I did.” 

“I got warm running. Besides, it*s only salt water. Salt water 
doesn’t give you a cold.” 

“Oh, but my water was salt, too.” 

“You’re different,” said Hilda. Then, seeing the look of acute 
disappointment on his face, she added, “Well, just to please 
you.” 

Eustace wriggled delightedly, and, as far as he dared, bounced 
up and down on the bath edge. 

“Take off your shoes and stockings, then.” It was delicious to 
give Hilda orders. Standing stork-like, first on one foot, then on 
the other, Hilda obeyed. 

“Now come and sit by me. It isn’t very safe, take care you 
don’t lose your balance.” 

Soon they were sitting side by side, looking down into the 
water. The clouds of steam rising round them seemed to shut 
off the outside world. Eustace looked admiringly at Hilda’s long 
slim legs. 

“I didn’t fill the bath any fiiUer,” he said, in a low voice, “be- 
cause of the marks. It might be dangerous, you know.” 

Hilda looked at the bluish chips in the enamel, which spattered 
the sides of the bath. Eustace’s superstitions about them, and his 
fears of submerging them, were well known to her. 

“They won’t let you do that at school,” she said. 

“Oh, there won’t be any marks at school, A new system of 
plumbing and sanitarisation was installed last year. The pros- 
pectus said so. That would mean new baths, of course. New 
baths don’t have marks. Your school may be the same, only the 
prospectus didn’t say so. I expect baths don’t matter so much for 
girls.” 

“Why not?” 

“They’re cleaner, anyway. Besides, they wash.” Eustace 
thought of washing and having a bath as two quite different, 
almost unconnected things, “And I don’t suppose they’ll let us 
put our feet in mustard and water.” 

“Why not?” repeated Hilda. 

“Oh, to harden us, you know. Boys have to be hard. If thej 
did, it would be for a punishment, not fim like this. . • . Just pui 
your toe in, Hilda,” 
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Hilda flicked the water with her toe, hard enough to start a 
ripple, and then withdrew it. 

**It’s still a bit hot. Let’s wait a minute.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace. “It would spoil everything if we turned on 
the cold water.” 

They sat for a moment in silence. Eustace examined Hilda’s 
toes. They were really as pretty as fingers. His own were stimted 
and shapeless, meant to be decently covered. 

“Now, both together!” he cried. 

In went their feet. The concerted splash was magnificent, but 
the agony was almost unbearable. 

“Put your arm roimd me, Hilda!” 

“Then you put yours roimd me, Eustace!” 

As they clung together their feet turned scarlet, and the red 
dye ran up far above the water-level almost to their knees. But 
they did not move, and slowly the pain began to turn into another 
feeling, a smart still, but wholly blissful. 

“Isn’t it wonderful?” cried Eustace. “I could never have felt it 
without you!” 

Hilda said nothing, and soon they were swishing their feet to 
and fro in the cooling water. The supreme moment of trial and 
triumph had gone by; other thoughts, not connected with their 
ordeal, began to slide into Eustace’s mind. 

“Were you in time to do it?” he asked. 

“Do what?” 

“Well, what you were going to do when you left me on the 
sands.” 

“Oh, that,” said Hilda indifferently. “Yes, I was just in time.” 
She thought a moment, and added: “But don’t ask me what it 
was, because I shan’t ever tdl you.” 
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Chapter I 

Concerto for Two Violins 


“ T DIDN’T know you had a sister, Eustace.” 

• 1 . “Oh, didn’t you? Well, as a matter of fact, I have two.” 

“Tell me about Ihem.” 

Eustace Gherrington hesitated. Stephen Hilliard was a com- 
paratively new friend. They had met in the Summer Term, at 
the end of Eustace’s first year at Oxford. Eustace had been read- 
ing a paper to one of the many inter-collegiate societies for the 
discussion of art and letters which had sprung up with the post- 
war renascence of the University; they had a Ninety-ish air, 
unashamedly aesthetic. Mushroom growths for the most part, 
they had their moment of glory. Their members sported striped 
silk ties, impossible to mistake for an old school tie, so friendly 
were the colours to each other. A great deal of lobbying and 
intrigue went to the election, or rejection, of candidates. Feelings 
ran high, enmities and friendships were created. Stephen Hil- 
liard, president of *The Philanderers’, as the society was ambi- 
tiously and misleadingly named, had congratulated Eustace on 
his 'Some Nineteenth-Century Mystics’, and afterwards invited 
him to a stately meal; and when they met again after the Long 
Vacation, they found themselves, to Eustace’s surprise, on terms 
of friendship. Eustace’s friends were seldom of his own choosing, 
but they had one thing in common; they tended to be rather well 
off. To this tendency, which had grown on Eustace without his 
noticing it, Stephen was no exception. 

Rumour said that he was rich, and his rooms in the High, 
where they were now sitting, gave colour — ^briUiant colour — ^to 
the rumour. Stephen had had them done up himself, and they 
had none of the shabbiness of college rooms or of rooms let to 
undergraduates. The bright, rather Wd colours did not aim at 
harmony or achieve it. The black carpet was relieved by splashes 
of scarlet lacquer; the cushions were of lilac or scarlet, and edged 
with black lace; between the two windows stood an ivory- 
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coloured lacquer cabinet, with figures in dull gold and most 
elaborate brass hinges. In the centre of the chimney-piece, raised 
on a cube of honey-coloured marble, was a crystal object which 
reminded one of a skull, but looked at closer, proved not to be. 
On the opposite wall was a long black mirror, in the mysterious 
depths of which Eustace could see half of himself, and all of his 
host, as they sat over their port. At least, Eustace was sitting over 
his. Stephen did not drink port. 

The mirror, which kept so much to itself, reflected the shape of 
his narrow, aquiline face, which a cardinal’s hat might so suitably 
have surmounted, and the deliberate, rather conscious gestures 
with which he peeled his pear. By comparison, Eustace’s half- 
face, a dusky D, looked rotund and undistinguished, and he 
averted his eyes from it. 

“Tell me about your sisters,” repeated Stephen, as Eustace did 
not speak. 

*T’m afraid I should have to go rather a long way back.” 

‘‘Never mind,” said Stephen. He dipped his long fingers into 

finger-bowl of blue-black Bristol glass. “Pre-natal influences 
are often interesting, and always important.” 

Eustace smiled. Stephen’s critics complained that if one made 
him a confidence he turned it to mockery. Eustace did not mind 
this; indeed, he sometimes felt relieved when one of his remarks 
was taken more lightly than it was uttered. 

“I’m afraid it will be a long story,” he said, “wherever I begin. 
Compression isn’t my strong point. I could never write a prdcis.” 

“Waste no time in self-depreciation, Scheherazade, but fill up 
your glass, and take up your tale* I am all ears for the recital. 
But first let’s move to what they call more comfortable chairs.” 

Stephen was in the habit of putting inverted commas round a 
cliche ; it was his way of discrediting those aspects of the common- 
place, and they were many, which offended against whatever 
might be his pose of the moment. 

Glass in hand, Eustace followed his host from the table. 

“You take the sofa, and I’ll take the chair,” chanted Stephen, 
“this striped one. Don’t you think the colours accuse each other 
rather charmingly? The other we must leave for whatever ghost 
your recherche into the past may conjure up.” 

Whose ghost would it be? wondered Eustace. His eyes were 
drawn to the shining crystal that was just not a skull, and im- 
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mediately the empty chair seemed to be occupied by the outline 
of a figure, a dark, muddled shape to find in that precise, brightly 
coloured room, but one which took him straight back to his 
childhood. 

“I suppose it all began with Miss Fothergill,” he said at length. 

“ ‘It’ began?” asked Stephen. “What began, my dear Eustace? 
You must be more definite. Am I to assume that this Miss 
Fothergill was a kind of Eve?” 

At the touch of criticism Eustace’s self-confidence crumbled, 
and he looked downcast and ashamed. “I can’t help it,” he 
mumbled. “It’s the way I talk. You’re not the first person who’s 
complained of it. . , . No, Miss Fothergill was a cripple. She used 
to ride in a bath-chair on the cliffs at Anchorstone, where we 
lived as children. She was, well, she was deformed, and I used to 
be afraid of her.” 

“But what began with her?” asked Stephen. “To what, if I 
may put it so, did she give rise?” 

“Well,” said Eustace, “without her, my life would have been 
quite different. I shouldn’t be here, for one thing — I mean, not 
here in your room.” 

“In that case I feel very grateful to her,” said Stephen cour- 
teously. “But how did she know about me? Did she give you my 
address?” 

Eustace smiled. 

“You see, it” — Stephen frowned, but Eustace did not notice — 
“it was like this, and this is where my sister Hilda comes in.” 

“Enter Hilda,” said Stephen. 

“Hilda wanted me to speak to Miss Fothergill,” Eustace went 
on, “partly because she thought it would be a kind of discipline 
for me, and also on general principles, because the Bible said you 
were to visit the sick. She’s always had my moral welfare at heart. 
And so one morning, very much against my will, I did speak to 
Miss Fothergill, and pushed her baSi-chair for a bit; and she was 
very nice about it and asked me to tea.” 

“Of course you jumped at that,” said Stephen. 

“Oh no, I was terrified. I can’t tell you what agonies I went 
through. However, before the fatal day came I went to the local 
dancing-class, and there I met a girl called Nancy Steptoe, who 
persuaded me to go for a paper-chase with her instead of going to 
tea with Miss Fothergill.” 
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‘^Quite right,” said Stephen. “Bravo, Nancy. Of course, I 
should have chosen tea with Medusa. But then, I was never good 
at running — except away from the Germans, in the war.” 

“Nor was I,” said Eustace. “That was the sad part. I got 
wet through and had a heart attack and was ill for weeks after- 
wards. They were all very angry and made me feel it was a 
judgment from Heaven.” 

“As no doubt it was,” Stephen said. “But who were ‘they*?” 

“Well, Hilda chiefly, and my Aunt Sarah, who had been living 
with us since Mother died, and my father. It really was hard on 
him, having to pay for such an expensive illness. You see, we 
were very badly off.” 

“I see the beginnings of a guilt-complex,” said Stephen. “Only, 
of course. Dr. Freud had hardly been heard of then.” 

“Yes, I did feel guilty. I think I still do. And I used to have 
the most awful fear of consequences, and could hardly cross the 
road without asking somebody if it would be wise. But I*m grow- 
ing out of that now.” 

“I should hope so,” said Stephen. “But I still don’t understand 
why I owe your presence here to Miss Fothergill — upraised be her 
name.” 

“After I was ill,” said Eustace, “she asked me to tea again — 
don’t laugh — ^and for about a year or more I used to go re^arly 
— ^two or three times a week — ^and read to her and play piquet. 
And then she died and left me some money.” 

The lines of Stephen’s elegant diimer jacket (he always liked 
to change for dinner, however informal the occasion, though he 
did not insist on this for his guests) seemed suddenly to contract 
and stiffen. Leaning forward, he said: 

“May I know how much?” 

Eustace hesitated. He thought the sum would sound small to 
Stephen, and moreover he had always been told not to talk about 
his financial affairs. They were something to be kept to onesdf, 
like one’s middle name at school. For other people to know gave 
them a hold over you; besides, it was bad form, and Eustace went 
in constant dread of being guilty of bad form. But it was against 
his nature to withhold anything, and there could be no harm in 
telling Stephen. 

“It was eighteen thousand pounds.” 

To his surprise Stephen did not seem at all disdainful. 
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‘^Eighteen thousand pounds?’* he repeated. ‘‘Quite a tidy sum, 
as they say.” 

“Well, it seemed so to us, though as a matter of fact, when I w^as 
told about it I was bitterly disappointed. You see, I ^d been led 
to believe it was much more.” 

“You’re getting into the ‘it’ country again,” said Stephen, 
“May I say, in vulgar parlance, come off it? And may I know 
why you were so cruelly deceived in this very vital matter?” 

Eustace flushed. “Well, my aunt was, and still is, an austere, 
puritanical woman; she would have refused the legacy if she 
could have legally, and if my father hadn’t wanted me to have it. 
As it was, she made him promise that I shouldn’t be told, and for 
some time — ^weeks, I thhik — wasn’t. But they had decided to 
send me to school, and that made fliem treat me differently — in 
small ways, I mean.” 

“I expect your bring a capitalist influenced them too,” said 
Stephen. 

“Do you think so? That hadn’t occiirred to me. Anyhow, they 
all seemed so strange that I began to get the wind up, and 
thought there could only be one explanation — ^that I was going 
to die.” 

Stephen nodded. 

“Well, one day when I was feeling particularly depressed, 
Hilda and I went down to play on the sands, and I told her that 
I was going to leave her most of my possessions, as I was expecting 
to die. She got upset and angry, and just at that moment some 
children I knew came up on horseback, and congratulated me on 
having inherited a fortune. One said fifty-right thousand pounds, 
and another, called Dick Staveley, said sixty-right.” 

“Dick Staveley?” said Stephen. “I seem to know that name.” 

“You might. He’s a Member of Parliament now, I think, and 
is looked on as quite a coming man.” 

“I believe his family axe clients of my father’s firm,” said 
Stephen, “and I seem to remember Dick in connection with some 
mild scandal — a love-affair in which someone had to be bought 
off. How old would he be?” 

“About thirty-one, I should think.” 

“That’s the man. But what was their reason for buoying you 
up, as they say, with false hopes?” 

“I never knew,” said Eustace. “Probably rumour exaggerated 
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the amount: I don’t think Gerald Steptoe — ^my first informant — 
was capable of inventing anything. And Dick may have said 
sixty-eight thousand because it sounded better — ^he was like that. 
However, after they’d gone I told Hilda I would divide the 
money with her.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I thought that otherwise she would have to be a 
governess.” 

“You must have been very fond of her,” 

“Money doesn’t mean much to children, but we’ve always been 
very fond of each other in a kind of way,” said Eustace. “She was 
ambitious for me — she still is, I doubt if I should have got my 
scholarship or anything but for her prodding me on.” 

“Or Miss Fothergill’s legacy.” 

“No, I owe Hilda a great deal.” 

“And does she owe you thirty-four thousand pounds?” asked 
Stephen. 

“Alas, no! When we got home and everything came out — 
about the legacy, I mean — was bitterly disappointed. I’m not 
really avaricious, but I like the idea of a large sum, and I did 
then. Eighteen thousand seemed next to nothing. I didn’t know 
about interest. I thought we should just spend the capital year 
by year. But I felt in honour boxmd to give Hilda half.” 

“Gould you, being a minor?” 

“That was the trouble. But to tell you the triith, I secretly felt 
rather relieved, and exceedingly ashamed of myself for feeling so.” 

“So Hilda had to be a governess after all?” 

“No, becaiose Miss Fothergill’s money provided for my educa- 
tion, and my father was able to send Hilda to school.” 

“How awful for her.” 

“She liked it. Then the war came, and she trained as a V. A.D., 
but she didn’t get on very well with the other nurses, and I think 
she found the men a bit trying — ^you know what they’re like in 
hospital, espedally when they’re beginning to feel better.” 

“You mean, she found their attentions distasteful?” 

“I — think so. But they had a high opinion of her in the hos- 
pital, and got her transferred to an executive department, and she 
ended by almost ruiming it.” 

“How terrifyingly eflSicient she sounds,” said Stephen. “I think 
I should faint in her presence.” 
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‘'She isn’t, really,” said Eustace* “I don’t suppose she’s any 
more efficient than you are — ^perhaps not as much,” 

He glanced at Stephen and then at the room which, in spite of 
its exotic air, had obviously been designed for utility as well as for 
decoration. 

Stephen smiled one of his rare smiles. 

“I may be efficient,” he said, “but you mustn’t say so. I’m 
trying to get the virus out of my system. It comes from my 
interest in money, you know. But I’m sure Hilda would despise 
me utterly— for that and for many other things,” 

“Not if she thought you were im homme serieux.” 

“Is she — as far as her sex allows?” 

“Oh yes. Since the war she’s been helping to run a clinic for 
crippled children. It’s called Highcross Hill. It was quite a small 
affair to begin with, but she took it in hand, and built on to it, and 
it’s going splendidly now.” 

“Eustace, you surpass yourself. What a spate of ‘its’. But where 
did she get the money to do all that?” 

“Well,” said Eustace, “I suppose from me.” 

“Ah! So you did divide the legacy with her!” exclaimed 
Stephen. 

“Yes,” said Eustace, “when I came of age. I’d so often said I 
would — I felt I had to. Between ourselves, I didn’t much want to, 
when the time came. You see, I’ve always felt that I should never 
be able to meike any money — ^I’m not built that way. People who 
can make money seem to me like miracle workers. Perhaps that’s 
why I set such store by it. I’m not interested in it — as you say you 
are ; I just want to have it.” 

“I suppose the money accumulated while you were at school?” 
said Stephen thoughtfully. 

Eustace looked rather uncomfortable. 

“Well, not very much; you see, my education cost a lot.” 

“Not more than four hundred poimds a year, I should imagine, 
even at Haughton,” Stephen remarked. “Haughton the haughty, 
Haughton of the haut ton. Unless you were charmingly extra- 
vagant and plastered the walls of your room with Old Masters, 
there would still be over two himdred a year left over for a rainy 
day, as they say.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace doubtfully. “But it didn’t turn out like 
that. However, I’m glad to thixxk they all lived in easier circum- 



24^ Eustace and Hilda 

stances and my father was able to enjoy some luxuries before he 
died. He had a gay nature, and wasn’t meant to be a beast of 
burden, harnessed to family responsibilities.” 

didn’t realise you were the head of the family,” said 
Stephen. 

“My father died of Spanish influenza two days after the 
Armistice, and just after we had moved to Willesden, where we 
are now. Before that we lived in Wolverhampton, We’ve had 
several homes, but Anchorstone was much my favourite. I 
haven’t been tibere since we left in nineteen hundred and seven, 
twelve years ago.” 

“How old were you then?” 

“Eleven.” 

“That makes you twenty-three, nearly a year younger than 
me. How absurd that we should both be undergraduates. 
But I’m so glad we are — diet’s have a drink to celebrate our 
advanced years before I continue the inquisition. But perhaps 
you’re tired of answering questions and would rather ask me 
some?” 

Eustace said no, he welcomed the opportunity of talking about 
himself. It was not often that he found such an interested listener. 
He began to think of mofe things that he might tell Stephen, 
things that he had told no one ebe. He had already told him some 
— the reason why Hilda had given up being a nurse, for instance, 
and the reason, or a hint of the reason, why his legacy was not 
now so considerable as it might have been. But not much about 
himself, and it was easy, thought Eustace guiltily, to be con- 
fidential at other people’s expense. Still, Stephen never repeated 
anything; he might make fim of you to your face but he was 
absolutely discreet, a rare virtue in Oxford, where tongue 
sharpened tongue. 

“Will you, as they say, say when?” he asked, standing at 
Eustace’s elbow with the whisky decanter and a glass. 

“Stop, stop. I’ve got to sit up and do some work when I get 
back.” 

“Work, work, the word is always on your lips, Eustace, but I 
never see you doing any, I’m glad to say.” 

“I put it away when you come, of course,” said Eustace. “I 
take it out when Hilda comes.” 

“I think I shall send for her.” 
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‘‘You won’t have to,” said Eustace. “She’s coming down 
next week. I shall ask you to meet her.” 

“Oh no, I should make a very bad impression. She would leave 
by the next train. You must invite some of your smart friends, 
Antony Lakeside and His Royal Highness.” 

His Royal Highness was a very minor foreign royalty whom 
Stephen had encountered in Eustace’s room on the occasion of 
the prince’s one visit. Antony Lachish, whose name Stephen 
chose to miscall, was a freshman of ancient family and winning 
manners who went through Oxford like a ball of quicksilver, 
staying with this clique or that only long enough to make his loss 
felt. Eustace, as Stephen knew, was already beginning to expect 
the slight sense of heartache which occurred when this bright 
apparition faded. 

“Oh, they wouldn’t do at all,” he said. “She’d think them 
playboys. I should like to introduce her to some of my solider 
friends.” 

“Thank you, Eustace.” 

“Hilda’s not at all like me, you know, in any way,” said 
Eustace, as though this was a supreme recommendation. “She’s 
very beautiful, for one thing.” 

“Oh, that’s too much,” said Stephen. “All the time you were 
talking — ^forgive me, Eustace — envisaged her as plain, a Salva- 
tion Army lassie. I could have said, when she reproved me for 
being worthless and idle, a drone from the capitalist hive, ‘Well, 
Hilda, plain speaking and plain faces often go together.’ Now I 
shall have to arrange to be called away from Orford when she 
comes. I have an idea your yotmger sister would be more 
indulgent to my shortcomings. You haven’t told me about her.” 

“Oh, Barbara,” said Eustace in quite a different tone from the 
one he used when speaking of Hilda, “she’s like an india-rubber 
ball. Nothing worries her and noting depresses her. She goes 
her own way. The odd thing is that Aunt Sarah, who was very 
strict with Hilda and me, and stiU is in a way, doesn’t seem to 
mind what Barbara does. I suppose she doesn’t expect so much 
from her. She’s not eighteen — she’s only just left school — ^but 
she’s actually persuaded my aimt to let her have a latch-key, and 
bring the youth of WiUesden in to dance in the evenings, with the 
carpet turned back, you know, and a gramophone, and all the 
movable furniture stacked in the hall and on the stairs. She 
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would never have allowed Hilda or me to do anything like that — 
not that we ever wanted to.” 

“I should hope not,” said Stephen with a light shudder. Con- 
trolled and inscrutable as it was, sometimes almost mask-like, his 
face registered distaste at the idea of Barbara’s pleasures. 

Eustace found himself taking up the cudgels for her. “I suppose 
the Zeitgeist runs stronger in her than in us,” he said. “She 
enjoyed hockey and lacrosse, you know, and all those things. 
She’s somewhere in the middle, and not at either of the ends.” 

“Aren’t you fairly central, too? Wouldn’t you call yourself 
W.G.?” asked Stephen, who sometimes admitted into his con- 
versation a flourish of stately impropriety. 

“Well, in a way, perhaps. But I’m like a top that always needs 
whipping; I’m inert, I don’t go by myself. Barbara does.” 

“And Hilda?” 

“She relies on something outside herself, but she’s different 
again — she’s like a dynamo. I don’t know what would happen if 
the voltage, or whatever it’s called, got changed, or if someone 
threw a spanner in the works.” 

“What unpleasant metaphors you use,” said Stephen. “I don’t 
think machinery’s a fit subject for ordinary conversation. But if 
we must talk about power-houses and such-like organs of genera- 
tion — ^aren’t you really their chief source of supply? — ^their oil 
jet, their crankshaft, their coupling-rod, their carburettor, their 
sparking-plug, their three-spe^ gear, their little oil-bath, their 
turbine, their — ^what is it that poets are beginning to write about? 
— ^their pylon 

Eustace laughed. 

“Well, in a material sense I am. Of course, Barbara has what 
money Daddy was able to leave her, and Aunt Sarah has a little 
of her own, and naturally Hilda and I contribute something to 
the household expenses — ^but not much. Don’t imagine I’m a sort 
of hero in the family; Hilda and Aunt Sarah feel in their hearts, 
I think, that Miss Fothergill’s legacy was a divine dispensation 
meant to put me on my mettle, and take away any excuse for 
failure. They know I’m always looking for such excuses. My 
health is one. If they feel indebted to me, as they may do, they 
think the best way to repay me is by an extra-strong dose of morai 
superviaon.” 

“What tree do they want to see you at the top of?” 
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“I don’t think they know.” 

“They would find no satisfaction, for instance, in watching you 
scale the social ladder?” 

Eustace blushed. 

“I’m afraid they wouldn’t see anything meritorious in that. 
Hilda would rather I was a steeple-jack.” 

“But in some way or other, it’s got to be ‘O altitudo’P” 

“Yes, I’m afraid so.” 

“ ‘He that is down shall fear no fall’ — ^I think I shall constitute 
myself an anti-Hilda agent, warning you of the perils of the 
heights and extolling the virtues of the lower levels — ^‘Eustace, I 
charge thee, fling away ambition. By this sin fell the angels.’ 
Hilda couldn’t deny the sound Christian morality of that, could 
she?” 

“Oh, she isn’t in the least worldly. It’s some kind of moral 
eminence that she would tike to see me on.” 

“Even that might be a bad eminence. Think of the dangers of 
spiritual pride!” 

“I often think of them. . . . But I wouldn’t like you to go away 
with the idea that because Hilda sometimes pricks me, she is 
therefore a thorn in my side, or that she urges me to do impossibili- 
ties. When I said I owed her a great deal, it was an understate- 
ment. But for her I might be pushing up daisies in France.” 

“Oh, Eustace, what an expression! Never, never, use it again. 
But how did she do that? How did she come between you and — 
and the daisy-chain?” 

“Well, when the war broke out, Hilda was quite carried away 
by it. She was living at home, wondering what she should do. 
She had tried her hand at several things and given them up — 
chiefly because she doesn’t find it easy to work with other people. 
The war gave her her opportunity — she was just twenty-one 
when it broke out, and it was an inspiration to her. As I told you, 
she didn’t get on very well to b^in with, but they soon realised 
how valuable she was. Meanwhfle, I lingered on at school and 
enjoyed, rather ingloriously and not very whole-heartedly, all the 
privileges one has at the top — you know what an autocrat one 
becomes even if one isn’t good at games, which I wasn’t. To my 
secret satisfaction I had a medical exemption from playing foot- 
ball, on account of my heart. Hilda wanted to see me in khaki, of 
course; you couldn’t expect her not to. But she was always very 
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nice about it, and said she would like me to be a hospital orderly, 
or a mess-waiter, or a storeman, or something of that sort. She 
never imagined I should be passed fit for general service; but 
when I did join up, in the autumn of nineteen-fifteen, I was. 
Hilda W21S disgusted, her sense of justice was outraged, and she 
immediately set about getting the decision altered. She had 
learned something of the ways of the R.A.M.O., and she took me 
about from one doctor to another until my medical history must 
have been known to half the British Army.” 

Stephen tilted his head back a little and turned his eyes away 
from Eustace. He seemed to be looking over the top of something 
that obscured his view — ^his mental view, for there was no material 
object in the way. 

‘‘Did you mind her doing that?” he asked. 

Eustace took a moment to answer, 

“Well, yes and no. Of course, it was rather undignified appear- 
ing before Medical Boards armed with a sheaf of doctors’ certifi- 
cates. It didn’t make a very good impression. I don’t think I 
should have gone through with it but for Hilda — shouldn’t have 
had the moral courage. They wouldn’t have thought the better of 
me, though, if they had known that my sister was egging me on. 
Perhaps they did know, for it was she who set the machinery in 
motion. They may even have seen her walking up and down out- 
side the camp gates, waiting to hear the result of the examination.’ ’ 

“Did she really do that?” Stephen’s voice sounded incredulous, 

“Yes, more than once. I remember coming out and she was 
so agitated she couldn’t speak or ask me what had happened. She 
hated the neighbourhood of camps, too. She admired soldiers in 
the abstract, but she never liked them near her — ^it was one of her 
troubles when she was a V,A.D.” 

‘T can see it would be a handicap,” said Stephen. “What a 
curious war you must have had, tied to the chariot-strings of this 
beautiful Boadicea and whirled out of harm’s way.” 

Eustace glanced uneasily at his confessor. Stephen’s sympathy 
had its Uanitations. He could feel with you for a certain distance, 
and then his sense of the ridiculous or the unsuitable stepped in, 
and you realised you were not confiding in an alter ego, but in 
someone who was supplementing or correcting your version of 
events with an interpretation of his own. 

“Oh, I didn’t spend all the war like that,” said Eustace. “I 
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soon got settled down in the Ministry of Labour. Hilda helped to 
arrange that I should still wear khaki. She wasnH altogether 
satisfied with my process, but I still think I was more use sitting 
on a stool than standing in a trench. I say I think that, I don’t 
always feel it. But I hadn’t many of the qualities of a soldier. 
And Hilda was quite right about my health. Even sitting down 
I got a tired heart, or something, and just before the end of the 
war I was given another Medici Board, which discharged me 
from the Army. They didn’t tell me exacdy what was wrong, but 
recommended me to rest for six months. That was why I came 
up here so long after everyone else. I didn’t expect to be dis- 
charged, and asked if there wasn’t anything else I could do; but 
the President of the Board said to me, *My poor boy, you have 
done your utmost for your King and Country.’” 

Eustace paused. 

“Did he really say that?” asked Stephen. 

Eustace was surprised, and for a brief instant wondered if 
Stephen disbelieved everything he had said. But he came of a 
legal family, and was going to be a lawyer himself; no doubt he 
had to practise incredulity. It was a useful accomplishment 
which he, Eustace, might do well to learn. He turned to Stephen 
with a smile. 

“Yes, that’s what he said.” 

“Well,” said Stephen. “I’m sure he was right. Thank you for 
the recital, Eustace. You have been most patient in satisfying my 
— ^I fear — ^indiscreet curiosity. I shall reserve my comments for 
another occasion. In a minute or two I’m going to teU you the 
story of my life. I’ve arranged it (I think ®it’ there is the mot juste) 
in six sections. First, birth and repressions. Second, childhood in 
Torquay and repressions. Third, youth in Kensington and 
repressions. Fourth, school and repressions. Fifth, the war and 
escape from repressions. Sixth, my foture as a solicitor, which will 
be the longest and most glorious section, and will tell, among 
much dse, how I mean to inflict repressions upon others. But 
before I st^ I think you will need a drink and I will put a record 
on the gramophone, because the key of our conversation will have 
to change — ^not into a higher key. I’m afraid, but into a more 
commonplace one, say from C shm^) minor into E flat. Now what 
would you like to hear?” 

Hardly had Eustace said ‘SchuberP when he remembered a 
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pecxiliairity in Stephen often commented on by his friends. He 
would ask them to choose a record, but he never played the one 
they chose. So Eustace was not surprised to hear his host say: 

“If you don’t mind, I don’t think we’ll have Schubert,” 

He moved across to a cabinet made of some pale, highly 
polished wood, with glass knobs, and began to pull out the 
drawers. 

“No, not Beethoven. He would suit Miss Hilda perhaps — 
gigantic gestures against a hostile sky — but not us. Our feelings 
are too complex. No, nor Brahms either — ^Heavens, how Miss 
Hilda would despise those steamy wallowings! Away with 
Brahms, she would say — ^let him stew in his own undergrowth, 
Boccherini? I don’t know why I ever got that record, I wouldn’t 
even bring it to your sister’s notice. I can hear her say ‘That 
sugared eighteenth-century chit-chat of “Haydn’s Wife”, as they 
called him, makes me sick. How could it help anyone to be better? 
What possible use is it to God or man?*” 

“I don’t think Hilda despises people quite as much as you 
imagine,” Eustace put in. 

“Well, she couldn’t help despising him . . . Berlioz now, the 
Damnation of Faust” Stephen looked interrogatively at Eustace. 
“That’s more the kind of thing, isn’t it? But no, Miss Hilda would 
see through the bluster and posturing to the hollow core within. 
‘Full of sound and fury,’ she would say — ‘signifying nothing. 
Take it away! Bum it!’” 

“Oh, she’s not so violent as that,” protested Eustace. “At least, 
not often. And she wouldn’t quote Shakespeare: she isn’t at all 
literary, you know.” 

“She would see through Berlioz all the quicker for not being. 
I’m sure she detests shams. I rather like them, but I should never 
dare tell her so. Now what have we? Borodin. Isn’t it odd how 
every composer’s name begins with B? I think Borodin is the 
most unsuitable we’ve turned up yet. Whining, plangent, 
amoral if not immoral, Oriental, moody, emotionally self- 
indulgent; Miss Hilda has just written a memorandum to Lenin 
saying that on no account must Borodin be played within the 
borders of the Socialist Soviet Republics. ‘Very well, Miss Gher- 
rington, his memory shall be liquidated.’ Perhaps we shall never 
find what we’re looking for— perhaps there isn’t any music that 
expresses your relationship to Miss Hilda,” 
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“It must bring you in too,” said Eustace. “Don’t forget that. 
It must suggest the story of your life that you’re to tell me.” 

“Rather a difficult synthesis,” Stephen said. “Much as I should 
like to be admitted, I think I had better be kept out. I should 
strike an alien note. For instance, I should want to know how 
Miss FothergilPs money is invested and ^\hethe^ Miss Hilda’s 
clinic stands on a sound financial footing. I should have to be 
present as a ground bass, growling and droning away while you 
and Miss Hilda disport yourselves on the upper registers. I keep 
forgetting Miss Barbara. I don’t know why — you didn’t tell me 
much about her. Perhaps she could be introduced as a note that 
is always forgotten? It would be rather difficult. The music 
could pause— lunga^ pausa grande — ^to indicate that Miss 
Barbara has been suitably forgotten, and then start again.” 

“I don’t really forget her,” said Eustace, rather ruefully; “it 
simply is that I’ve been so much with Hilda.” 

“It simply is — ^it simply is,” echoed Stephen. “What a lot of 
responsibility you give to that poor ‘it’. We might have a trio in 
which one part was always silent, except for a brief passage 
marked allegro giocoso. Then the ’cello would describe the carpet 
being rolled up and the furniture put out to freeze in the hall, or 
break its legs on the staircase, followed by an outburst of jazz, 
with some ingenioxis double-stopping to give the effect of feet 
shufHing on the floor. During that movement the first and second 
violins would leave the platform in a marked manner, and only 
return to play their andante con rrmsima tenerezKfi when the carpet 
had been relaid, and the furniture fetched out of hiding.” 

Eustace laughed. “I’m afraid we are a bit like that,” he said. 

“I knew,” said Stephen. “The new movement would start 
with a lovely, slow, ascending passage to indicate that every 
feature of the allegro — every wrinkle in the carpet, all the scrap- 
ing and scratching of the furniture, every note of jazz and all the 
heavy breathing of the dancers — ^had been put completely out of 
mind. There might be a bar or two of restrained welcome to your 
Aimt Sarah on being allowed to return to her own drawing- 
room.” 

“Oh, she generally goes to bed,” Eustace said. 

“Poor Aunt Sarah ! How does she get there, if all the furniture’s 
on the stairs?” 

“I expect she finds a way roimd it,” said Eustace. He was 
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slightly nettled by this unflattering reconstruction of his home 
life. Stephen did not appear to notice. 

“Well, I won’t follow her any farther,” he said. “I shall leave 
her frustrated by the fire-irons and ambushed by the arm-chairs* 
Now I must return to my task. Ah, here’s something that might 
do. Yes, I think it will do.” He took out two records. “Of course, 
it only gives one aspect of the case. I say ‘it’ deliberately, in order 
to arouse suspense.” 

“Which aspect?” asked Eustace. 

“You’ll hear. But perhaps you know the piece?” Stephen 
added. “Bach’s Concerto for Two Violins.” 

Existace did not know it. He had ambitions to be musical, and 
music-teachers had cherished ambitions on his behalf; but at a 
certain point he had stuck. It was a point he had reached in 
several of his studies, a respectable distance from the ground but 
out of sight of the summit. He had learned — ^perhaps too readily 
— ^to take these stopping-places for granted and not try to improve 
on them. Their presence still constituted a challenge, but then, 
the background of his mind was littered with challenges. How 
often had he begun to discuss music with a musician, only to find 
himself out of his depth, clutching at some straw of information 
that was not knowledge, though it had the air of being; while his 
interlocutor, not suspecting that a fraud was being practised on 
him, launched into deeper waters where Eustace dared not follow. 
Yet how dull it was to say, ‘I haven’t heard that,’ or T’m afraid 
I don’t know what the Lydian Mode is.’ Stranded on some con- 
venient sandbank, Eustace would try to lure the expert back to 
the shallows of his subject without exposing his own ignorance. 

Enclosed in this mood of self-depreciation he suddenly realised 
that the music had been going on for some time. That was what 
music did for him: it made him think more intensely, but about 
something else. He really must pay attention. One could not 
always tell, at least he could not always tell, with Bach: there 
were signs that this concluding phrase might be the last but one. 
He stole a glance at the position of the gramophone needle. Yes, 
it would be. 

“That was lovely,” he said, as Stephen got up to turn over the 
record. 

“I don’t believe you heard a note,” said Stephen. “But you 
must listen to the next movement, for this is just how I imagine 
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you and Miss Hilda in your times of greatest spiritual” (he paused 
for a moment) — “interpenetration.” 

He gave Eustace a slight bow, which Eustace automatically 
returned; and the movement began. 

If Eustace did not understand music, he could appreciate and 
enjoy it, and the first phrase of that divine melody held him spell- 
bound, not only to the spirit of the music, but for a time to the 
music itself; so that when Stephen, his impassive face trans- 
formed and softened, murmured, “You see that you begin to re- 
peat what your sister says,” he heard as well as saw what Stephen 
meant. 

“Yes, but I answer her sometimes, too,” he said. Stephen 
nodded. Did Hilda ever repeat what he said? he wondered. He 
did not say much that was worth repeating — ^but he sometimes 
quoted Hilda’s remarks, the more trenchant and incisive ones, 
half in admiration and half in malice. But that was not the kind 
of repeating Stephen meant. He frowned. The music seemed to 
rebuke him with its nobility, its integrity of feeling. His thoughts 
travelled back. It was not in their everyday relationship, he 
realised, that such harmony was to be found. There Hilda always 
took the lead. Stephen should have chosen an air with an accom- 
paniment as his symbol of their relation to each other. This was 
all give and take. 

The music went on, establishing in his mind its convention — ^if 
a mood so living could be called a convention — of flawless in- 
tellectual sympathy, of the perfected manners of the heart. The 
beauty was founded on the reasonableness of each utterance; it 
was bom miraculously out of a kind of logic; the notes were not 
the parents of beauty, as with Schubert, but the children. This 
celestial conversation gave a seme of union no less compelling 
than the imptilse to a kiss. 

Eustace’s mind travelled back, looking for the moments when 
he and Hilda had been most nearly in accord. He seemed to have 
to go a long way back, to the cliffs of Anchorstone, when she 
asked him to partner her in a pretence three-legged race; to the 
Downs, after another race in which they had defeated Nancy 
Steptoe and her brother, Hilda’s traditional foes. He remembered 
the exquisite seme of communion he had with her then; he re- 
memb^ed a similar enlargement of the spirit when he had 
persuaded her to accept the half of Miss Fothergill’s legacy. The 
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quality of these moments could be heard, he fancied, in the serene 
interaction of the two violins. But they were the outcome of 
emotional stress, in one or two cases of differences and hard 
words; how could they compare with this music, which was like 
a reconciliation without a quarreP 

And what was there to show lately for the promise of those early 
days? Had he fulfilled his manifold obligations to Hilda? Had 
he paid her back? He had given her the money, true; he had 
been as good as his childhood’s word, but only after a struggle 
with his conscience very unlike the eager giving on the beach at 
Anchorstone. Since then, in moods of self-complacency, he had 
caught himself reasoning that he had done for Hilda all that he 
could be expected to do, and that his generosity entitled him to all 
the efforts she made for him, entitled him even to feel annoyed and 
irritable when those efforts required, as they often did, corre- 
sponding exertions on his part. Indeed, Hilda was always putting 
her oar in, constituting herself the voice of conscience; she was a 
task-mistress, leading the chorus, undefined, unrecognised, but 
clearly felt, of those who thought he ought to try more, do more, 
be more, than he had it in him to try, or do, or be. 

A sense of unworthiness stole over Eustace and came between 
him and the music. The heavenly dialogue seemed now to be 
couched in a foreign language: though he could still follow the 
sense, he no longer understood the words. Why not enjoy the 
beauty? Why try to relate it, competitively, to something in his 
own life? What had made Stephen dig up the question of his 
relationship with Hilda? To keep its meaning at full stretch was, 
he sometimes felt, a burden greater than he could bear. He tried 
to put her out of his mind and listen unhampered by the thought 
of her, but it didn’t do; something cold and set in his attitude 
resisted the music. He must humble himself and invite her back. 
He did so, the stiffness round his heart relaxed and melted and the 
music once more poured its ineffable message into his waiting 
ear. Only just in time; the two voices maintained their sublime 
colloquy for a bar or two more, and were silent. 

‘T could see you liked that,” said Stephen, “and I think Miss 
Hilda would have liked it too. In the third movement, which I’m 
just going to put on, Fm airaid you’ll have to face ordinary life 
again, and a moment comes, I must warn you (indeed it comes 
twice), when you both grow rather strident and shout defiance 
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in unison, whether at each other, or at a third party, I leave you 
to decide.” 

The music started off at Bach’s t;^pical quick trot, a pace 
wHch, being uniform and neither fast nor slow, the pace of the 
mind rather than of the emotions, left Eustace respectful but 
unmoved. This was a case for understanding, not feeling, and he 
did not understand. But he was waiting with interest for the 
strident passage when the sound of shouting, that had been 
audible for some moments but had seemed part of the general 
noises of the street, suddenly localised itself under their window 
and seemed manifestly addressed to them. 

“HilUard!” 

“Eustace!” 

The names came up raggedly from below. Then someone 
called out, “We want Eustace.” Immediately four or five voices 
took up the refrain, and “We want Eustace*^ chanted with a 
formidable and threatening accent on the last word, filled the 
air. 

Stephen looked interrogatively at his guest. 

“Shall we take no notice?” 

“I’m afraid that wouldn’t be any good,” said Eustace. “They’ll 
have seen the lights. Ask them what they want me for, woidd 
you, Stephen?” 

Stephen opened the window, letting in a rush of fresh air, and 
leaning out spoke in an impersonal and affronted tone, rather as 
one might address a gathering of footpads. 

“They want you to go down to them,” he said, coming back 
and not trying to conceal the vexation in his voice. 

“Who are they?” asked Eustace. 

“I don’t know, but I should guess they come from Christ 
Church. I think it was Lakeland who spoke to me.” There was 
rancour in Stephen’s misrendeiing of the name. 

“I thought I recognised his voice,” said Eustace. “It isn’t 
easy to mistake. Did they sound hostile?” 

“No, just rather drunk.” 

Eustace looked about him in perplexity, avoiding Stephen’s 
eye. It was a flattering summons, and Antony woifld be sober 
even if his fnends were not. Suddenly the rhythmic scratching of 
the gramophone needle filled the room; during the interruption 
the Concerto had played itself out, without either of them 
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noticing. Stephen walked across to the instrument, and with a 
gesture much brisker than was usual with him removed the 
record. 

“But we heard the strident passage after adl, didn’t we?” said 
Eustace ruefully. 

Stephen said nothing, but immediately, like a commentary on 
Eustace’s words, the concerted demand “We want Eustace” 
again smote their ears. 

“I think I’d better go down and placate them,” said Eustace 
uneasily. He rose, looking guilty and worried. “It’s been a lovely 
evening, Stephen, and I hate to break it up — ^but I think they 
would if I didn’t. I know them in that mood.” 

Stephen didn’t seem to be open to good-byes. 

“'V^^t about the work you were going to do?” he said. 

Eustace glanced at the skull on the chimney-piece. It gave him 
an old-fashioned look, but could not tell him the time, and he had 
to fumble in rather an exposed manner for his watch which had 
slipped into a comer of his pocket as if ashamed of recording 
mis-spent hours. 

“It’s only eleven — I shall just rush rotmd and see them, and 
then dart back to Stubbs.” 

“Well, well,” said Stephen, who seemed to have recovered his 
good humour, “if you must, you must, but I don’t think Miss 
Hilda’s blessing will go with you.” He stooped to pick up 
Eustace’s gown, which lay in a round heap in a comer like a 
black cat asleep. Relieved and grateful that his host now seemed 
accessible to farewell, Eustace took the garment from him. 

“You will come and meet Hilda at lunch next Wednesday, 
won’t you?” he said. “She’ll be up for the day.” 

“I shouldn’t dare,” said Stephen. 

“Oh, do come. She’s lovely, as I told you, almost a great 
beauty. Everyone says so.” 

Suddenly a terrific blare of “We want Eustace” burst through 
the window, and even crept faintly up the stairs. 

“Good-bye, Eustace,” said Stephen, “I mustn’t keep you from 
your friends.” 

He shut the door, turned out the light, and sitting on the 
window-seat looked down into ihe street. He saw Eustace step 
on to the pavement, to be at once enveloped by scurrying, eddying 
ftgures whose wild cries suggested they might be going to tear 
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him to pieces. His long scholar’s gown, among their short ones, 
made him look, to Stephen’s disenchanted eye, like an older crow 
mobbed by fledglings. When the uproar died down, he heard 
Lachish say, “Was it very awful of us, Eustace? You see, we did 
want you to come down.” 

Stephen couldn’t catch Eustace’s reply, but it sounded concilia- 
tory, even gratified. Soon the sound of voices faded away, in the 
direction of Carfax, except for an occasional high-pitched laugh 
or bass guffaw, and then the clocks of Oxford, striking eleven, 
drowned the last audible trace of Eustace and his rout. 

Finding the air pleasant and not too cold, Stephen sat on at the 
window, and let the night stream over him. The High was almost 
empty now, and flooded with pale light against which the shadows 
showed dark as the black notes on a keyboard. Wliile he watched, 
the moon swung clear of the crocketed spire of St. Mary’s, oppo- 
site. It was nearly full, and the white disc seemed to be peering 
at him. Lifting his face to its scrutiny, he stared back with a look 
as enigmatic as its own. 



Chapter II 

Scherzo for Twelve Matches 


I T was seven o’clock, and Miss Cherrington was laying the 
table for their evening meal. Her hands, gracefully shaped but 
seamed from hard work and with the veins standing out, showed 
bluish against the table-cloth. Having laid two places, they 
paused in their to-and-fro movement and she raised her head. 

An electric-light bulb hung over the table. Someone had 
draped the hard white shade with a petticoat of pink silk to save 
the eyes and spare the complexions of the diners; but Miss 
Cherrington, leaning forward, got the full glare on her upturned 
face. It revealed many things — ^abundant grey hair, pulled but 
not strained back, wrinkles on her brow and cheeks, a faded skin, 
tired eyes still startlingly blue, a prominent bony nose, and a 
mouth that self-discipline had forced into a straight line. She 
thought so intently that she might have been listening. Then, 
apparently unable to answer her own question, she opened the 
door and called up the staircase. 

‘‘Barbara!” 

Unmistakable but not overpowering, bathroom noises, always 
a festive and reviving sound, trickled down into the little hall. 
There was no answer, and she called again. 

The swishing ceased, and a voice that easily overcame the 
obstacles to audibility replied: 

“What is it, Aunt Sarah?” 

“Did Hilda tell you” — ^Miss Cherrington began in tones almost 
as loud as Barbara’s, but the effort to be unladylike was too much 
for her and she resumed her speaking voice — ^“what time she 
would be back?” 

A moment’s silence was followed by a great parting of the 
waters and then by the opening of a door, and a figure, dad only 
in a bath-towel, appeared at the head of the staircase. 

“Ohl” Miss Cherrington’s exclamation conveyed a host of 
misgivings. 

sSo 
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“Excxise my unconventional attire,” Barbara said, *^and don't 
be afraid, I shan’t catch cold. Hilda said she might be a bit late, 
but we weren’t to wait for her.” 

*T 1 I lay for three, then,” said Miss Cherrington. 

“Yes, I should. If Jimmy blows in he’ll have had his supper. 
If not, he can go without.” 

“Oh, is he coming?” asked Miss Cherrington rather helplessly, 
but there was no answer, only a whirl of the bath-towel, a flash of 
pink leg and a slam of the bath-room door. 

Thoughtfully Miss Cherrington returned to the dining-room, 
laid another place, and then, after a moment’s hesitation and 
with the air of sacrificing her own to someone else’s sense of 
fitness, walked across to the tantalus on the sideboard. It had 
been one of Eustace’s presents to his father, and it always re- 
minded her of him. She took out the square, sparkling, heavy 
bottle and held it to the light. Yes, there was just enough. She 
put it back. 

Eustace had collected a number of small objects — bowls, 
boxes, cups, saucers, plates, glasses, vases, ladles, tea-caddies, all 
meant originally to hold something; empty and disused now, they 
still had to be cleaned and dusted. Miss Cherrington frowned. 
Some, like the tantalus, were presents from Eustace to his family. 
None of them cared much for bric-k-brac, and no one was quite 
sure which ornament belonged to whom; but the question of 
ownership arose, and was mildly discussed, when Eustace wanted 
to borrow a few for his room in Oxford. He said that some day 
they might appreciate startlingly in value; but Miss Cherrington 
was not convinced. Eustace had no sense of money: it had come 
to him too easily. There were the scholarships, of course, but then 
you won scholarships, you did not earn them. They were favours 
conferred by life on its favotirites, of whom Eustace seemed to be 
one, and hardly more creditable than a prize won in a sweepstake. 
They kept him from coming to grips with life. And his taste for 
bric-^-brac, was not that another side of the same weakness: the 
wish to surround himself with objects which had outlived their 
usefulness, which were not co-operating, which led a privileged 
existence away from the hurly-burly, seeming indeed to condemn 
it — ^parasites tolerated for their looks? 

It was only during the war that Eustace had begun to develop 
this tendency. His life in London had fostered it; but Miss 
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Cherrington knew where he got it from: he got it years ago in 
Anchorstone, in the drawing-room of Laburnum Lodge — ^where, 
in fact, he got everything. She had disapproved of the shillings he 
won from Miss Fothergill at piquet; but little did she realise that 
they were to be the precursors of the legacy that had changed 
their lives. That was a prize indeed. Alfred had laughed at her 
when she begged him not to accept it; he even laughed, later on, 
^vhen she begged him to remember that the money was not his. 
She had never understood why, at the time, everyone was so 
pleased, in a knowing, furtive fashion, as though at tiie birth of a 
baby — everyone, that is, except Miss Fothergill’s relations and 
her companion, whom Miss Cherrington was thankful she had 
never had to meet. After all, it was nothing to be proud of, this 
scoop from an old lady, who had had more than one stroke and 
perhaps hardly knew what she was doing. She had taken Eustace 
away from them, and put him on the wrong road, that was what 
she had done; she had given him ideas that would bear no fruit. 
Miss Cherrington was sure of it. 

At this point her mind, as nearly always, refused to consider 
further the train of associations that the name of Eustace conjured 
up. She knew that they hid him from her, making her unfair to 
him. With an effort she toned her eyes from the little things that 
reminded her of him to the more substantial pieces of furniture 
that were of pre-Eustacian date. The chairs and the table and 
the curious sideboard might not be everybody’s taste, but they 
belonged to the period at which her own was formed, and at 
which her view of life took shape. There was nothing spurious in 
them, no suggestion of a bargain based on charm on the one side 
and ignorance on the other, which might turn out to be a bad one. 
Nor was there in Barbara, oddly as she behaved according to the 
standards of Miss Cherrington’s generation, nor in Hilda, oddly 
as she behaved according to any standards. 

The world was a work-place to them, not a gaming-house. 

She finidied the laying of the table and went out to help Annie 
in the kitchen. 

“I enjoyed that soup,” said Barbara as they were finishing the 
first course, “Did it come out of a tin?” 

“Of course not,” said Aunt Sarah, "and I wish you wotildn’t 
talk about food. It’s a bad habit, and you know how I dislike it.” 
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But there was no reproof in her voice, and the look she gave 
Barbara across the table was full of fondness. **Why did you put 
on that dress?’* she continued. “Isn’t it rather — ^rather fly-away 
when we’re alone together?” 

Barbara glanced from one plump shoulder to the other and 
then down to her waist-line which, following the strange fashion 
of that day, lay somewhere in her lap. When she looked up, her 
face, whidi had Eustace’s snubness of feature but cast in a more 
cheerful mould, showed a deeper shade of pink under her soft 
brown hair. 

“Well, I’d had a bath, and then, you see, we’re not going to be 
alone. Hilda will be here any minute now, and Jimmy may be 
coming in after.” 

“I do hope nothing’s happened to Hilda,” said Miss Gherring- 
ton, ignoring Barbara’s last remark. 

“Oh no, why should it?” said Barbara. “She’s old enough to 
look after herself. Do you think she’s likely to be abducted?” 

Miss Cherrington looked a little pained, and then, when the 
look was fading away, repeated it with interest as though to show 
it had been no accident. 

“Do you think it was altogether wise to invite Mr. Crankshaw 
to come this evening?” she asked, fixing her eye rather 

sternly on the chicken which Annie had placed in front of 
her. 

“I didn’t actually ask him,” said Barbara. “I gave him a 
general invitation, and this turned out to be the night he thought 
he could get away. He won’t mind Hilda being here, if that’s 
what you mean, and I should like him to meet her, though I can’t 
think what they’ll find to say to each other.” 

Miss Cherrington, having completed her survey of the chicken, 
carved ojff a wing with professional skill and handed it to Bar- 
bara. She reserved a leg for herself. 

“I didn’t mean that. I meant that Hilda might prefer to be 
alone with us, since she comes so sddom. She’s sure to have a 
lot to tell us about the clinic, and — ^and about Eustace too. It 
was a great thing for her to go down to Oxford to see him, 
busy as she is. She won’t find it so easy to talk fireely in front of 
a stranger.” 

Barbara took a large helping of bread sauce. 

“She won’t mind. Everyone likes Jimmy. She’ll have plenty 
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of tune to talk before he comes, and then, if you still want to talk 
secrets, we can go into the drawing-room and light the gas fire. 
Besides, he may not come. He*s working very hard just now.” 

”How old did you say he was?” asked Miss Cherrington. 

*'Just twenty-one,” 

*'1 thought you told me he was twenty-three.” 

‘That was someone else. You’re getting muddled.” 

“It’s not to be wondered at if I am,” said Miss Cherrington. 
“Still, as long z&you can keep their ages apart. . . . Mr. Grank- 
shaw is the engineer, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, but don’t say it as if he was an engine-driver. When he’s 
passed this exam, he’ll be able to put some letters after his name, 
four at least, not just B.A,, like Eustace.” 

“I wonder how Eustace is getting on with his work,” said Miss 
Cherrington. “He doesn’t have reports any longer, which is 
rather a pity. I’m not sure it was a sensible idea letting him go to 
Oxford, They seem to spend a good deal of their time playing 
about.” 

“That’s what Jimmy says,” said Barbara. “Mind you, he 
doesn’t grudge it them; but he says he’s sure to get a job of some 
kind when he’s passed this exam., even if it’s only in a garage; 
but you can be a B.A. and nobody’s going to want you — ^it’s just 
an ornament.” 

“Yes, and of course Eustace is a good deal older than the aver- 
age undergraduate,” said Miss Cherrington. “He starts with a 
handicap. Listen! Wasn’t that the front-door bell?” 

They listened, and a second buzz smote the stillness, so loud 
they both wondered how they could have been in doubt about the 
first. 

“You go,” said Aunt Sarah. “I’ll put the chicken down by the 
fire. I quite forgot to. Aimie will be keeping the soup hot in the 
kitchen.” 

Barbara jumped up. Miss Cherrington heard the front door 
open, and the excited timbre of voices raised in greeting — a soimd 
unlike any other soxmd. Low-pitched, warm, and resonant, 
Hilda’s tones mingled with Barbara’s insouciant chirpings like a 
’cello with a flute. Miss Cherrington was glad that the sisters had 
plenty to say to each other, and said it with such eagerness. It 
was important with Hilda to be there when she arrived, and was 
still steaming with communicativeness, Barbara would talk at 
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any time, but Hilda only imder the stimulus of an occasion, and 
when she was excited. Conversation was a form of activity with 
her, not an automatic function. 

It was past eight o’clock. Miss Cherrington earnestly hoped 
that Barbara’s engineer would be kept away by his work. Accord- 
ing to Barbara, all her young men worked very hard; yet how 
often they found it possible to take an evening off. 

The door opened and Hilda came in. Barbara came in too, 
but one did not notice that. Miss Cherrington rose and embraced 
her elder niece. 

“How are you, Hilda?” Her voice left no doubt that she really 
wanted to know. “Have you had a tiring journey? Let me look 
at you.” 

“I’m very well, Aunt Sarah, thank you,” said Hilda. “You 
know I’m never tired.” 

For a moment she stood, almost posed, with the smile of wel- 
come on her face, as though to satisfy her aunt’s demand for 
scrutiny. The scent of the damp night air came with her. Litde 
drops of moisture on her fur collar caught the light and glistened 
like dew. There were drops on her hair too, and her face, 
shadowed by the soft wings of the collar, glowed with freshness. 
She was like a night-blooming cactus surprised in the act of 
flowering. Then, as though unaware of the poetry of her appear- 
ance, she pulled off her coat with a vigorous gestiure and threw it 
on a chair, where in a moment her hat joined it. 

“I ought to have done that outside,” she said, “but I couldn’t 
wait.” 

Now it could be seen that the foliage of the flower was 
extremely severe. Starting from an almost mascu l i n e white collar 
and a black tie descended a coat and skirt of navy-blue serge 
which had the intimidating effect of a uniform without actually 
being one. In obedience to the uniform idea, though in defiance 
of fashion, the waistline of this garment was more or less in the 
right place; so that when Hilda put her hands up to pat her hair 
and again when she stretched her arm out to pull a chair from the 
table, the lovely lines of her figure were at once revealed; and the 
movements themselves were so graceful that Miss Cherrington 
and Barbara, who knew them by heart, watched without speak- 
ing. 

“Well,” she said, sitting down. “I have had a busy day.” 
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expect you have,” said Barbara. “I expect you kept other 
people busy, too.” 

Hilda stared at her. ‘'Other people?” she said, in a puzzled 
way, and as though the words meant nothing to her. 

“Yes, other people,” persisted Barbara. “Porters, bus-conduc- 
tors, taxi-drivers, Eustace, and so on. Other people.” 

“Oh, I see what you mean,” said Hilda, and as light dawned 
on her she laughed one of her rare laughs. It was quite a per- 
formance, Hilda’s laugh, a small seizure, not loud or raucous, but 
spectacular and transforming, a visitation of the god of mirth 
which demanded the attention of her whole being. Recovering, 
she said with tears in her eyes, “Yes, I suppose I did make some 
of them run about a bit.” 

“Let’s hear it all,” said Barbara, and Aunt Sarah nodded. 

“Oh, there’s not a great deal to tell, really.” As Hilda dived 
into her thoughts you could almost see them eluding her, hiding 
in the recesses of her mind and seeming far less interesting 
than they had a moment since. “I left Highcross about eight 
o’clock 

“Did you leave it in good hands?” asked Barbara. 

HSlda looked at her, but this time she did not laugh. 

“The new Matron seems capable,” she said. “I hope she is. 
We went to enough trouble choosing her. Anyhow, if anything 
goes wrong, they have my address. Then I did some things in 
London — I got some gloves 

“What sort of gloves?” asked Barbara. 

“Cotton gloves. Not for me, for the children.” Without 
noticing Barbara’s look of disappointment, Hilda went on, “And 
some scrubbing-brushes and a new vacuum-cleaner.” 

“Can’t you leave that sort of thing to the housekeeper or who- 
ever it is?” asked Barbara. 

“Barbara, dear, I wish you wouldn’t always interrupt,” said 
Aunt Sarah. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Hilda, “No, people make such a mess 
of the things you leave to them that in the end you save time by 
doing them yourself. . • . Well, I did that, and got to Oxford 
about half-past twelve. I was going to take a taxi, but when I 
asked the fare the man was so extortionate and then so surly that 
I decided to walk. However, it isn’t far to Beaumont Street. 
Eustace isn’t in College now, you know; they’ve turned him out.” 
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‘‘How monstrous of them!” criedBarbara. “Is it Uke being sent 
down?” 

“Of course not. But with all these men coming back from the 
Army, and the normal quota of Freshmen up as well, the>’’re 
crowded out, and naturally they prefer to send the older under- 
graduates into lodgings and have the younger ones in College, 
where they can keep an eye on them.” 

“I should have thought the older ones really wanted keeping an 
eye on more,” observed Barbara. 

Hilda looked surprised. “Would you? I should have thought 
they would need less supervision as they grow older.” 

“It depends on a good many things, I expect,” said Miss 
Gherrington. “Personally, I*m rather sorry that Eustace has been 
left so much to his own devices, but I dare say I’m wrong.” 

“I’m not sure that you are,” said Hilda darkly, 

“What are his rooms like?” asked Barbara. 

“Well, the sitting-room is airy and sunny, and larger than 
necessary, I thought, but his bedroom is a poky little hole, and I 
doubt if any sanitary inspector would pass it. I said to Eustace, 
‘Why didn’t you find some lodgings where the bedroom and the 
sitting-room were the same size?’ ” Hilda’s voice grew warm with 
recognition of the reasonableness of this arrangement, 

“What did he say?” asked Barbara, 

“That he needed a large sitting-room because fiiends often 
dropped in, and that these were the only lodgings he could find 
that had a large room and were at all central.” 

“Eustace always liked a good address,” said Barbara. 

“Yes, and he pays a good price — ^three poimds a week. I said, 
‘Why not go fa^er out, where you could still have a big room 
and it wouldn’t cost so much?* He said, ‘Because then my friends 
wouldn’t drop in.’ I said, ‘But do you want them to? Surely they 
must be a nuisance when you’re working? Isn’t it rather awkward 
having to tell them to go away?’ He said, ‘Oh, I never do that. 
They might not come again.’ ” 

“Good old Eustace!” exclaimed Barbara. “Did anyone drop 
in while you were there, Hilda?” 

“Nobody dropped in, but a friend of Eustace’s came for lunch.” 

“What was he like?” asked Barbara. 

In the pause that followed, a quickening of interest znade itself 
felt in the room. 
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‘‘Well,” said Hilda at last, “I’m not very good at describing 
men.” 

“I dare say I do notice more about men than you do,” said 
Barbara complacently. “Was he very posh and all that? Most 
of Eustace’s friends are.” 

“It wasn’t the thing I noticed about him,” said Hilda. “He 
was very well dressed — ^much better than Eustace, who looked 
like a rag-bag (I brought back some of his clothes with me for 
you to mend, Barbara) — ^and he had rather a courtly way of 
talking. At first I thought him extremely affected and wondered 
if he wasn’t making fun of me.” 

“Oh, surely not!” cried Barbara. 

‘ ‘I don’t think he was. But he said he was afraid of meeting me. 
You know the way some of Eustace’s friends talk — such torrents 
of nonsense you can’t make out what they mean (Eustace has 
fallen into the way of it too, I told him about it afterwards) . This 
man didn’t quite do that. He asked me a great many questions 
about the clinic — vtry silly, some of them were, such as whether 
the girls were allowed to make up, and whether they mentioned 
me in their prayers, but he seemed to be really interested. He told 
Eustace he ought to try to be more like me. He was always 
teasing Eustace.” 

“He sounds quite an interesting man,” said Miss Cherrington, 
who had been following Hilda’s narrative with close attention. 

“I gather you didn’t find him altogether revolting,” said 
Barbara. “What was his name?” 

“Hilliard — Stephen Hilliard. Eustace called him Stephen — 
apparently Christian names are the custom in their set. It seems 
rather childish to me. He told me he was going to be a solicitor 
in his father’s firm, and he said, ‘I hope to have the pleasure of 
defending you against the cripples, or else,’ and he made me a 
bow, *of defending the cripples against you.’ Eustace looked 
rather nervous when he said that, but of course I didn’t mind. 
Then Eustace made him talk a little about himself and his ex- 
periences in the war, He did very well and got the M.C. He said 
that civilian life was really more dangerotis, and that I deserved' 
the V.C. for what I was doing; but of course he didn’t mean 
that.” 

“He may have,” said Barbara; “it isn’t easy to tell what men 
mean.” 
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‘‘When he was going away he said, ‘Were only cripples allowed 
into the clinic, or might he come and see me?* and I said, ‘Cer- 
tainly, and I told him not to come on Monday or Tuesday or 
Wednesday or Friday, because then I shouldn’t be able to see 
him, but that any other day would do, if he let me know well in 
advance.” 

“I think you might have been more welcoming,” Barbara 
protested. 

‘‘No, Hilda was quite right,” said Miss Chenington. “A 
serious-minded man, such as Mr. Hilliard seems to be, would 
respect her all the more for not wanting to waste his time or 
hers.” 

At this moment the coffee appeared, and while Annie was 
handing it round, they were aU three silent, pursuing their 
several speculations. 

“You never told us what Eustace gave you to eat,” said Barbara 
suddenly. 

Hilda showed signs of impatience. 

“You would want to know a thing like that. I can’t remember 
— oh yes, I can, because Eustace kept apologising and saying we 
should have a better lunch at Ste — ^Mr. Hilliard’s. Dressed crab 
was the first course, and then meringues, and then cheese and 
coffee,” 

“How delicious,” sighed Barbara defiantly. 

“It sounds rather expensive and unsatisfying,” said Miss Chcr- 
rington. “I should have thought a simpler meal would have been 
more in keeping with the occasion,” 

“And we had some white wine. That was quite unnecessary, 
because Eustace knows I don’t touch it, and Mr. Hilliard only 
drank a glass to keep him company. And we had some sherry 
before limch.” 

Miss Cherrington knitted her brows. 

“Not a very good foundation for a hard afternoon’s work,” she 
said. 

“That’s what I thought,” said Hilda. “Indeed, I said so, and 
Mr, Hilliard agreed with me, Eustace said he usually went for 
a walk in the afternoon, but that afternoon, by a piece of bad luck, 
he had to go to a lecture, or a tutorial, at three, and would I mind 
amusing myself for an hour. I said of course not, and then, as it 
was still some time before three, we had a talk.” 
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Hilda paused. 

®‘I’d noticed that Eustace looked a little worried, and when I 
challenged him he told me why. He said the College authorities 
wanted him to give up his scholarship.” 

“What on earth for?” demanded Barbara, pouring herself out 
another cup of coffee. 

“Well, they said that St. Joseph’s is a poor college, and they 
knew that Eustace had money of his own, and that it was only 
fair to undergraduates who really needed help that those who 
could afford to should waive their scholarships.” 

“I never heard anything so monstrous,” cried Barbara. 

“No, I see their point,” said Miss Cherrington. “Hard-working 
boys from poor homes should certainly have priority.” 

“That’s what Eustace thought,” said Hilda, “but I didn’t agree 
with him. You know how apt he is to see things from someone 
else’s point of view. It’s partly laziness, because he doesn’t like 
to make a fuss, and partly a morbid feeling that merely by assert- 
ing your rights you put yourself in the wrong. He doesn’t really 
believe that justice could be on his side, which is as stupid as think- 
ing you are always in the right, and much less human. I urged 
Eustace to stand up to them and refuse to resign the scholarship — 
after all, it’s worth a hundred a year. But he said he couldn’t do 
that, it would look so bad — ^you know how appearances weigh 
with him. So when he had gone, I went and called on the Master 
of St. Joseph’s.” 

Barbara and her aunt exchanged horrified glances. 

The Master of St. Joseph’s was a well-known figure, not only 
in Oxford, but in the world outside; perhaps even more venerated 
there than in Oxford. The newspapers quoted him in their say- 
ings of the week; his lightest word had weight. In a representative 
list of prominent Englishmen his name was sure of a place. To 
call on him without an appointment, to call on him at seemed 
to Miss Cherrington, and even to Barbara, an act of incredible 
audacity. 

“Did you tdl Eustace you were going to call on him?” asked 
Barbara. 

Hilda looked at her in surprise. 

“No, of course I didn’t, because he would have tried to stop 
me. You know how it is with Eustace, you always have to act for 
him. Well, I to the Porter’s Lodge and asked where Doctor 
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Gregory lived* The man stared at me (I wish people wouldn’t) 
and then took me through a quadrangle and left me at the door. 
By a piece of luck I had a card with the address of the clinic on it; 

I gave that to the butler, and he came back and said the Master 
would be pleased to see me.’* 

Hilda did not appreciate the dramatic effect of her pause, but 
both her listeners hung on her lips. 

“It was lucky I had the card,” Hilda went on, “because, you 
see, he thought I had come to see him about the clinic. Tt’s the 
oddest thing, Miss Cherrington,’ he said, ‘but only five minutes 
before you came I was reading the article in the Clarion." When I 
looked blank, he said, ‘Haven’t you seen it?’ And then I remem- 
bered that last week a reporter did come to the clinic, and I 
showed him round and told him what we were doing. I explained 
that I don’t get much time to read the papers, and anyhow I had 
started out before they came. So he showed me the article, and 
obligingly cut it out for me to take away. I read it in the train. 
Some of it is rubbish, but not all, and of course it helps.” 

“Gan we sec it?” asked Miss Cherxington. 

“Of course,” said Hilda. She looked in her bag and brought 
out a newspaper cutting about ten inches long. “But first let me 
tell you what happened. He was very pleasant, and said he would 
be only too glad to do anything he could to help such a splendid 
cause, and that he would certainly mention us in a speech he was 
going to make in London on Child Welfare. Of course, he still 
drought I had come to see him about the clinic. Then I explained, 
and it was a littie bit awkward, that I had really come to speak 
to him about Eustace. Then his manner changed, and he got 
up and stood with his back to the fire. But I wasn’t to be put 
off, and told him what Eustace’s financial position really was, 
and how he would have been twice as well off if he hadn’t given 
me half die money he inherited from Miss Fothergill, and it was 
that money that had put the clinic on its feet. I told him I had 
spent two thousand pounds on building the new wing and was 
shortly going to spend another thousand; and I said that if they 
took away Eustace’s scholarship, I should fed in honour bound 
to reimburse him out of the salary I get as Secretary.” 

“Would you really?” asked Barbara. 

“I might.” 

“What did he say to that?” 
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“He smiled and said, ‘I see you are trying to blackmail us, Miss 
Cherrington.’ Then I got rather annoyed, and said that in any 
case it wasn’t fair to expect Eustace to forfeit his scholarship. He 
had worked very hard for it; whatever people say I know he did, 
because he was ill afterwards, you remember — and to take it away 
would be a breach of contract. ‘We aren’t going to take it away, 
Miss Cherrington,’ the Master said, ‘we’re going to invite him to 
waive the emoluments. He will still enjoy the distinction.’ 

“I said that made no difference; everyone knew that Eustace 
could win a scholarship if he tried; the point is, he did try; for two 
or three years he was stuffed with facts like a prize pig on the 
understanding, on the understanding^ that if he was successful he 
would have a hundred a year for three years. Do you imagine, I 
said, he would have done all that, and injured his health, if he had 
known that in the end he might have to hand the scholarship over 
to someone else?” 

Hilda’s voice rose, her eyes flashed, and she stared as indig- 
nantly at her sister and her aimt as if they had been taking Dr. 
Gregory’s part. 

“Don’t look at us like that, it isn’t our fault,” exclaimed 
Barbara. “What did he say then?” 

“He said again, they were not going to take it away, they were 
merely going to ask Eustace, as a favour, for the good of the 
Coflege, and perhaps almost as a public duty, to let some younger, 
poorer man have the benefit of a University education. 

“You think he was light?” Hilda went on, for Miss Cherrington 
had nodded approval of the Master’s argument. “Well, I don’t. 
1 said, ‘If you put it like that to him, he’s sure to say yes. Eustace 
can always be parted from anything, he hasn’t the energy to de- 
fend himself, or the wish. But you talk about blackmail. Thafs 
blackmail, if you like, to appeal to a person’s good nature to do 
something which is contrary both to their interests and their 
rights!’” 

Hilda spoke with much warmth and in the ringing tones she 
must have used to Dr. Gregory. There was something hypnotic 
about her. She tilted her head back as though she was addressing 
someone who stood over her, and Miss Cherrington and Barbara 
both felt as if the room they were sitting in had changed to a much 
larger one in which Hilda, flushed and vehement, was haranguing 
a cbstmguished elderly gentleman. To Miss Cherrington his face 
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was a blur, but Barbara, who read the picture papers, could see 
it distinctly, the strong bony features, the prominent nose, the 
eyes deep-set under thick black eyebrows, the rebellious grey hair 
which was never worn twice alike, and yet was the most charac- 
teristic thing about him. 

As though aware that they were evoking the scene, Hilda went 
on: “Then he said ‘Gome here a moment,’ and he took me to an 
oriel window raised on some steps at the end of the room, with 
a seat round it, looking on to the College garden. We sat down 
and he said, ‘Isn’t that a charming view? I hope you have a nice 
one from your room in the clinic?’ And when I said I didn’t get 
much time for looking out of the window, he smiled and said, 
‘Now, I’ll make a bargain with you. It isn’t my affair really, but 
I’ll advise them to tell your brother we won’t rob him this time, 
if you in your turn will do something for us.* I said the clinic was 
full and we had a waiting list, but he said ‘Oh no, it’s not that. 
It’s just to tell your brother that we’re very pleased to have him 
here, but that at the same time we do expect a good deal from 
our scholars, both while they are at St. Joseph’s and afterwards. 
We see in his work signs of the quality that gained him the scholar- 
ship, but he doesn’t seem to be developing, if you xmderstand me 
— ^he retains his literary graces and the decorative instinct which 
made his papers pleasant to read, but he hasn’t improved on that 
He’s interested in what he can make of a subject rather than in the 
subject itself. I’m not simply repeating my colleagues’ opinion; 
I know, because he comes to me for Political Science. He wants 
to make the hour peiss agreeably for both of us — ^and I admit he 
generally succeeds. In fact, that seems to be his policy in life — ^to 
make the time pass agreeably, and not only for himsdf, but for a 
large — an increasingly large — ^number of people. The hour he 
spends with me is only an hour like the others. His work is a 
means to that end — ^he’s too conscientious really to scamp it, but 
he never loses himself in it, he’s too anxious to bring it out palat- 
able and nicely served. Now that’s not what we want here, 
especially from our scholars; we want good, hard, spade-work. 
This is a kitchen-garden, not a flower-garden. 

“‘Of course, we have our fashionable and expensive young 
men, and we’re quite glad to have them and give them what they 
can absorb of the St. Joseph’s outlook; their wealth and position 
give them influence in the outside world, and we like to keep in 
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touch with that. It is they, by the way, whom your brother goes 
about with — ^naturally enough, for he knew some of them at 
school, and that is why some of us thought that the money he 
spends on wine-parties (don’t look shocked) might be diverted 
into some (from the college point of view) more useful channel. I 
don’t think they’re really the right setting for him, and what I 
want you to do is to try to infuse into him some of the single- 
mindedness that you put into your work at the clinic — ^make him 
understand that life, either at the university or elsewhere, isn’t 
just a matter of getting on easily with people and being called by 
a pet name. 

“‘Can I rely on you to tell him something in that sense? It 
would come more effectively from you than from me — ^I should 
only alarm him, and he’s rather easily alaipned. I may say that 
I shouldn’t take so much trouble about him if I didn’t like him.’ 

“With that he got up and said he was afraid Tie must bring our 
interview to an end, because he had an engagement, but he was 
glad I’d called and would always take an interest in our progress 
at Highcross. He took me as far as the Porter^s Lodge, and then 
I went on to Beaumont Street. Eustace had just got back and 
was boiling the kettle for tea.” # 

“Well, you were in the soup I” exclaimed Barbara. “I should 
have died,” * 

“In the soup?” repeated Hilda. She might have been taking 
the expression literally, her voice showed so much astonishment. 
“Why? Nothing could have been simpler, I hadn’t had time to 
forget, I told Eustace what the Master had said, word for word, 
just as I told you.” 

“1 hope you made him understand,” said Miss Gherrington. 

“Oh yes.” 

“How did he take it?” Barbara asked. 

“Very weU, all the part about working harder, and being less 
social, and not spending so much on wine. What he didn’t seem 
to like was continuing to take the money for the scholarship after 
they had practically asked him to give it up. I said, Nonsense. 
I’d been over all that with the Master, and he was perfectly 
content for Eustace to keep it. 

“Then Eustace was quiet for a bit, and I said, ‘What’s bother- 
ing you now?’ and he was silent in the way he is, but at last he 
said — ^‘Do you think the Master imagined that I had asked you to 
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go and speak to him on my behalf and persuade him to let me 
keep the money?’ And I said, ‘Of course not; why on earth 
should he think that^’ But Eustace didn’t seem quite satisfied and 
said, ‘Did you tell him you came off your own bat, so to speak^’ 
Thqn I got a little impatient, and said, ‘\Vhat docs it matter? 
Surely the main thing is that you should be allowed to keep the 
scholarship/” 

The front-door bdl rang. Barbara jumped up. “That’ll be 
Jimmy, I’ll go and let him in,” 

Hilda’s eyes opened in surprise. 

“It’s Mr. Crankshaw,” said hliss Cherrington in a hurried 
aside. “A friend of Barbara’s who — ^who comes sometimes.” 

“What a bore!” said Hil^. “\yell, I’ve told you all I had to 
tell. Eustace’!! be all right now — and that’s what I mind about,” 

Jimmy Crankshaw was a tall, loosely built young man, with 
dark eyes, a shade too round, a wide mouth obviously intended 
for the pipe which he presently asked if he might smoke, and 
strong brown hair which had a way of gathering itself into tufts. 
He was wearing an'old coat and flannel trousers that looked pre- 
cariously clean, as if they waged a constant war against grease and 
this was a fleeting moment of victory. 

“So glad to meet you,” he said to Hilda, giving her a look of 
friendly appraisal. “Barbara’s often told me about her beautiful 
sister.” 

Hilda resigned herself to the tribute, and, as though encounters 
of this kind were all in the day’s work, she said : 

“I expect you know more about us than we know about you, 
Mr. Crankshaw.” 

“Speak for yourself,” said Barbara defiantly, “Aunt Sarah and 
I know a lot about him, don’t we, Aunt Sarah?” 

Thus appealed to, Miss Cherrington cast about in her mind for 
a form of reply that would reconcile truth with the civility owing 
to a guest. 

“Oply just now Barbara was telling me what a busy man you 
are, Mr. Crankshaw,” she said. “That’s a good mark for any- 
one.” 

Barbara looked gratefully at Miss Cherrington and glanced 
across at Hilda to see what effect this unobjectionable testimonial 
would have on her. 




Eustace and Hilda 


276 

“We’re all busy nowadays,” said Hilda, “and I’m glad to hear 
you’re no exception, Mr. Crankshaw. What kind of busyness is it 
in your case?” 

“Only just engineering, I’m afraid,” said Mr. Crankshaw, 
though his voice, to Barbara’s relief, expressed no kind of diffi- 
dence. “But I’m doing a bit of pot-hunting and have to attend 
classes and pow-wows in the evening, that’s why I couldn’t get here 
before.” 

“Don’t trouble to apologise, Jimmy,” said Barbara; “we were 
having a little family conclave about my brother Eustace. You 
wouldn’t have been able to join in.” 

“How do you know?” asked Jimmy. “I might have had some 
very valuable advice to offer, I’m a practical man, and I gather 
your brother’s a bit of a dreamer.” 

Hilda rose and began to collect the coffee cups, making a sharp 
clatter. 

“You mustn’t say that sort of thing,” said Barbara. “Hilda 
won’t let anyone criticise Eustace except herself.” 

“I wasn’t criticising him,” said Jimmy indignantly. “It isn’t 
criticising to call anyone a dreamer.” 

“Of course not,” said Miss Cherrington, taking up the cudgels 
for their guest. “In any case, none of us is exempt from criticism. 
It should not be unkind, of course. Eustace often needs direc- 
tion, and we have all helped him with advice from time to 
time in a friendly way. I don’t think he is silly enough to resent 
it.” 

Miss Cherrington’s voice implied that he might be. 

“Now I vote we stop talking about Eustace,” said Barbara. 
“There ought to be a close season for discussions about him. It’s 
a kind of game. When Jimmy knows him he’ll be able to take 
part, and say, T think Eustace ought to have done tW — ^when he 
fell out of the punt, for instance, and couldn’t decide which bank 
to swim for — or, ‘Eustace was quite crazy to do that’ — when he 
forgot to put on his muffler watching a Gockhouse match and 
caught a bad cold. Let’s pick onjimmy for a change. Isn’t his tie 
a bit startling?” 

Three pairs of eyes were switched on Mr. Crankshaw, and 
though they were swiftly withdrawn, their scrutiny left his face 
even redder than the tie. 

^*You’d think he was a Bolshevik, wouldn’t you?” Barbara 
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went on. “And of course he is, reafly, though he wouldn’t dare to 
confess it here.” 

Mr. Grankshaw folded his arms and scanned the faces arrayed 
against him — ^Barbara’s teasing and cheeky, Miss Cherrington’s 
fast losing all expression — a bad sign, and Hilda’s, the beauty of 
which, he fancied, had begun to bum with a deeper glow. He 
decided to address himself to her, 

“I’m not a Bolshevik, Miss Hilda,” he protested, “and the tie 
doesn’t mean anything — ^Barbara ought to know that, because 
she gave it to me.” 

“It isn’t very kind to say that a tie I gave you doesn’t mean 
anything,” said Barbara, poutmg. “I shall think twice before I 
give you another.” 

“They say women are never good at choosing men’s ties,” said 
Hilda, giving Jimmy’s tie another searching look. “Some people 
might think it makes you look like a railway porter, but of the 
two I would rather look like a Bolshevik. They do stand for 
something.” 

“There, you see!” cried Jimmy triumphantly. 

“Mind you, I don’t agree with what they stand for,” Hilda 
continued, leaning her elbow on the table and shaking her 
clenched hand at Jimmy, who recoiled slightly. “They think a 
thing becomes right if enough people can be persuaded to do it. 
They have no sense of personal moral responsibility, I hope 
you’re not like that.” 

“Oh no,” said Jimmy, recovering himself. “But I believe in 
sharing it. Too much moral responsibility does no one any good. 
Now a coimtry, or a firm, or any tmdertaking that depends on 
one man — ^what’s going to happen to it if he falls ill or dies?” 

“It may come to an end,” said Hilda. “But you must remem- 
ber that it was his creation, and without him it wouldn’t have 
existed. It wasn’t created by sharing responsibility. Now if I 
died, the clinic at Highcross 

Jimmy’s eyes, which had wandered during Hilda’s excursus on 
the subject of responsibility, suddenly brightened. 

“I was reading about it in the paper,” he said. “And there is 
a picture of you, too.” He brought out his notecase and, wedged 
between some photographs only the edges of which could be seen, 
he found the cutting. “Brains, Beauty and Benevolence at High- 
cross,” he read. 
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“Thatfs one I haven’t seen,” said Hilda. They all got up 
and stared at the face as if it were a stranger’s — ^as indeed it 
m^ht have been, for without her colouring and with her 
severest expression Hilda looked thirty-seven instead of twenty- 
seven. 

“Not bad, is it’” said Jimmy. "But you certainly do seem to 
have the cares of the world on you. Did you start the clinic from 
zero. Miss Cherrington?” 

“Well, I transformed it,” said Hilda. “I met with a lot of 
opposition from the directors, but now I’ve got them where I 
want them, more or less. We’re going to extend, of course.” 

Barbara was still studying the photograph. “Axmt Sarah and 
I resent yom beii^ called ‘The beautiful Miss Cherrington’,” she 
said. “It sounds as if the other Miss Cherringtons were not You 
wouldn’t agree, would you, Jimmy?” 

“Beauty runs in families,” Jimmy said. 

“Now for that he shall have a whisky and soda, shan’t he, 
Aimt Sarah?” said Barbara, getting up and pouncing upon the 
decanter. “And I’ll light the gas-fire in the drawing-room, be- 
cause it’s too dismal sitting round this empty board.” 

She disappeared, leaving the door open. A sharp pop was 
heard, and Jimmy said, “That’s singed her eyebrows,” but other- 
wise no one spoke. Barbara returned, her &ce a litde red from 
the encounter with the gas-fire. 

“Now you must all talk brilliantly for two minutes,” she said, 
“while the room warms. Hilda has talked a great deal, I have 
filled in the awkward silences. Aunt Sarah likes to listen, so we’ll 
caU on Jimmy.” 

Jimmy gulped down some whisky and said, “Shall I give you 
a demonstration?” 

“Oh yes!” cried Barbara. 

"That would be most interesting,” said Aunt Sarah, coui> 
teously. 

“Yes, but don’t blow us all up,” said Hilda. 

“Weil, I shall need some matdies.” 

“Oh no, not a match trick!” said Barbara. “Just because he’s 
a budding engineer, he thinks he can treat us like children. We 
want something scientific, with hydrogen and nitrogen and HgO 
and square-roots and logarithms and sines and co-sines.” 

“I’m not a chemist or a mathematician,” said Jimmy, gaining 
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confidence, **but I don’t mind betting you won’t be able to see 
how this is done until I show you. Now give me some matches, 
Barbara, there’s a good girl.” 

“You a pipe-smoker, and ask for matches*” cried Barbara in 
pretended indignation, 

“Well, I’ve only got five left, and this needs twelve. . • . Here, 
don’t come so close,” for Barbara, having furnished the matches, 
was now bending over him. “The otheis can’t see through your 
thick head.” 

“I was only watching to make sure you didn’t cheat,” said 
Barbara. 

“Now, ladies,” Jimmy announced in his rather loud voice, 
“here is the problem — to say with twelve matches what matches 
are made of. Two minutes allowed.” 

With a professional gesture Jimmy pulled back his sleeves over 
clean but crumpled cuffs, and began to lay out the matches to the 
accompaniment of a good deal of patter, which Baibara mimicked 
from time to time. Keeping an eye on the changing dispositions 
of the matches, Miss Gherrington watched the group a little 
anxiously. In ordinary times she would have thought attention 
given to a match-trick worse than wasted. She did not think so 
now, but she thought that Hilda might. Hilda had moved round 
to Jimmy’s other side, where she could see the play of the matches. 
Once or twice she bent forward to move a match, but most of the 
time she seemed to be looking down on the two heads, the fair 
and the dark, with an expression her aunt found difficult to 
decipher. It was quite unlike her to be interested in anything so 
fnvolous as this; but once, when Barbara with an exclamation of 
impatience, knocked Jimmy’s hauid away, she thought she saw 
Hilda smile. 

“Now the two minutes are over,” said Jimmy, straightening 
himself. “You’ve all had a fair chance. Do you give it up?” 

They said they did. 

“Then I’ll show you,” said Jimmy, and letter by letter a word 
grew under his fingers: love. 

“Oh, how silly,” cried Barbara, shaking her head and sighing 
heavily. “You haven’t taken us in, you’ve just wasted our time, 
hasn’t he, Hilda?” 

Hilda did not answer. 

“Not so silly as to think a match could be made of elm,” said 
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Jimmy. *‘You try lighting your gas-fire with an elmwood match, 
you^U be a long time at it.” 

“And should I succeed any better if I tried with a love-match?” 
demanded Barbara. 

“That’s not for me to say,” said Jimmy with a laugh. “I don’t 
know how inflammable your gas-fire is.” 

“Well, anyhow, let’s go to it now — should we. Aunt Sarah?” 
said Barbara. “But first give me back those matches. I don’t like 
your thieving ways.” 

“May I have Aem for a keepsake, if I promise not to strike 
them?” said Jimmy. 

“May he. Aunt Sarah?” said Barbara. 

“Of course. But they’re safety matches, and won’t strike with- 
out the box,” said Miss Cherrington seriously. 

“Preserve me firom safety matches, they always let one down,” 
said Barbara. “There you are, Jimmy,” she added, handing him 
the miniature stack. “Aren’t you glad that you can’t set yourself 
on fire?” 

“Don’t be too sure,” he said, pocketing the matches. 

In the silence that followed this interchange, Miss Cherrington 
rose to her feet. “It’s past ten o’clock,” she said, “and I think I 
shall leave you young people together. I’ll just give Annie a hand 
with the washing-up. Grood-night Barbzira, good-night Hilda 
dear, you’re looking a litde tired. Don’t stay up too late,” she 
said as she was going through the door. 

The remark seemed to be addressed to all three of them. 

Hilda looked at her watch. “I have got a bit of a headache,” 
she said, “I don’t know why— I never have one, but I suppose it’s 
the long day.” 

They had moved into the passage. The door at the end stood 
open, and the unseen gas-fire shed a subdued but cheerful glow 
on the furniture of the room beyond. 

“Oh, don’t go yet,” said Barbara. “We can’t spare you — can 
we, Jimmy?” 

Jimmy said they could not. 

“It’s very kind of you,” said Hilda; “but I’ve got one or two 
letters I must write.” 

“Oh, please stay up a little,” pleaded Barbara. “Axmt Sarah 
would think it was most incorrect to leave Jimmy and me alone 
together—she’d have a fit.” 
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“Then 1*11 tell her Vm going,** said Hilda, “and she can act 
accordingly. Good-night, Barbara. Good-night, Mr. Crank- 
shaw.*’ 

Barbara and Jimmy shut the drawing-room door and stood a 
little uncertainly in the glow of the gas-fire. 

“What’s to happen now^” asked Jimmy. 

“Oh, I expect Aunt Sarah will come in,” said Barbara. “But 
it won’t be for a little while yet. I can hear the plates rattling,” 

She had regained her composure. 

“You don’t think she’ll send your sister instead^” 

“Oh no, Hilda’s got a will of iron.” 

“Perhaps neither of them will come.” 

“They wiU if I scream,” 

He saw her fingers with the red light showing through them. 
“Darling,” he said, and took them in his own. 



Chapter III 


A Wedding 

E ustace cUmbed up the steep concrete staircase that led 
rather unceremoniously from the busy pavement of Corn- 
market Street into the premises of the Flat-iron Club. 

He would have liked to go quicker, for he was anxious to see 
about the arrangements for the dinner, but he had been told he 
must not hurry upstairs. He was conscientiously law-abiding, and 
for him doctor’s orders had the force of law. 

There was no reason why he should not get completely better, 
they said, if he took things quietly. A muted, slow-motion 
existence had become habitual to Eustace; it was like living in a 
slight fog. But one day the fog would lift. Taking things quietly 
would have come easily to him if it had not been for the accom- 
panying obligation to work hard. Neither the College nor his 
family nor his conscience seemed to think the two were incom- 
patible. 

For five months now, since Hilda’s interview with the Master, 
from which his memory shied away, he had been trying to com- 
bine them, and not without success, his tutor said. 

They could promise nothing, of course, but a first was not out 
of the question, if he went on as he was doing now. Well, not 
perhaps exactly as he was doing now, for now he was fulfilling 
his function as secretary of the Lauderdale, a society recruited 
from among the members of St. Joseph’s, but one of which the 
Fellows of the College did not whole-heartedly approve. 

Eustace had been secretary to several societies, more than one 
of which had died of inanition imder his somewhat languid 
administration; but the Lauderdale, an old-established body 
with a long pre-war tradition, was too tough to succumb to his 
euthanasiac methods. 

In front of the green-baize notice-board in the vestibule he 
paused. As usual he found nothing but announcements about the 
activities of the Flat-iron, and of other clubs, mostly athletic; but 
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Eustace was haunted by the idea that one day a notice uould be 
put up declaring him expelled for the infringement of some rule 
of which he had never heard. This notice he would fail to see, 
and continue to frequent the club until at last one member, 
deputed by the others, would lead him to the board and silently 
point out the fatal sentence. Xer\’ously he scanned the rules, of 
which every member possessed a copy, but his attention generally 
gave out before he reached the end, and he was never sure if he 
was not violating numbers XIX, XX, or XXL 

Expulsion from the Flat (as it was affectionately called) did 
sometimes befall members who failed to pay their bills, but never 
for more recondite offences. Eustace would be the first to be 
turned out for having used its premises for the purpose, say, of 
some unlawfiil trade. It would be a terrible disgrace, second only 
to being sent down, and socially more damaging even than that. 

Why, he wondered, turning into the club’s familiar smoking- 
room, did human beings, the moment they banded together, have 
to invent all kinds of sanctions and taboos, designed to trip up the 
unwary? The room was empty; it was a little past six, the slack 
time between tea and dinner. He crossed over to a window-scat 
and watched the comers of Carfax, black with people. None of 
them looked up; none of them appeared to realise that here, only 
a few feet above them in mere physical altitude, was a summit of 
social eminence to which they could never attain. A feeling of 
warmth invaded Eustace’s breast; he tried to banish it, but with- 
out success. The Flat-iron Club was often ridiculed by those who 
did not belong to it, and sometimes by those who did. A wag had 
said: 

The Flat-iron Club 
Is well worth the sub. 

It’s full of oddities 
My God it is. 

But all the same, membership of *the Flat’ conferred distinction 
— a distinction that appeared to be as eagerly sought by the 
veterans of the war, stiU plentiful at the University, as by un- 
fledged freshmen. The desire for it was evidently something one 
did not grow out of- Over on the table lay the Candidates’ Book. 
Eustace took it up, to see if there were any new names that might 
benefit by his support. He turned the pages. For those who knew 
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how to read it, the book was something more than a social guide. 
By the number of signatures under a man’s name you could tell 
just how popular he was; you could tell, too, who were his 
friends and, in some cases, who were his enemies. Here and there 
was a page defaced by the names, heavily and ostentatiously 
scratched out, but still legible, of those who had publicly and 
significantly changed their minds about their former proteges. 
How many stories had collected round their mutilated signatures, 
how many friendships had been broken by them! Only Proust, 
an author Eustace was beginning to feel he had read, could have 
done justice to the saga of slights, cuts, insults and vendettas that 
was apt to follow an unsuccessful flirtation with the Flat. But 
when Eustace tried to describe these dramas to Hilda, she proved 
a disappointing audience. 

“Surely you don’t go to Oxford to waste your time over that 
sort of thing?” she said, and then rather inconsequently asked if 
Stephen Hilliard was a member. When Eustace told her he 
hadn’t wanted to be, she remarked with considerable satisfaction, 
“I knew he had some sense.” Barbara, on the other hand, was 
much more sympathetic; Barbara enjoyed talking about people 
and the way they behaved. But it was just after she had got 
engaged to Jimmy Grankshaw; and at the back of her mind, Eus- 
tace could tell, was the feeling that Jimmy had no part in anything 
that the Flat-iron Club stood for, and because of her loyalty to 
him she slightly resented its importance in Eustace’s eyes. Of 
course, it’s only important to me, thought Eustace uneasily, as a 
subject of conversation. 

It was sad how the fact of not being able to share a joke 
separated one from people. Separated, of course, was too strong 
a word, but it created a frontier, a water-shed for experience, 
instead of a valley. Failure to see the same things as fuimy often 
meant a general failure to sec eye to eye, because humour was 
common ground where the high-brow and the low-brow, the rich 
and the poor, could meet without self-consciousness. 

Life at Oxford made one lazy about adjusting oneself, Eustace 
decided. The people who thought and felt alike drew together; 
and after that, within the circle, everyone was encouraged to be 
himself to the top of his bent. Eustace tried to cultivate the kind 
of remark his friends expected of him, and win the commendation 
‘That’s a typical Eustace’; but not always with success, for what 
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they liked was something he was surprised into saying — it con- 
sisted in a kind of discrepancy between his vwv of a thing and the 
accepted view — and by no amount of trying could he surprise 
himself. The sally must be unself-conscious, and it was esoteric, 
it needed a trained audience. 

Eustace the ingenu, the un-terrible enfant terrible, wouldn’t go 
down well with the outside world, hadn’t gone down well, he 
suspected, in spite of Barbara’s protestations to the contraiy, at 
her wedding. That had been on her eighteenth birthday, just 
before Christmas. 

Jimmy had passed his examination, a job was in sight or just 
round the corner, and she would not wait. Aunt Sarah had 
counselled delay, she had even called upon Eustace, rather %vith 
the air of one invoking the support of a broken reed, to withhold 
his consent, or at any rate to speak to Barbara with the authority 
of an elder brother. 

Full of distaste for his mission Eustace approached Bsirbara, to 
be greeted by a volley of the little screams with which she had 
been accustomed, from a baby, to receive any attempt to turn her 
from her purpose; so after some half-hearted efforts to put the 
practical objections to the marriage before her, he gladly subsided 
into the more grateful r 61 e of saying how heartily he approved, 
how glad he was for Barbara’s sake, and how much he liked 
Jimmy. In this he was not insincere, for the sight of Barbara’s 
happiness would have melted a harder heart than Eustace’s, 
although she expressed it in trills and snatches of song, sudden 
gestures, agonised starts as if joy had run a pin into her, tihat were 
slightly shocking to his sense of fitness. 

As for Jimmy, he was not at all like a character in Henry 
James, definitdy a representative of the Better Sort rather than 
of the Finer Grain, but Eustace coidd not help warming to his 
friendliness and directness of approach. The possibilities of under- 
standing and misimderstanding, of fire and misfire, that made 
social intercourse fascinating to Eustace did not exist for Jimmy, 
who brushed them aside much in the same way as his invariable 
tweed coat knocked over the Utde objects with which Eustace had 
too freely sprinkled the Willesden tables. He treated life like a 
machine that would go if set up properly and given plenty of oil 
and power. These both existed in his own nature; the power was 
steam rather than electricity, the oil was crude, but not sticky or 
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glutinous. Messy Jimmy might be, but it was the messiness of the 
engine-room or the garage, a creative messiness inseparable from 
energy and movement, in the busy stir of which Eustace some- 
times felt static and functionless and outmoded, but he did not 
mind that. Though he preferred the society of sympathetic 
people, he enjoyed the sense of the complementary, when the 
complementary was softened by goodwill, as it was in Jimmy’s 
case. But it made him feel nervous and inadequate, like an 
accompanist who knows that more is expected of him than mere 
dovetailing, however adroit. 

On the day of the wedding the sense of the complementary had 
been almost overpowering, principally perhaps because the 
Crankshaws, a vigorous and flourishing tribe, a symbol of increase 
and multiplication, so greatly outnumbered the Cherringtons, 
who had put out few branches, and not all of those could be 
mustered for the ceremony. Eustace had never had a diadem of 
aunts and uncles. His molher had been an only child ; his father’s 
eldest sister, Lucy, who had lived for many years in Germany as 
a kind of companion in the family to whom she had once been 
governess, returned to England before the war, and now lived in 
a boarding-house in Bournemouth. Eustace liked the idea of her : 
she had travelled, and used to send him picture postcards of the 
places she visited, but she had never got on with Aunt Sarah, who 
felt her to be half a foreigner, with alien ways of thinking. There 
were some distant cousins with whom they still exchanged Christ- 
mas cards, and whom they referred to by their Christian names, 
but the names had no personalities atta^ed to them, and when 
their owners appeared at the wedding, as a few of them did, they 
had to introduce themselves. The circle of critics who continually 
asked each other, * What is Eustace doing?’ without ever obtaining 
a satisfactory reply, existed chiefly in his imagination. Miss 
Cherrington had never been one to cultivate friends. She re- 
garded them as something that no properly appointed household 
should be without, they had a place in the good housekeeping of 
life, but, like the best linen, they were not for everyday use. 

Hilda’s fiiends were fellow-workers in whatever field of en- 
deavour she was engaged, and were united to her by nothing 
more personal than a common aim. Eustace brought to the 
wedding one or two friends of old standing, but much the largest 
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contribution to the bride’s party came from the bride herself— 
school frien^ whom the warmth of her nature kept within 
screaming-distance, and several young men, carefully chosen, to 
whom the inevitable disappointment of being present at Barbara’s 
wedding to someone else would be less grievous than the dis- 
appointment of not being asked, 

But, all told, the bride’s contingent mustered hardly a score, 
several of whom were unknovm to each other, whereas the bride- 
groom’s following amounted to double that number, and gave 
the impression of being treble, so enormoml> did the exuberance 
of their personalities multiply the impact of their presence. Even 
in church, walking up the aisle with Barbara, buxom and blos- 
somy, clinging to his arm, Eustace was aware of a blast of insur- 
gent vitality, like an incitement to procreation, from the pews on 
his right, a shuffling, a rustling, a turning and nodding of ex- 
pectant feces; whereas from the thin ranks on the left there was 
no such demonstration, only a discreet slewing of the eyes and 
then the attitude proper to church. Responsive to atmospheres, 
Eustace felt relaxed on one side and rigid on the other. He won- 
dered how Barbara felt — ^Barbara so like him to look at, so unlike 
him in temperament. 

Six years younger than he when they entered the church, he 
felt she was now as old as he was, and would be older by the time 
they reached the altar steps. This advance in experience seemed 
a reproach to him; yet paradoxically, as they stood together on 
the left of the lectern, he had the fency that the bridegroom’s 
friends must see him as a bent, hoary bachelor, whom the sweets 
of marriage had passed by. But that was nonsense; even if four 
years had slipped out of iris life, he was only twenty-four, and his 
coat -was cut by one of the best tailors in Oxford- On Jimmy’s 
coat, he could see, the braid was much too wide, while the best 
man was wearing a lounge suit. Jimmy looked pale and ill-at- 
ease, and at the sight Eustace’s confidence began to mount. If 
his appearance was not out of tune with the proceedings, neither 
perhaps was he. He began to fed an aptitude for weddings 
descend on him, strengthenk^ him. He even looked back to 
where Jimmy’s adherents, though more stationary now, were still 
giving off thdr pre-matrimonid fume. As it billowed towards 
him, his glance cau^t a bright eye under a bold hat. It’s your 
turn next,’ the eye seemed to say, and for a moment he believed it. 
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But afterwards, in the Tivoli Caf6, at the wedding breakfast, 
the necessity for adjustment became more pressing and precise 
than anything implied by a distant interchange of glances with a 
sparkling eye. For there were so many sparkling eyes, such areas 
of black satin, bulging unfashionably, and of gayer colours, on 
figures tubular or flat; such an agitation of arms, plump or slen- 
der, such a harvest of cheeks, pink and red under the electric 
light, such a confusion of loud, confident voices, which were not 
easily stilled when Eustace rose to propose the health of the bride 
and bridegroom. 

‘T should stand on a chair, if I were you,’* said a stout, glossy, 
highly coloured lady who had noticed his ineffectual efforts to 
make himself the centre of attention. “They’ll all see you then.” 

Eustace longed to be unseen and even more to be unheard, but 
in the latter design he was foiled, for someone on the edge of the 
throng, with a glass of champagne ready in his hand, called out 
good-naturedly, “Speak up, we can’t hear you.” 

“It’s the Oxford accent,” a voice nearer to Eustace muttered, 
and there was a smothered laugh. But when he got under way 
they gave him a good hearing, and took his one joke very well. 
Indeed, he was quite sorry to leave his perch and return to the 
arena, where the stout lady like a lioness roared her congratula- 
tions. 

“You did that very well,” she said. “You ought to be President 
of the Union.” 

Eustace got her another glass of champagne, and was surprised 
to find himself lingering not unwillingly in her padded conversa- 
tional embrace, instead of moving on to his own party, who were 
standing about in ones and twos, without seeming to make much 
fun for themselves or naixing with the others. 

“And who pays for all this?” she said. “I suppose you do. A 
bit stiff, isn’t it?” 

Eustace said it would be if it became a habit; but after all, 
one’s sister only got married once, at least he hoped so. 

“But you have another,” the strange lady exclaimed. “Such a 
beautiful girl. Barbara’s nice-looking, of course; but the other’s a 
real beauty. Hasn’t anyone wanted to marry her?” 

Eustace felt he ought to resent this question on Hilda’s behalf, 
but it surprised him; somehow he had never thought seriously of 
Hilda in connection with marriage. 
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“Oh, Hilda,** he said vaguely. “I don’t know what her plans 
are.** 

“Well, I know what some men’s plans will be,” retorted the 
lady, “unless she lives in a convent.” 

“In a way she does,” said Eustace; “in a clinic for crippled 
children, a place called Highcross Hill.” 

“Of course, I’ve read about it,” said the lady, “and what a 
wonderful work she’s doing there. But, you know, Cupid will 
creep in anywhere. If she’s fond of children she’ll be wanting one 
for herseE” 

Eustace would have liked to explain that Hilda wasn’t exactly 
fond of children, in that way; she was sorry for them, and wanted 
to help them. But he didn’t fed he cotdd analyse her character 
to this stranger, whose mind was fluttering to the beat of Cupid’s 
wings. So making the excuse that he must speak to the bride- 
groom’s mother, he drifted away. 

The elder Mrs. Crankshaw was tall and dark, and had some- 
thing of Jimmy’s gauntness of feature; she was vaguely Spanish- 
looking, which pleased Eustace, who liked foreigners. 

“How kind you have been,” she said. “Jimmy’s dressing-case, 
Barbara’s bracelet, and that marvellous cheque! Really you 
shouldn’t have done it. Unless you are made of money,” she 
added, narrowing her eyes as if to see him better. 

Eustace blushed as though he had been caught boasting of his 
riches. Stephen Hilliard, whom he had consulted, had been 
dismayed at the sum he proposed to give Barbara, and advised 
him to cut it down by half. 

“If you give so much you’ll create a false impression,” he said. 

“But who should I create a false impression on?” Eustace had 
demanded. “Only Barbara and Jimmy need know, and the 
people immediately concerned.” 

“On yourscE chiefly,” Stephen had answered. “Five hundred 
pounds would be out of proportion to— well, I mean it would be 
out of proportion. It wouldn’t correspond. It would mean 
something different from what you mean.” 

“What do I mean?” Eustace had asked uncomfortably. 

“You mean to be generous,” said Stephen; “but generosity 
isn’t measured that way. People are only capable of assimilating 
a certain amount of generosity — ^the rest is wasted, worse than 
wasted; it will make them think you live in a fool’s paradise.” 
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*'But that won’t matter, if I don’t,” said Eustace, hurt. 

**There are several kinds of paradise,” said Stephen, oracularly, 
“none of them suitable to earth-dwellers. Do be advised, Eustace. 
If you don’t think I’m right, ask Miss Hilda. She would say at 
once, *Two hundred and fifty is quite enough for Barbara. You 
mustn’t make the Crankshafts think you’re a millionaire, and you 
mustn’t think so yourself.’ I should never dare to say that to you, 
but she would, unhesitatingly.” 

“I don’t think I agree with you,” said Eustace. “I think I have 
quite as much sense of money as she has.” 

“How can you say that,” asked Stephen, “after she rescued for 
you the hundred a year the College was trying to filch from you? 
In matters of finance, as in all matters, her opinion is absolutely 
soimd.” 

Fragments of this conversation flashed through Eustace’s mind 
as he confronted Mrs. Crankshaw’s inquiring eye, and he won- 
dered what she would have thought had the cheque been as large 
as he originally intended. He felt embarrassed, and wondered if it 
was something in him that made people talk to him so openly 
about subjects which were usually treated with reserve, or whether 
it was a convention among the Crankshaws and their circle. 

“Oh, I’m not at all rich,” he said; “don’t imagine that. But 
we all want to make the weddii^ a success, don’t we? I think it 
is a success, don’t you?” 

“A great success,” said Mrs. Crankshaw decidedly. “I’ve 
always said, there’s nothing like marrying while you’re young. 
Now you must look round and see if there’s anyone you fancy.” 

Involuntarily Eustace gazed about him at the munching, swUL- 
ing throng. Barbara and Jimmy were the centre of an ever- 
changing but never depleted nucleus; he could see the smiles and 
brightened eyes and heightened manner of those who came to 
offer congratulations, and the delighted responsiveness, somewhat 
sheepish on his part, altogether radiant on hers, of the bride and 
bridegroom. 

Eustace’s heart went out to them all: this was what life should 
be, a symposium of well-wishers, positively, consciously, con- 
tagiously happy. 

“I see too many,” he said, answering Mrs. Crankshaw’s im- 
plied question. “You would have to pick one out for me.” 

“Nothing easier,” said Mrs. Crankshaw, with a promptness 
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that took Eustace aback. “Here’s my niece, Mabel Cardew, a 
charming girl, I don’t think you’ve met her,” 

Eustace didn’t take to Miss Cardew, who was inclined to wince 
and wnggle, but they exchanged almost passionate civilities. 

“You see how easy it is,” said Mrs. Crankshaw, when her niece 
had sidled and chassed away. “Xow you must pick someone for 
Hilda, but I don’t believe there’s anyone good-looking enough 
for her. Ah, there she is.” 

Following Mrs. Grankshaw’s qmcker eye, Eustace espied Hilda. 
She was standing apart, talking to a rather dumpy, round-about 
lady with a square, strong face, whom Eustace presently recog- 
nised as Barbara’s late headmistress. The pair seemed to be 
outside the circle of enchantment, and to judge from their faces, 
to be discussing something alien to the spirit of a wedding feast. 

“Men might be a little afraid of her,” said Mrs. Crankshaw; 
“she makes these boys look like babies. Not that she’s old.” 

Eustace had a sudden vision of the sleek brown heads around 
him toddling on childish bodies and being lifted into prams. 

“This marriage business is full of silliness and nonsense, isn’t 
it?” Mrs, Crankshaw went on, irrelevantly. “But it gets some- 
where, and there is no other way of getting there.” 

Once again Eustace was aware of the press of wine-warmed 
bodies around him, seductive, comfortable, if only kill-joy censors 
were silenced. Outside on the periphery, the mind and the will 
preserved their powers intact, and beauty shone like a vase of 
alabaster, untouched, not needu^ for its perfection any intoxica- 
tion in the beholder’s eye or mind. 

“What do you think?” said Mrs. Crankshaw. “Could we rope 
her in?” 

Eustace held his lasso poised; the great noose slid through the 
air ; in a moment his sister and the headmistress, clutching at each 
other, were dragged across the wooden floor into the heart of the 
rodeo. 

“Shall I go across and try?” he said, and Mrs. Crankshaw 
smiled assent. 

They each refused a glass of champagne, 

“We were saying,” said Hilda, “how mistaken the Govern- 
ment’s education policy is. It ought to spend more on providing 
university scholarships for promising girls. I don’t mean girls like 
Barbara, of course, whose one idea, the moment they leave school. 
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is to get married.’’ She looked round. “Where is she, by the 
way?” 

Eustace could not see her either. 

“I think they must have gone to change,” he said. 

“To change?” echoed Hilda; “why should they do that?” 

“Well, they can’t travel in those clothes,” said Eustace, smiling 
at the headmistress, whose clothes were quite suitable for travel- 
ling in. “You couldn’t even in yours, could you, Hilda?” 

“You’re right,” said Hilda; “these bridesmaid’s dresses are 
most unserviceable. You won’t catch me wearing one again in a 
hurry. I like the violets, though.” 

She bent down and raised the big dewy bunch to her face, and 
they seemed to become part of it. 

“Don’t you like weddings?” said the headmistress. 

“I loathe them,” said Hilda. “I don’t see the necessity for them 
— ^for all the fuss, I mean.” 

“Perhaps you’ll feel differently about your own,” said the head- 
mistress; “don’t you think she may, Mr. Gherrington?” 

Eustace couldn’t think of a reply. Addressing the headmistress 
rather than Hilda, he said: “Won’t you come across and help me 
with the Crankshavians? They’re really very nice, but I feel shy 
of tackling them without support.” 

“Nonsense,” said Hilda; “we saw him chattering away like 
anything, didn’t we, Miss Farrell? He loves the social roxmd.” 

“I think it would be an excellent idea,” replied the headmis- 
tress, giving a pat to her dress and a wrench to her hat, “Other- 
wise they’ll think us unsociable, standing here enjoying each 
other’s society like Beauty and the Beast.” She smiled up at Hilda 
as she spoke. 

With no very clear idea of what would happen, Eustace con- 
voyed them into the thickest of the press. To his embarrassment 
the crowd fell apart before them as though he was in charge of 
two dangerous wild animals; awe and admiration were registered, 
but no obvious wish to make contact with the newcomers. 

Eustace had the feeling that they were making a cavalry charge, 
and would come out the other side victorious, unchallenged and 
untouched, the last thing he wanted. But a tall blond youth with 
a sdf-confident expression seemed inclined to stand his ground. 
Luckily Eustace remembered his name; introductions were 
effected; and the young man, to Eustace’s great surprise, seemed 
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well supplied with mfonnation both as to Miss FarrelFs school 
and BSlda’s clinic. He was a little patronising and facetious about 
those institutionsj and once or twice joined issue with the ladies on 
points which they could not help knowing more about than he, 
but he held his own, that was the main thing, and the encoxmter 
was by no means a failure# Having staged it, and trusting to Miss 
Farrell’s tact and experience to carry it through, Eustace, like 
Julius Caesar, withdrew to another part of the field. 

Here, flanked by the sandwiches and the pastry and the three 
hired waiters deftly pouring out of jugs and bottles and teapots, 
he was engaged by a dark, roimd-faced girl who questioned him 
vivaciously about his life in Oxford. Her interest was flattering, 
the questions were easy to answer. With the disengaged half of 
his attention, Eustace watched how Hilda was faring. Another 
man had joined the group round her; they were all talking with 
animation, no one seemed to be left out. He noticed how one or 
two more stragglers paused as though wondering whether to risk 
it, and gravitated towards her. The sight gave him a sense of 
inner harmony and self-congratulation; he felt he had helped to 
complete something. But before he had time to analyse his feel- 
ings further, a rush of cold air caught his back and he turned to 
see Barbara and Jimmy coming through the door. They looked 
different people in their going-away clothes, and their changed 
appearance changed the atmosphere of the gathering. The initia- 
tion over, they were no longer glorified by the nimbus of the 
wedding spirit, they were ordinary human beings with a train to 
catch. Less than ordinary, indeed, for with their glory they had 
shed their dignity; and hardly had they made their farewells 
when the wedding guests, who till lately had been gaping at them 
with real or pretended admiration, suddenly rounded on them 
with shrieks of tribal laughter, and set about making their exit as 
summary and ignominious as possible. 

All the wedding party were outside the cafe now, swarming on 
the steps under the Elizabethan woodwork. Only a few yards 
away a sleek black Daimler hung with white ribbons waited at 
the kerb. Eustace found himsdf next to Aunt Sarah; almost 
involimtarily he took in his her passive, wdl-gloved hand. The 
surged in front of them. Fists raised in menace hurled 
handfuls of confetti as if they had been bombs* Barbara and 
Jimmy came stumbling and ducking down the steps towards the 
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sanctuary of the car, whose door the chauffeur was holding open. 
They had outdistanced their tormentors and were well inside, 
when a figure ran forward, wild as a Bacchante, and launched a 
new attack through the window. Nor did the bombardment 
cease until their fingers fluttering farewells in the coloured 
shower, husband and wife drove off. 

With a gesture of exhaustion and appeasement the figure 
lurched into the dull yellowish light of the December afternoon. 
Tears of laughter were running down her cheeks. 

It was Hilda. 

The episode was three months old, but in recollection it still 
gave Eustace a shock. He still could hardly believe that that wild- 
eyed, tear-stained, dishevelled woman was his sister Hilda. 

Startled out of his reverie, he glanced at the clock. Past seven 
and he had done nothing about inspecting the arrangements for 
the dinner. Supervision was not Eustace’s strong point. Con- 
scientiously carried out, it meant criticism, and criticism practised 
by someone of a normally easy-going nature often unfairly gave 
the impression of fault-finding. Still, he must put in an appear- 
ance. 

The steward, a wispy, sallow man with a wary eye, took him 
into a small room, leading off the dining-room and reserved for 
private dinner parties. The table leiid for twenty almost filled it. 
What a noise there would be later on, Eustace thought; the regu- 
lar diners would probably send in protests. The table was decor- 
ated with freesias and jonquils; they had been arranged sym- 
metrically rather than with inspiration — still, they had a festive 
air. Soon they woxild be stuffed in silken button-holes, and by the 
morning they would be withered; but they would not be done 
in being the worse for wear. 

Eustace sighed and took out of his pocket a plan of where the 
diners were to sit. Who should be neighbours was a problem, for 
not all the members of the Lauderdale were on good terms with 
each other. At the head of the table sat the President, with the 
distinguished visitor <^n his right. Next, as Secretary, came 
Eustace. Passing down the table, he slowly dealt out the name 
cards, wondering anew if S’s proximity to A would be held to 
atone for his proximity to C. Any disappointment on this score 
would be blamed on Eustace, but he thought he knew the internal 
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politics of the society by this time; and if some blamed him, 
others would applaud his ingenious malice. 

At last it was done. The steward reported ever> thing in ordei ; 
a dozen bottles of champagne were on ice, and more could be had. 
As Eustace listened to the man’s recital, he quickly became in- 
fected by its reassuring tone; nothing could possibly go 'wrong. 

He returned to the smoking-room in a sanguine frame of mind 
and "with a sense of duty done. 

He had hardly got inside the door when he heard his name 
called. The inflection was unmistakable; it could onl> belong to 
Antony Lachish. He was sitting hunched up in a leather chair, 
his long, thin legs dangling over its arm. 

^‘Eustace!” said Antony again, in a way that made more than 
one member give him an indignant, repressive look which, how- 
ever, he did not notice. ‘‘Gome and sit down. Where have you 
been? We all thought you were dead.” 

He smiled suddenly with extraordinary sweetness, and Eustace 
pulled up a chair and set it at right angles to his. But this tactical 
manoeuvre did not succeed, for the next moment Antony had 
whisked his legs over the other arm, and was looking at him 
across his shoulder. 

“You never stay still a moment,” said Eustace. 

Antony’s face took on an expression of such tortured self- 
criticism that Eustace could not help laughing. 

“Do you think Fm frightfully restless?” Antony asked. “People 
say I am.” He still looked miserably worried. 

“Of course not,” said Eustace soothingly. “Just mercurial.” 

Antony’s face cleared instantly, and began to shine -with self- 
satisfaction. 

“That’s a much nicer word,” he sa^d. “How kind and clever 
of you to think of it. I suppose my face does show my feelings too 
much?” 

“I don’t think even you could feel as much as your face shows,” 
said Eustace. ^ 

“You don’t think me insincere?” The agonised look returned, 
then relaxed into the bewitching smile, as Antonj^^said, “You 
couldn’t expect me to practise facial control when I see you after 
such a long separation. What have you been doing?” 

“Well, working a little,” said Eustace, 

“I knew it, I told them so. I was sure you weren’t angry with 
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us. *He*s really working for us/ I said. ‘As long as we can point 
to Eustace, we shan’t be sent down. On the contrary, we shall 
shine with reflected glory.’” 

“You’re much more likely to get a First than I am,” said 
Eustace, who knew how little Antony’s airy manner corresponded 
either to his ambitions or his powers. 

“Nonsense, I’ve no mental stamina, I’m quite hopeless. 
Gamma minus is my mark. Only yesterday my tutor said, 
‘Lachish, your work is like summer lightning — an occasional 
flash, but miles away from the subject.’” 

“Mine complained that I was always peering through the 
xmdergrowth,” said Eustace despondently. 

“My spies report quite differently,” said Antony. “They speak 
of a certain First. They are beginning to take bets on it. When 
are you doing Schools?” 

“A year next June.” 

“Then you’ve no excuse for living like a hermit. We shall come 
and serenade you every night. Let’s begin your emancipation 
now. Let’s dine together.” 

Eustace explained why he could not. 

“But what is this Lauderdale Society?” asked Antony. “De- 
scribe it to me.” 

“Well,” said Eustace, “it began long ago as a semi-political 
club ynih a Conservative background. Then the background 
faded away and the Lauder became a kind of dining dub, a sort 
of protest against the plain living and high thinking of St. Joseph’s. 
The members threw their weight about and weren’t very popular 
with the College or with the Dons. In fact, there was tsdk of sup- 
pressing it. After the war the Lauder was revived, and somehow 
I became the Secretary; but it didn’t change its spots, the 
members still felt in honour bound to let the College know they 
fdt superior to it, socially, intellectually, and in every way, and 
again, quite lately, there was a rumour that it was to be painlessly 
disbanded. That’s why we’re dining here; they won’t let us dine 
in College. 

“Then I had the idea of asking someone down to address us on 
a serious subject, like the Future of the World — someone with a 
name, you know, so that we m^ht look a litfle less irrespon- 
sible 

Eustace paused. He fdt his effort to justify the Lauderdale to 
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Antony had sounded lame; how much better to have said boldly, 
‘It exists to glorify the ^ded youth of St Joseph’s/' but he lacked 
the aplomb. It was in his nature to anticipate criticism, and in the 
moral sphere, the sphere where Eustace was most at home though 
least at ease, the Lauderdale was not easy to defend. 

**I see,” said Antony. “I can’t picture you among thci^e haw- 
bucks, but I suppose it’s all right. Who are you getting down to 
improve your standing in the eyes of the Dons?” 

“A rising young Conservative,” said Eustace. “Staveley, his 
name is, Richard Stavdey. I trust you’ve heard of him?” 

Antony’s mobile face ran through a number of expressions, of 
which surprise was the first and last. 

“Dick Staveley?” he said. “Indeed I have; he’s a sort of cousin 
of mine, for one thing.” 

“I met him once or twice,” said Eustace, “long, long ago when 
we lived at a little place called Anchorstone. I was nine then, and 
I suppose he was about sixteen. He rescued me once when I got 
lost in a wood playing hare and hounds.” 

“He would,” said Antony. “He was always either rescuing or 
giving cause for rescue. But to think of your having knotvn him! 
I can’t get over it.” 

“I thought him fascinating,” said Eustace. 

“Many people have. I didn’t know him then. I was only five, 
but I used to hear a lot about my extraordinary cousin who was 
always up to something.” 

“WLat sort of things?” asked Eustace. 

Antony thought a moment. 

“Well, in those days it was schoolboys’ pranks — ^you know, 
going up to London, putting eggs in the masters’ hats, taking 
away something important just when it was most wanted — 
practical jokes with a sting in the tail.” 

“I can see that he might have been like that,” said Emtace. 
“He played a practical joke on me once,” 

“What kind?” 

Eustace told Antony about the legacy. 

“You got off lightly, I think. He never played one on me, 
because Mama never much liked going to Anchorstone. She went 
from a sense of duty, because of Cousin Edie. It was apt to be 
frightfully dull, you know, except for Dick’s booby-traps. Papa 
went because of the shooting. That was always good.” 
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“But isn’t the house lovely?” asked Eustace. “It seemed the 
most marvellous place to me. In those days my day-dreams were 
fill! of it.” 

“Were they?” said Antony, with the rush of sympathetic in- 
terest in his voice from which some of his popularity sprang. 
“Well, I don’t wonder. It w a lovely house; at least, part of it is — 
the Jacobean part with the moat in front. Romantic, enchanted. 
Do you remember the helmets on the window-ledges? You could 
see them from outside. They weren’t arranged or grouped, they 
looked as if the knights had thrown them down, still warm from 
their hot heads, while they went to change into something more 
comfortable.” 

“I never got near enough for that,” said Eustace. “I only went 
into the house once, in the dark.” 

“You would go into the new part, I expect, where they mostly 
live — ^that’s nothing much, Victorian Gothic of the later Staveley 
epoch — quite hideous, really, but I doubt if they know it.” 

“Don’t they care about the house, then?” asked Eustace. He 
couldn’t bear to think they didn’t. 

“Oh yes, they’re devoted to it and intensely proud of it. Only 
they don’t discruninate very much; they wouldn’t think it was 
quite nice to.” 

“Wasn’t there a sister called Anne?” Eustace asked. 

“Yes, indeed. Poor Anne, a dear girl but dull. She never had a 
chance, you know. They dressed her in the most extraordinary 
way. At balls she could hardly bend for whalebone, she creaked 
all over. And her stiffness was infectious; even the most dashing 
young men turned into ramrods and icicles at the sight of her. It 
was terrible for her, terrible for everyone. She created a desert 
all roimd her. Cousin Edie was to blame in a way — ^but she got it 
jfrom the Staveleys. They were proud of living in the last century 
— ^indeed, they were proud of everything, just of being themselves. 
One doesn’t quite know why.” 

“Aren’t they a very old family?” asked Eustace, to whom the 
ancient lineage of the Staveleys had meant a great deal, though he 
was shy of admitting it. 

Antony seemed surprised and slightly puzzled by this inquiry, 

“Well, no older th^ many others. Everyone’s family’s old if 
you begin to look into it. I suppose you mean all that business 
about prancing on the foreshore and shooting an arrow into the 



The Sixth Heaim aqg 

sea? It does sound rather romantic, but I think it was all they 
were good for. They never did anything else very much. They 
were wonderfully xmdistinguished.” 

“But surely Sir John Staveley was Lord-Lieutenant?’* said 
Eustace, unwilling to relinquish his dream of the splendour of the 
Staveleys. 

Antony answered with a touch of impatience. “Oh, everyone 
one knows is that. You only have to be long enough in the same 
place. The Staveleys are my relations and I don’t want to run 
them down, but believe me, they wouldn’t have been heard of 
since Domesday Book or whenever it was, if Lady Nelly hadn’t 
married into them. It was she 'who put them on the map.” 

“I don’t think I know about her,” said Eustace. 

“Oh, donH you?” Antony’s voice betrayed surprise; his face, 
even more expressive than his voice, announced consternation. 
But there was nothing patronising or pitying in his bewilderment, 
and Eustace could not have taken offence, even if he had wanted 
to. 

“She’s the most divine, adorable woman,” said Antony, his face 
lighting up with rapture as if she had actually been present in the 
room. “In Edwardian days she reigned, she was a queen. Every- 
one was at her feet, every heart melted at the sight of her.” 

“Did her heart melt too?” asked Eustace. 

“Yes, alas, only too readily,” Antony said. “And sometimes 
over objects that were not worthy of her. She had too much pity 
in her nature. No one coxild understand what she saw in Freddie 
Staveley, except his looks. But she had a passion for lame dogs, 
and always wanted to help them.” 

“Is he a lame dog?” Eustace asked. 

“Well, not any longer. He drank himself to death, you see. 
She was an angel to him and did all she could to help him, took 
him from one place to another and surrounded him with amusing 
people and didn’t mind what he did if she thought it would take 
his mind off the old failing. The Staveleys weren’t grateful to her; 
they pretended it was pailiy her fault, and said she should have 
been stricter with him, and shut him up in a home, or something 
like that. Really they were jealous of her, as crows might be of a 
nightingale, or a bird of paradise. Even Cousin Edie used to say, 
Toor Freddie, Nelly makes him lead such a tiring, unstable life.’ 
It made Mama furious — ^when everyone could see that she was 



300 Eustace and Hilda 

wearing herself out for him. She couldn’t help it if people fell in 
love with her. They still do, though she must be nearly fifty. 
You must meet her. I’ll bring you together.” 

The room was filling up now with members ordering their 
pre-prandial sherry. They stared at Antony, but he went on as 
though unconscious of them. 

‘‘But we were talking about Dick. Well, he had rather a 
chequered career. I think he was always slightly in revolt against 
the stiffness and stuffiness of Anchorstone — Whence the practical 
jokes, which were more startling than funny. He wanted life to 
be dangerous. That was quite in the Staveley tradition, in a way; 
they were always a menace to any bird or beast that crossed their 
path. But he used to say he thought the animals ought to be 
armed too, and once he dressed up as a pheasant and peppered 
one of the shooters. Of course there was a frightful row and he 
was made to apologise, but a good many people thought it rather 
funny. And at OsdFord he was the same — ^he was at your college, 
you know, and he once said what a good thing it would be if the 
Garden Quad could be turned into a zoo, with lions and tigers 
frisking about in it, livening up the Dons and the more sedentary 
undergraduates. He organised one or two rags too, of the more 
painful kind, which ended in broken bones and the Acland 
Nursing Home. He used to walk about, so I’ve been told, with a 
secret smile, as though he had put a time-bomb imder the 
University and was waiting for it to go off.” 

“That was before the war, I suppose,” said Eustace. “I’m glad 
he’s not here now. Shall I be held responsible if he tries to blow 
up the Flat?” 

“Oh, now he’s more rang^. At least I should think so. But he 
used to be rather a heart-breaker too. Before the war he had an 
affair with a village maiden, which nearly ended in the law courts; 
and during the war he got involved with a young tmmarried girl 
of good family, which was much more serious.” 

“Why was it more serious?” Eustace asked. 

“Well, socially, I mean. What made it more unfortunate was 
that she was engaged to be married, and because she had been 
talked about, the young man broke it off. In old days that would 
have counted against Dick, he would have been cold-shouldered, 
you know, and not asked about. But he had done so well in the 
war that it was forgiven and almost forgotten. He woiald have 
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done even better, I believe, if he hadn’t preferred danger to dis- 
cipline and been plus guerrier que la guerre, so to speak.” 

Eustace laughed. 

“I am glad you told me all this. Now I shall be on my guard.” 

®‘But that’s ancient history,” said Antony. “After the war he 
stayed on in the Middle East, among the Arabs, and made quite 
a name for himself as a mystery man, a sort of small-scale Colonel 
Lawrence. There were a great many rumours — that he was never 
coming back, that he had become a Mohammedan and kept a 
seraglio, that he was fighting against us, that he was dead and 
being impersonated by an Arab (he looks rather like one), and so 
on. He was as legendary and elusive as Waring or the Scarlet 
Pimpernel. Now, it appears, he has given all that up, and come 
back to be a politician — a rising hope of the stem, unbending 
Tories. Though from what I hear of his speeches he sounds more 
like a Socialist or a revolutionary or what is this new-fangled 
thing? — 2i Fascist,” 

“Do you think he’s a man to beware of?” asked Eustace. 

“Oh n<?,” said Antony, pouncing on the negative like a cat on 
a mouse, “He’s rather a pictur^que figure in our drab age. 
Glamorous, you know, without the Hollywood association of the 
word. At least, that’s how he would like to appear. I’m not sure 
myself that it will come to anything.” He looked up and saw the 
clock. “Oh, Eustace, it’s a quarter to eight. I must fly. And we 
haven’t talked about you at all. Just wasted time on those dreary 
Staveleys, It’s all my fault. When can we meet?” 

“Well, I’m firee almost any time,” said Eustace, 

“You’re not, you’re not,” wailed Antony, and an expression of 
the deepest woe took possession of his features. “You have a 
permanent engagement with Stubbs’s Charters, an everlasting 
aHbi.” 

“No, no,” protested Eustace. “I’ve finished with him. I’m a 
chartered libertine now.” 

“Oh, how witty you are,” Antony exclaimed. “But if it isn’t 
Stubbs, it’ll be something else; I know you delight in bondage. 
You’re like Andromeda, rejoicing in her rock.” 

“Indeed not,” said Eustace. “I pray for an appointment with 
Perseus.” 

“Well, then,” said Antony, “let me find my little book.” He 
began to dive into his pockets; his hands came out fiifl of letters 
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and envelopes, "Isn^t it awful?” he said. “I haven’t answered 
any of them.” He threw them into the chair and rose to his feet, 
to have greater freedom of movement for the search. 

All round them conversations ceased, 2md the members begsm 
to eye Antony, some with raised eyebrows, others with scarcely 
concealed smiles — ^for his inability to find his engagement book 
had become a legend with his friends. Some maintained that it 
didn’t exist; others, who had seen it, as Eustace had, declared that 
it was just a means of gaining time, of lulling the inviter, or in- 
vitee, into a false security. As to whether it was a good sign, for 
the fulfilment of the engagement, that the diary should be found, 
opinion was sharply divided, one section affirming that Antony 
never broke, another that he never kept, an engagement that was 
written down in his book. 

“Here it is, here it is,” he cried. “Strange, I never knew I had 
this pocket. It must have been put in by the tailor to confuse 
me.” 

He retreated towards the fireplace like a dog with a bone, and 
began to ruffle the leaves. “Wednesday seems to be full up, and 
there’s a blot all over Thursday. What can that mean? Friday 
soxmds such an inauspicious day. Would you be free on Friday?” 

“I’m sure I could be,” said Eustace; “but don’t bother, An- 
tony.” 

Antony groaned, and frowned portentously at the little book. 

“Som^ow I don’t like the idea of Friday. It’s so near the week- 
end, for one thing, and one never knows what will happen then. 
And next week seems so far away, and yet so near the end of 
Term. Perhaps it is the end of Term?” He fixed on Eustace a 
look of anguished interrogation. “You can’t tell me? Of course 
not. Look, look, I’ll write to you. No, I’ll telephone, that would 
be better, so much quicker and more satisfactory. We know 
where we are, then. But I remember you haven’t got a telephone. 
I haven’t either. No one has. Such a stupid arrangement. Do 
they expect us to communicate like birds of the air? Oh, dear, 
what shall we do? Perhaps if I sent a messenger from the lodge, 
and asked him to wait 

Eustace was too intent on observing the criss-cross flight of 
Antony’s mind, tortured by the intolerable necessity of pinning 
itself down, to hear the door open; but he became aware of a stir 
behind him, and looked up to see five or six members of the 
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Lauderdale Society standing round. They were in evening drcs^ 
and a litde self-conscious, and with them was an older man, not 
at all self-conscious, despite the carnation in his buttonhole. 

‘What is he doing here?’ thought Eustace, his mind, as often, 
halting between the rival reality of two situations- ‘He doesn’t 
belong to our party. He must be looking for someone. He’ll go 
away if I stop thinking about him. He must go away, he doesn’t 
fit in.’ Warm and relaxed by friendship, his being shrank from 
the effort of encountering a stranger. But the stranger did not 
move away, and studying his face, the features of which were so 
much more declared and positive than those of the faces rotmd 
him, Eustace began to remember it, and as he remembered the 
stranger began to smile. 

“You must be Eustace Gherrington,” he said. “The last time 
I saw you I gave you three cheers. But I expect you’ve forgot- 
ten?” 

Eustace was tongue-tied; for a moment he was back on the 
sands at Anchorstone, with Hilda beside him and the wind blow- 
ing against their tear-stained faces, while Dick, at the head of his 
troupe, broke the news of Miss Fothergill’s legacy. 

“That was a long time ago,” he began, but Dick had turned 
away and Eustace heard him say, “Good Heavens, there’s An- 
tony!” 

Antony, clasping his recovered correspondence, gave Dick a 
glance like the flight of a crooked arrow. “You must look me 
up,” he said, “Eustace’U tell you where.” 

With his conjurer’s flair for disappearance he melted from 
them: the air, with which he had so much in common, seemed to 
receive him into its transparency. Dick turned to Eustace. 

“You must tell me all about yourself,” he said, “and about 
your sister. Wasn’t her name Hilda?” 

“It still is,” said Eustace, “but think of you remembering.” 



Chapter TV 

Eustace at Home 


R eturning to Willesden for the vacation, Eustace found 
that he missed Barbara much more than he had expected to. 
Admittedly she had been a noisy and disturbing element. At 
ordinary times she tripped, whisked, and scurried; if she was in a 
hurry or put out, she rattled and banged; her progress — ^and she 
was never long in the same place — ^was marked by the slamming 
of doors or by doors left open; she laughed and giggled and let 
fly volleys of little screams, like parakeets escaping from a cage; 
the moment she came in the telephone began to ring, and her 
voice, which for telephone purposes was high-pitched and self- 
conscious, could be heard all over the house; she was never more 
in his way than when she was telling him, with quick rushes of 
explanation and apology, that she must get out of it; she made the 
house fed much smaller and more cramped than it need have. 
And then there were the evenings which he had described to 
Stephen, when the gramophone droned to the strains of jazz, or 
revolved unheeded, with an insistent, sibilant, breathy whisper, 
while voices, unwillingly subdued, discussed which record to put 
on next, and Eustace waited for the tune to start and the rhythmic 
shuflle to begin. 

It had been trying; it was the kind of thing that anyone who 
wanted to work had a right, perhaps even a duty, to complain 
about, and Eustace, who had a strong sense of what other people 
would think tiresome, and was more influenced by that than by 
his own grievances, did complain, to outsiders, if he thought he 
could make his sufferings sound ftinny . But he had been obscurely 
aware that all these manifestations of unreason had a purpose and 
were a prelude to something. They were the noises of the 
orchestra tuning up, getting itself ready to play its piece. 

The wedding was the first chord: in it the meaning of these 
seemingly aimless dissonances suddenly appeared. But the piece 
was being played elsewhere, at Barbara’s little house in Hitchin, 
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and the sounds that reached Willcsden were only echoes from a 
distant concert room. 

He ought to have been relieved, but he was not, for ^vith tlic 
confusion a kind of virtue had gone out of the place. Silence 
reigned and Eustace had become aware of his o^^n footsteps and 
the ticking of the clock. The routine which Barbara had so often 
interrupted became a kind of tyrant demanding excesses of 
regularity. 

Long ago Aunt Sarah had canalised her life; it never over- 
flowed or enriched the land round it with the untidy detritus of 
living. Eustace felt that he was to blame; he had grown up too 
much in awe of her to try to get into touch with her. He had too 
easily taken it for granted that she disapproved of him. Hilda and 
Barbara had grown up under the same shadow, but they hadn’t 
been chilled by it. They were at their ease with Aunt Sarah — 
why wasn’t he? Of course Hilda, though so different, and 
planned on a so much larger scale, had been Aunt Saiah’s 
spiritual child: they took the same things seriously. Barbara was 
irrepressible — a hundred Aunt Sarahs could not have daunted 
her; she wanted life, not an attitude to life, and Miss Cherrington 
seemed able to understand this, better in a way than he did, and 
not to resent it. 

Eustace looked back and could see in his past life few signs of 
the adolescent fevers and eruptions, the sudden heats and flushes, 
the xmgainliness, the awkwardness, the untidiness, the undis- 
criminating enthusiasms, the instinct to snatch and spoil and 
waste, to discover fresh personalities, to experiment with friends, 
and clothes, and catchwords, to quarrel and make it up, to follow 
the fashion, to be silly and frivolous and imashamedly selfish — 
which were the signs of Barbara’s spring-time. 

For him those days had been swallowed up by the war — the 
war that had added four years to his life, but given nothing to its 
content, which had put ton back with men, except for Stephen, 
much younger than himself, whose point of development, suitable 
to them but not perhaps to him, he had adopted. His emotional 
life was not stationary, it was actually retrogressive. How much 
farther back shall I go? he wondered. For the slowing-up process 
had not begun with the war. 

True, Army life, and the routine of a Government Department 
had gone against his nature, they gave him nottoig to reach out 



Eustace and Hilda 


306 

to, and it was then that he first consciously cultivated the stoicism 
of outlook, the mental habit of enduring rather than experienc- 
ing, of standing outside what was happening, which had seemed 
at the time not only helpful but noble. But he could find traces 
of it, unconsciously practised, long before that: even at school, 
where he had been a personage and appreciated and lived in the 
heart of things. His memory sped back to the sands of Anchor- 
stone, to the period of Hilda’s supreme domination, to Miss 
Fothergill’s drawing-room where he had temporarily exchanged 
that domination for another less obvious but more intimate, more 
— ^more weakening. What had taken him to Laburnum Lodge? 
On flew his thoughts. Why, the backwash of the paper-chase — 
the paper-chase, his one gesture of rebellion and defiance, his one 
great bid for freedom. 

If only that gesture had succeeded! But everything had con- 
spired to make it a fiasco : the fainting in the woods, the torturing 
anxiety of everyone who loved him, the long, expensive illness 
fi:om which his health, he fancied, had never fully recovered — all 
brought on by self-will, by disobedience, by not doing what he 
was told, by thinking he knew better. It was then that he had 
subconsciously decided that what he wzinted was automatically 
wrong, and that to strike out for himself was to infringe the Moral 
Law. If I’d had more vitality, thought Eustace, perhaps I 
shouldn’t have been so logical. And I might have been more 
enterprising if I’d been kicked out into the world, to sink or swim. 
But Miss Fothergill’s legacy took away the risk of that. I had her 
eighteen thousand poimds to fall back on. For a moment he tried 
to wish he hadn’t had it; but as the mental effort failed, and reality 
asserted itself, he felt a warm rush of relief. He could see her hand 
in its black mitten, the hand like the hand of a lion which he had 
once dreaded so much, stretched out under its loose lace sleeve 
to give him the shilling he had won from her at piquet. The hand, 
the mortmain, was still extended, still doling out shillings. 

She had not wanted him to lose his initiative: she had said so 
the last time they were together; she had fought with her ap- 
proaching death, perhaps hastened it, in order to tell him. She 
was a wise as well as a kind woman; and if only he could have 
profited by her coimsel as he had by her money! 

Had it been for Hilda’s good that he had always (except in the 
disastrous matter of the paper-chase) given way to her? In his 
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mood of melancholy and self-reproach, Eustace didn’t think it 
had. Centred in him, she had neglected other human beings. 
She had exercised her will, she had over-exercised it, and in doing 
so had impoverished herself. She had renounced, almost without 
knowing she had renounced them, all the prerogatives, the mas- 
ter-keys to the treasuries of life, which her beauty had put into her 
hand. Her beauty bloomed, not like a flower on a dunghill, but 
more sadly, it seemed to Eustace, like a tulip in a hospital ward, 
seen only by the tired indifferent eyes of the sick and the dying, 
which the night-nurse takes out in the evening, and which, after 
a little service, the day-nurse throws on the ashpan. 

Still, she had found compensation in the clinic; she had made 
a place and a name for herself in the world. Her energies were 
unbounded, she could not slake them merely by acting as Eus- 
tace’s director, she had to go farther afidd. The clinic was an 
extension of Eustace. Owing to his long absences from home she 
had perforce relaxed her hold on hhn; she had not lost it, or he 
would not still be enjoying the income from his scholarship. His 
improved position with the College authorities, his new-found 
interest in his work, the prospect he was said to enjoy of doing 
well in schools — ^he owed them all to her. How potent she was, 
both m the practical and the moral sphere. But to Eustace in his 
present mood these signs of progress were like advances in scien- 
tific inventions : they only affected the machinery of life, they did 
not go to the heart of the matter. They ministered to the emo- 
tions of pride and self-esteem and self-respect. They won the 
approval of conscience, which was so liable to be pleased if one 
achieved something, and not always particular what it was. Self- 
satisfaction kept one going, and could keep one going even when 
the springs of life were drying up. How cocky most men were 
after they had mended a motor car. But it was, thought Eustace, 
a sterile, self-regarding happiness, demanding admiration, in- 
capable of being shared. Whereas in Barbara’s noisy frolicsome 
approach to the married state were discernible, not perhaps in 
their most elegant form, some of the impxdses, transcending self, 
and uncontaminated by the conscious will, which together 
moved the earth and the other stars. 

At her wedding how the dusty human scene had freshened up 
and blossomed, like a suburban garden after rain! Even Hilda 
had felt the genial excitement; perhaps she had felt it more than 
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anyone. When she was bombarding the happy pair with confetti, 
did she remember the clinic and its cares? Did she even remem- 
ber Eustace and his career? 

With his hand on the dining-room door, he paused to compose 
his features for the rebuke, explicit or implied, with which Aunt 
Sarah would receive his unpunctuality at the breakfast-table. 

It was after nine, and breakfast was supposed to be at half-past 
eight. Resolutely smiling, he entered, but there was no one there; 
a few crumbs testified to the fact that Aunt Sarah had come and 
gone. The rebuke was postponed. How absurd that he should 
mind it just as if he were a little boy! He must adopt a more adult 
attitude towards Aunt Sarah; it wasn*t really fair to her that he 
should continue to be frightened of her. He must be more forth- 
coming, take her into his confidence, draw her out. He had got 
it into his head that she was not really interested in his doings, and 
for that reason he seldom spoke of them; but how could she be, if 
he always kept them to himself? 

Meanwhile there were two letters by his plate, one from 
Stephen, one in a handwriting he did not know. He scrutinised 
them. Of late, with time hanging heavy on his hands, he had 
resorted to various devices to make the day pass more quickly. 
One was to put off reading his letters as long as he could. Dangled 
carrot-wise before him they filled the future with promise. Every 
hour that passed with them unread gave him a sense of virtue and 
increasing will-power. Sometimes he managed to go through the 
morning without indulging his curiosity. Usually he kept till last 
the letters he most looked forward to ; bills he opened at once. 

This other letter was not a biQ, though the envelope was 
addressed in a handwriting so lacking in reserve or affectations of 
prettiness that it might almost be called commercial. Hilda^s 
handwriting was a little like that, straightforward and unself- 
comcious, but this letter was certainly not from her. He slipped 
it into his pocket, and after a momentary struggle with his 
daemon, opened Stephen’s. 

My dear Eustace, (he read) 

I tried to get in touch with you before you went down, but 
failed, so abrupt, so almost incontinent, was your departure. 

I wanted to see you for many reasons. You have been in 
hiding this term. I suppose I could have got news of you by 
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applying to Lakelike or His Royal Highness, but pride would 
have forbidden such a course, even if I knew them, which 
(owing to my restricted social orbit) I do not. 

I should like to think of you living in solitary confinement, 
preparing for the ordeals before us, though how much nearer 
mine is than yours; but I happen to know that that was far 
from being the case, and that you were closely involved in the 
latest outbreak of hooliganism at St. Joseph’s (the Lauderdale 
Larks, I think they were called). I forbear to ask if that was 
why you went down so suddenly . . . 

Eustace smiled. The outbreak had really been a very small one. 
Nothing in the J.G.R. — ^time-honoured victim of the Lauderdale’s 
after-dinner frenzy— had been seriously damaged: even the um- 
brella-stand, against which their rage was traditionally severe, 
suffered no worse affront than that of being carried into the lava- 
tory. Eustace had acquired merit, as well as demonstrated his 
sobriety, by helping the Junior Dean to put it back in its proper 
place. 

He read on: 

... or if your conscience approved of smashing crockery, 
breaking windows, nailing the Bursar into his room, and tarring 
and feathering several of the harder-working undergraduates. 

I think you must have come to terms with your conscience, at 
any rate you have kept its problems hidden from me. How 
many of your visits, I begin to ask myself, do I owe to the 
activity of your guilt-complex? I feel like St. George, who was 
always cold-shouldered when there was no dragon about. But 
what would Miss Hilda say? Have you confess^ to her? 

Apropos, perhaps she has told you that she has appointed me, 
or rather my father’s firm, solicitors to the clinic. I had a type- 
written letter, but signed with her own hand, asking whether 
we would act for her in the purchase of a small plot of land that, 
like King David, she coveted for her vineyard. The Naboths 
were unwilling to sell because they need it for a chicken-run, 
but I am glad to report that we are breaking down their 
resistance. Also, Miss Hilda has entrust^ her investments to 
our supervision, and I think we shall dispose of her shares in 
the Chimborazo Development Trust, which does not (to our 
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attentive ears) have the ring of a gilt edged-security. (Guilt- 
edged, it would be, in your case.) 

You can imagine the commendation I have earned from 
Efilliard, Lampeter and Hilliard, for making this important 
capture. I shall expect to be created a partner at once. 

There is no need for me to paint a rosy picture of the High- 
cross Hill Clinic — ^for the Press has already done so — or the 
unending possibilities of litigation it presents. Of course we 
never canvass for clients, but I feel that your financial affairs 
should not be kept separate from Miss Hilda’s and that where 
your heart is, there should your share certificates be also. 

Yours ever, 

Stephen. 

P.S. — Miss Hilda has suggested that I might perhaps like to 
see the chicken-run for myself, which I shall be honoured to do. 
Of course, I shall have to warn her, as I warn you, against 
ill-considered outlays. 

Eustace let his tea grow cold while he pondered over this letter. 
Hilda’s overture to Stephen was news to him. That she had not 
told him of it was nothing to wonder at. Hilda rarely wrote letters, 
she was too busy. But the fact of her having removed her business 
affairs from the nerveless hands of Ruston and Liebig, their joint 
solicitors, was rather curious. Now he would have to follow suit 
and it would involve some unpleasantness. Miss Cherrington’s 
entrance cut short his meditation. 

“Good morning, Aunt Sarah,” he said brightly. 

A very slight modification in Miss Cherrington’s expression 
acknowledged his greeting. 

“Oh, you are here,” she said. “It was a better morning an 
hour ago.” She went over the table to pick up the plate on which 
Eustace had had his eggs and bacon, and looked round for some- 
thing else to clear away. Flustered by her waiting eye, Eustace 
began to bolt his toast atnd marmalade. 

“Fve just had a letter from Stephen,” he aimounced, as chattily 
as hurried mastication would allow. 

“I don’t think I quite remember who Stephen is,” said Miss 
Cherrington, pouncing on the toast-rack. “Ought I to know?” 

“Stephen Hilliard, I mean. He lunched with us the day Hilda 
came up to Oxford.” 
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“I can*t keep pace with all the meals you have, >ou seem to 
have so many,” said Miss Cherrington, She opened a drawer in 
the sideboard and took out a crumb-brush and a tray. ‘‘And you 
have a good many friends too. But I think I do remember his 
name. Didn’t Hilda say he was well dressed and a little affected?” 

Eustace could not hdp flinching at this unflattering description 
of his friend, but he kept to his resolution to be more communica- 
tive with his aunt. 

“Well, you could describe him like that. But there’s more in 
him really. He’s — ^he’s going to be a solictor quite soon.” Hoping 
Miss Gherrington would be impressed, he paused. 

“Doesn’t that take rather a long time?” asked Miss Gherring- 
ton, her eye wandering from the clock to the calendar. 

“Oh, not in his case,” said Eustace eagerly. “You see, special 
arrangements are being made for ex-servicemen, and men with 
university degrees. Besides,” Eustace added vaguely, “he’s going 
into his father’s firm.” 

“He’s very fortunate, then,” said Miss Gherrington, “in having 
a position ready for him. Have you finished with your teaspoon, 
Eustace?” 

Eustace gave his cup a hasty stir and handed the teaspoon to 
her. “Here it is, Aunt Sarah,” he said, trying to sound as though 
he was giving her a present. “Yes, he is lucky. But what I was 
going to tell you was, Hilda has t^en her business affairs away 
from Ruston and Liebig, and given them to Stephen — or rather 
to his firm.” 

“Really,” said Miss Gherrington. “Thank you, Eustace, I’ll 
take the tea-cosy. T^at is very imexpected. I wonder if it’s 
wise?” 

“Oh, I think it must be,” cried Eustace enthusiastically. “Rus- 
ton and Liebig are such stick-in-the-muds. I’m not sure if they 
even exist. Besides, he’s a German.” 

“They must exist, Eustace,” said Miss Gherrington, reasonably. 
“What makes you think they don’t? Your father alw^ays found 
them quite satisfactory.” She coloured slightly a,nd broke off. 
“EHlda must have great confidence in this Mr. Hilliard. She is 
rather impulsive sometimes — I wonder how much she knows 
about him?” 

“Only what I’ve told her, I suppose,” said Eustace, and what 
she gathered from meeting him at lunch.” 
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**I suppose so,” said Miss Cherrington, her tone somehow 
implying that any information Eustace might give would not 
weiglx much with her. “Quite sure you don’t want any more tea, 
Eustace?” 

“Quite sure, Aunt Sarah,” said Eustace virtuously. 

“I think I’ll just wash these things up myself. Annie will be 
doing your bedroom now. I want to save her all I can. She isn’t 
very strong. If you could just open the door for me, Eustace.” 

Eustace sprang to his feet and knocked over his chair in doing 
so. One of the slender ribs in its false Chippendale back was seen 
to be fractured by the fall. 

“Oh, dear,” cried Eustace. “I am sorry,” 

Miss Cherrington paused, tray in hand, and looked over the 
edge of it. 

“Never mind,” she said. “It might easily have been worse. 
When I go out I’ll get some Seccotine. I think our tube is nearly 
finished. With a little scheming I shall find time to mend the 
break. We’ll let the chair rest for a day or two, and you must be 
careful how you lean back in it.” 

Shutting the door after her, Eustace sighed. He raised the 
fallen chair and sat down gingerly on another, conscientiously 
rcfiraining from leaning back. Then, annoyed with himself for 
this illogical and poor-spirited behaviour, he suddenly threw all 
his weight against the chair back. It creaked wamingly, and he 
started and sat bolt upright. Nothing seemed safe. He sighed 
again. What uphill work it was. He looked round the room to 
see if any of hfe cherished knick-knacks would launch a ray of 
sympathy. The bronze Kelim dog on the cjumney-piece gnashed 
its teeth at him. In certain lights it seemed to be laughing but not 
in this one. ‘Why docs it always look as if it wanted dusting?’ he 
thought irritably and stroked it with his finger, but there was no 
dust, only that sullen, lustreless surface, deliberately tarnished, it 
seemed, as though to testify to the Chinese hatred of the shiny. 
He sat down again and wondered whether he should do his work 
here, where Annie would presently want to lay the table, or in the 
drawing-room which would take some time to warm up, and 
anyhow, Aunt Sarah, studying economy, did not like the gas-fire 
lit until teatime. He was trying to decide whether interruption 
was preferable to cold, when Miss Cherrington reappeared. She 
opened and shut one or two drawers, and then said : 
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“How old did you tell me this Mr. Hilliard was?’* 

Eustace was surprised. He couldn’t remember having told his 
aunt how old Stephen was, but he welcomed her interest in the 
subject. 

“Nearly a year older than I am.** 

The answer did not seem to please Aunt Sarah. 

“I had somehow imagined him older than that,” she said. 
“Perhaps it was because you told me he would soon be beginning 
his career.” 

“Twenty-five isn’t really young,” said Eustace. 

“Only relatively, of course. Youth ends with the acceptance of 
responsibility. For some this happens early, too early. They miss 
their youth, which is a pity. Barbara might well have waited a 
litde, I think. But there comes a time after which it is unsuitable 
to cling to youth.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace imeasily. He could see that from his aunt’s 
point of view he was at once too young and too old, too young for 
his opinions to carry weight, too old to be at Oxford. Perhaps he 
would never be the right age. Against her standard of suitability 
— ^which was moral in origin, but with more than a dash of worldli- 
ness in it — ^he seemed to have no appeal. There was much to be 
said for suitability: it was the essence of good taste. His knick- 
knacks did not look right in this room because they were unsuit- 
able; and perhaps that was why he did not feel right in it either. 
They were undeniably beautiful, he felt sure, in spite of his 
momentary exasperation with the Kelhn dog, and might have 
retorted that the room was unsuitable to them. But Eustace did 
not feel he could adopt their argument. It would be safer to bring 
the conversation back to Stephen. 

“Stephen would soon catch up,” he said. “He’s a very able 
man.” He felt that Miss Cherrington would have to respect this 
definition. “I expect Hilda realised that, even at a single meet- 
ing.” 

“It’s possible she has seen him more than once,” said Miss 
Cherrington. 

Eustace was startled. “Oh no, I don’t think so,” he said. 
“They’re both too busy; besides, I should have heard,” ^ 

Aunt Sarah looked as if he might not be as omniscient as he 
thought, and a doubt wriggled into Eustace’s mind. 

“Well,” she said, rising- “I only hope this new arrangement 
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about the solicitor will turn out satisfactorily. Hilda does not 
often make a mistake. Thank you for telling me, Eustace. I must 
get ready to go out now.’’ 

Aunt Sarah often thanked Eustace as it were for nothing, but 
this time there was real gratitude in her voice, and he was 
reminded of his resolution to try to meet her on a more human 
plane. 

‘'Oh, where are you going?” he asked, with every appearance 
of interest. 

Miss Cherrington turned round, surprised. 

“To do a little shopping, and then to the Bank. It closes early 
on Thursdays.” 

“Oh, does it? How tiresome for you.” 

“Bank clerks must have their holidays as well as other people,” 
said Aunt Sarah. “Only this morning it does happen to be a litde 
inconvenient.” 

“I should think so,” cried Eustace, with what he knew to be 
an unsuitable display of sympathy. “I can lend you some money 
if you like.” 

“Thank you, Eustace, but I don’t like borrowing, and I shall 
have to go some time.” She turned away. 

“Tell me,” implored Eustace, throwing into his voice all 
the interest he could muster, “what other errands have you? 
Anything really exciting?” He felt the inquiry to be a little 
fatuous. 

Miss Cherrington retreated a pace from the door. 

“I’m going to the butcher’s for one thing,” she said. “I don’t 
know if you would call that exciting.” 

“Oh, do bring back some of those delicious sausages,” said 
Eustace. “I enjoyed them so on Saturday night.” 

“We have had better, but I’m glad you appreciated them,” 
Miss Cherrington said. 

“They were absolutely divine,” said Eustace. Noticing a 
shadow cross her face at his use of such an inappropriate epithet, 
Eustace added hastily, “Where else are you going?” 

“To the grocer’s, and then to the Hbrary, and then to the 
chemist’s, if I have time.” 

“Will you have time for a cup of coffee at the Tivoli?” 

“Thank you, I don’t want to spoil my lunch.” 

“I adore chemists’ shops,” persisted Eustace. “All those fas- 
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cinatmg new cures. They make one almost long to be ill, don't 
they?” 

‘They don’t have that efiect on me ” said Aunt Sarah. “But if 
you’re so interested in them, why don’t you come with me, Eus- 
tace? There are one or two small commissions I could give you, 
and we should be back all the sooner.” 

“Oh welly ^ said Eustace, dismayed at the turn the conversation 
had taken, “I don’t think I could — ^you see, I ought to stay in and 
do this work. I’m a little behind-hand already. I’m afraid.” 

He glanced guiltily at the clock. 

“I see,” said Miss Gherrington, and Eustace felt he deserved the 
grimness in her tone. “And what will you be doing this afternoon, 
may I ask?” 

“This afternoon?” said Eustace, as if that date, witli all its 
obligations of time properly spent, were a centun* distant— “this 
afternoon?” he repeated; “why, this afternoon I thought of going 
to see Hilda. I’ve hardly seen her since the wedding. As you 
reminded me, it’s Thursday, and Thursday h one of the days she 
sees people. I can telephone to her.” 

He seized the back of an undamaged chair, and from behind 
this bulwark gazed defiantly at Miss Gherrington. 

“What sudden decisions you make,” she said. “But I think this 
may be a sensible one. You will have business matters to discuss 
with her. Would you like me to go with you?” 

Eustace hesitated only a split second before saying “Oh, Aunt 
Sarahl” with a gush of delighted invitation in his voice, but he 
hesitated too long. Or perhaps Miss Gherrington had merely 
wanted to test a second time the genuineness of his interest in her 
day’s employments. At any rate she said, “Perhaps, after all, you 
had better go by yourself,” and left the room with a dignity and 
an absence of visible disappointment that made Eustace feci more 
than ever ashamed. 

It was not till Annie came in to lay the table that he remem- 
bered the letter in his pocket. He might safely open it now, for 
the thought of lunch provided all the artificial stimulus necessary 
to live through the hdf-hour before it arrived. 

The address, a London club, was scratched out, and by the side 
was written, Anchorstone Hall, Norfolk. The words gave him a 
curious thrill, and he put the letter down for a moment before 
reading it. 
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Dear Gherrington, 

I enjoyed my reunion with the Lauderdale so much that I 
feel I ought to give the Secretary official expression of my grati- 
tude. Not the least of the good things of the evening was the 
pleasure of meeting you again. You made a mistake, I think, 
to absent yourself from the ‘rag* — ^it was a really good show, 
quite in the old tradition — ^much better than my speech, I fear, 
but perhaps the one led to the other! 

The war’s over, but, as I said, we don’t want the pendulum 
to swing too far the other way. At least I don’t. 

Funny, I saw a picture of your sister in yesterday’s paper. I 
recognised her at once — she hasn’t changed much, but of 
course she’s more important-looking, and no wonder, having 
the charge of all those brats. I haven’t much time for cripples 
myself, but I admire anyone who has, and I shall see if some- 
thing can’t be done about giving ventures like hers Government 
support. 

You said you would like another look at the old house, so why 
not come down some time for a week-end? — ^and perhaps you 
could persuade your sister to come too, and give me the benefit 
of her views on Child Welfare! I’ll get my mother to write to 
her, if that seems more in order, and we might have my cousin 
Antony, since he’s a friend of yours, and my aunt, Nelly 
Staveley, who always enjoys meeting bright young men. Just 
a family party. I shall be touring round in May, so what about 
the first Sunday in June? Of course, if either of you can’t come, 
we’ll put it off, but I’m sure the College will excuse you, you 
must stand well with them after publicly disowning us bad boys 
the other evening! What fun it was, though. 

My respects to your sister, and good luck with the books. 

Yours, 

Dick Staveley. 

I called on Antony, at his suggestion, but need hardly say he 
was out. 

On a third reading the sting in the tail of the letter shed its 
venom and seemed quite playful. As a matter of fact, by no means 
all the members of the Lauderdale had taken part in the rag; 
Eustace was not alone in declining its excitements, and he had 
certainly shown no signs of open disapproval. It wasn’t only that 
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he didn’t enjoy smashing things up: he had his rather delicate 
position in the College to consider. He would explain that to 
Dick Staveley, who would of course understand. . . , The rest of 
the letter was friendly. 

How pleasant it would be to see Anchorstone Hall from 
inside. 

The house had been a lodestar of his childhood, though for 
some reason it had always touched a negative pole in Hilda. She 
had refused to go when they were jointly invited, and Dick had 
never seemed to want him without her. Nor did he now. 

But the Hilda of to-day, who had knocked about the world, 
would surely feel differently. She might perhaps find Dick in- 
teresting; he was obviously interested in her, and in what she was 
doing, 

Eustace abandoned himself to a day-dream. It passed through 
several stages, growing more ambitious with each. 

‘Tin just going to Anchorstone to spend a day or two with 
my sister, Hilda Staveley. Oh, didn’t you know? Yes, in July’ 
(Eustace’s imagination never allowed much time for things to 
happen) ‘at St. Margaret’s, Westminster. We couldn’t very well 
have the reception here, so Lady Nelly kindly lent us her house in 
Portman Square. But surely you knew, Stephen? We sent you 
an invitation. . . . The chicken-run? Oh, I expect she’s forgotten 
about that now— she’s given up the clinic — ^it was just a pastime 
really — she’s busy trying to make Anchorstone a little more habit- 
able — ^it’s so Victorian — you must come and take a look at the old 
house some time — ^I’U get EQlda to write to you, if that seems more 
in order.’ 

He did not tdl his aunt about the second letter, but when he 
started off for Highcross Hill, he made sure that it was in his 
pocket. 
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Lady Godiva of Higkeross Hill 


H IGHCROSS hill was the other side of London, in Surrey. 

To get there took nearly two hours and involved a great 
many changes, not only of tram and train, but of tense and mood. 
With the ring of a conductor’s bell-punch, the future hardened 
into the present; with the casual discard of a ticket, the present 
fluttered into the past. Drawing near to Hilda was a ritual. 
Eustace liked to approach his friends in this way; the successive 
stages were like purifications of his personality; other associations 
were dismissed, competing preoccupations were sloughed off, and 
he would bring to the encounter a naind like a clean slate, charged 
with expectancy — ^if a slate could be. The interest of seeing 
whether he was before or behind his schedule — ^for Eustace, like 
many unpunctual people, was exceedingly time-conscious — also 
helped, in its humble way, the process of perlustration. But to-day 
the process was not quite complete. His thoughts kept returning 
to the letter in his pocket. More than once he took it out and read 
it. When at last he arrived at Lowcross Station, it was still 
germinating in his mind, so that instead of waiting, as he usually 
did, to see the train dramatically disappear into the tunnel in the 
hill-side which almost overhung the platform, he brushed past the 
ticket collector and had to be recalled by one of those loud shouts, 
which always seem meant for someone else, to receive back the 
return half of his ticket. 

The exertion of climbing the hill, however, pushed the letter 
into a lower stratum of consciousness. Eustace had been told to 
take hills easily. Highcross Hill could not be taken easily, but he 
had established certain rest stations at which he called, somewhat 
in the spirit of a railway train. 

The fascination of this pretence had remained with him since 
childhood. He could be a fast or a stopping train, according to 
how fit he felt. To-day he was in good form. No signal-slack at 
the chestnut tree; no slowing down by the churchyard wall for 
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repairs to the permanent way. He had reached the inn— 
appropriately called The Half-Way House— without a stop. 
The Half-Way House was a kind of Glapham Junction, 2uid 
to wait there was compulsory. Alas! it was always shut at this 
hour; no chance of rrfuelling: the prosperous, brick-red face 
— ^heavily made up, Eustace felt, like a imddle-aged bar- 
maid’s— was impassive over its legends of Saloon Bar, Private 
Bar, Jug and Bottle: a cynic openly exhibiting her broken 
promises. 

Eustace spent two minutes’ silence leaning against the square 
mast pole that supported the heavily flapping sign, and then, 
Excelsior! *Try not the pass, the old man said’; but the youth 
paid no heed, because he had Hilda waiting for him at the sum- 
mit. ‘Dark lowers the tempest overhead.’ Eustace glanced up; 
it had been raining, as befitted an April day, but the sky was now 
quite clear. ‘The roaring torrent is deep and wide,’ the discourag- 
ing voice persisted. There was no torrent: Eustace pressed on 
through the now semi-Alpine scenery. ‘Beware the pine-tree’s 
withered branch,’ couns^ed the voice — ^the peasant’s voice, 
speaking in English, for the Swiss were a cultivated nation. Sure 
enough, overhead there was a pine tree, and it had a withered 
branch. Exactly why the branch was dangerous Eustace had 
never understood. That it would fall off just as he was going 
under it was a supposition too unlikely to affright even the most 
timid. Longfellow’s stalwart traveller would scout such a risk; 
and to climb the tree and sit on the branch would be meeting 
trouble more than half-way. 

Unexpectedly, for he had been doing so well, Eustace felt a little 
out of breath, but to stop now would be against the rules. The 
next station, the Gothic lodge of Highcross Place, was round the 
bend, out of sight. He was undoubtedly panting: supposing he 
just stopped for once, here, where he was, without paying any 
attention to his self-imposed traffic signals? It was no disgrace for 
a train to stop between stations. He stopped, but his heart went 
on thumping. ‘What shall I do?’ he wondered, panic rising in 
him. Seeing the pine tree’s withered branch, the youth decided to 
retrace his steps. There was no point in going on to die on a 
TYim m tflin top : nobody would be the better for it. As he descended 
the mountain the peasant and the maiden and one or two more 
came out from behind some rocks and said, *Bravo, Eustace, 
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you’ve done the right thing after all. None of us wanted you to 
go on. It would have been certain destruction.’ 

Eustace stood in thought, then began to go slowly down the hill. 
At once he felt better. But what shall I say to Hilda and Aunt 
Sarah? he thought. How shall I explain it? I shall have to say I 
had a heart attack; then they’ll send me to a doctor and he’ll 
order me to rest for six months. I shall miss Oxford, and I shan’t 
be able to go to Anchorstonc Hall on June the 3rd, and I shall 
never start to earn my living. He stopped again, and at once his 
breathing became more difficult. Oh, come now, he thought, 
that can’t have done me any harm. And if I’m going to have a 
heart attack, I shall have it before I get home, anyway, so I might 
just as well have it here. He turned round. The maiden, the 
peasant and the two unidentified figures scrambled from behind 
the rock and besought him not to go on. ‘You will rue it if you 
do they wailed. But the youth was obdurate, and pointed rather 
self-consciously to his banner. 

Something seemed to be dragging at his feet; his heart swelled 
in his breast, and his steps came slower. Far below him he heard 
a cry: ‘Beware the awful avalanche!’ There was a roaring in his 
ears; the hill seemed to stretch up interminably into a great cone 
like the Matterhorn, and then without any warning but the roar, 
the cone seemed to slide from its place and topple down towards 
him. Trees, telegraph poles, houses, were tossed this way and 
that, springing, bouncing, ffisappearing; last of all came the 
clinic, riding on the crest of a huge hollow breaker of earth and 
rock. Now it was right over him; he could see the nurses leaning 
out of the windows, their staring eyes alight with doom. As he 
gazed the front door swung open, but not inwards, outwards, and 
with such force that it was dashed from its hinges, and in the 
opening stood Hilda, her hand on the shoulder of a crying child. 
She looked down and saw him and made a sign he could not 
interpret. 

It was all over in a moment. The roaring ceased, and Eustace 
was standing on the rather suburban Surrey hiUside, among 
comfortable-looking villas, and not far from the top. His heart 
was behaving more normally. It must be a trick of the nerves, he 
thought; I’ve had something like it before. 

The clinic crowned the hill. Through the gateway, with its 
red'-brick pillars capped by stone balls, the whole front elevation 
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of the building could be seen. The middle part was genuine 
Georgian, to which the former owners had built on a wing in the 
same style. Xow the directors of the clinic w'ere adding another, 
balancing it, to pro\*ide extra accommodation. The new part w as 
still deep in scaffolding, but it had made great strides since Eus- 
tace’s last visit. As he walked up the broad pathway, bordered on 
each side by a lawn, that led to the front door, he gazed with rapt 
curiosity at the rising annexe. The w'orkmen were moving slowly 
to and fro, like spiders in a web- How could he, the static, be 
coimected by such close ties with anything so progressive, so 
resurgent? Yet without him it wouldn’t have come into being. 
He was a distant link in the chain of causation, but an essential 
one. Hilda’s was the initiative behind the extension, but the 
money behind Hilda had been his. He put the thought away from 
him, disliking it, but a flush of proprietorship persisted, and he 
walked boldly across to the new wing and stood among the w’hite- 
washed barrels which held the scaffolding poles and all the 
intricate edifice of cross-bars and rigging. 

**Look out, Governor,” sadd a voice from above. “This pail of 
mortar’s none too steady.” 

The abashed governor withdrew to a safe distance. 

“Gan you tell us the time, mate?” asked a stout man in a 
smeared overall which had once been white. 

“Nearly half-past four,” replied Eustace in Oxford accents 
which, he feared, would militate against matehood in the ears of 
the workmen. 

“Another bloody half-hour,” said the man, but he spoke with 
resignation not with rancour, and the remark was curiously sooth- 
ing to Eustace’s still uneasy nerves. The sun came out and 
washed the faded red of the house with a pinkish glow. Down the 
flagged path a nurse was pushing an invalid carriage, in which 
Eustace could see, propped on a pillow, the motionless face of a 
child. The nurse was hurrying, and the starched linen of her cap 
streamed out behind her. 

The child turned its head and said something, and she leaned 
over it and said, “All right, you’ll get your tea in a minute.” 

“And so will some of us poor b-— — s,” observed one of the 
workmen in a loud aside, no doubt intended for the nurse’s cars. 
She looked up and away again, and the man grinned down at 
Eustace and winked. 

L 
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*‘Wish we were cripples, chum,” he said in a friendly tone. 
“They don*t half have a good time here. Nurses to dress ’em and 
bath ’em and kiss ’em good-night. And the boss is a real Lady 
Godiva.” 

The “boss” must mean Hilda. Feeling a litde guilty, Eustace 
smiled at the man as knowingly as he knew how to, and wished 
him good-day. Then he went to the front door. 

A maid with a hospital nurse’s indefinable touch of authority 
answered his ring. 

“Is Miss Cherrington in?” 

The maid’s demeanour suggested that if she was she might not 
necessarily want to see Eustace. 

“Have you an appointment?” 

“Yes.” 

“What name, please?” 

“Mr. Eustace Cherrington.” 

The maid pursed her lips and looked slighdy incredulous. 

Am I very shabby? thought Eustace. Was that why the work- 
man called me ‘mate’ and ‘chum’? It was not then the fashion 
at Oxford to take much trouble with one’s clothes. Perhaps the 
maid was merely thinking that Hilda must be a phoenix without 
kith and kin. But her manner relaxed somewhat as she said, 
“Come this way, please.” 

After he had sat for a moment in the litde white-panelled 
waiting-room another, rather older maid came in. She looked 
mysterious and important. 

“Were you waiting for Miss Cherrington?” she said. 

Eustace said he was. 

“I will see if Miss Cherrington b free,” said the maid, and went 
away sdll with her air of preoccupation. After a brief interval she 
reappeared, this time with an expression of amusement. 

“Miss Cherrington will be at liberty in a few minutes.” 

The amusement was for him, of course. Eustace felt smaller 
and smaller. How much more important than he was this in- 
stitution that he had helped to create! He was, and would always 
remain, the most private of private persons. No maidservant, 
certaixily no succession of maidservants, would scrutinise his 
visitors, or defend his precious leisure from the incursions of the 
outside world. He would never have the kind of position that 
overflows the bounds of its owner’s personality, and commands 
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respect and awe in those who have never met him. He wrmld 
never belong to the public, as Hilda had begun to do. 

Something stirred in him. Could it be jealousy ? He hoped not. 
He did not mind taking a back seat. He rather enjoyed playing 
second fiddle. For this trait his friends at Oxford, dabblers in the 
new psychology', had found a technical, and pejoi alive, name. 
Eustace, defending himself, argued that it was humility, one of 
the foremost Christian virtues; but might the real explanation be 
that in acknowledging himself a poor creature, he was forestalling 
the criticism, and disappointment, of those who expected, or said 
they expected, ‘great things’ from him? Anyhow, he thought, 
EGlda is my memorial; she is making her mark in the world, she 
is my justification; she, the Lady Godiva of Highcross Hill. A 
flush of pride in her brought back to his mind the letter in his 
pocket — the letter that might bring them together again, partners 
in the same field. 

The maid — the other maid this lime — ^was again standing be- 
fore him. She was struggling to keep a straight face, and Eustace 
felt irritated. What was there so laughable about him? Compos- 
ing her features to an impersonal expression, she said: “Miss 
Chenington will see you now.” 

He followed her across the white, light hall, up the broad, 
shallow staircase, to the door of Hilda’s room. From inside came 
the sound of voices. 

“Mr. Cherrington,” said the maid. 

Hilda was standing in the middle of the room, her face con- 
vulsed with laughter, and in a chair opposite sat Stephen, who 
didn’t seem to know at all how to behave in the presence of this 
paroxysm. 

“Oh, Eustace, it was so funny,” Hilda burst out without pre- 
amble. “Mr, Hilliard had very kindly come down to see me on 
business — a bit of land at the back that we’ve been trying to buy 
for the clinic, I can’t think why he came — ^it’s such a small matter 
— ^but he did. So when I’d shown him round the clinic, as I show 
everybody, he went out to look at the new property, as he likes 
to it. It’s a chicken-run really, the man keeps about thirty 
fowls there. Well, when he had assured himself that there were 
no Ancient Lights or other snags — of course I could have done 
that quite well myself— he said how interesting it would be to look 
inside one of the chicken-houses, and know what it felt like to be a 
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hen. You did^ Mr. Hilliard,” she added, for seeing the incredu- 
loiis, indeed shocked expression on Eustace’s face, Stephen had 
opened his mouth as though to protest. “So he crept inside, and 
out of curiosity I followed — ^it was a squeeze, I can tell you. Then 
suddenly the thing tilted up — ^from our weight, I suppose — and 
for a moment we couldn’t get out. It was just then that Alice 
came to look for me. Of course she couldn’t see us, but she saw 
the chicken-house rocking up and down and heard us inside, and 
guessed what had happened. She’s a farm labourer’s daughter 
and knows about farmyard life, so she hung on to the end of the 
chicken-house, and brought it level, and we got out backwards, 
one after the other. I’ve never laughed so much.” 

Utterly irrepressible, Hilda’s laughter returned and shook her 
from head to foot. Still lovely in mirth, she turned to share it 
with Stephen; he tried to join in, but with only partial success, 
and his pale face went as red as a beetroot. 

“Well,” said Eustace. “You have surprised me.” 

“We surprised everyone, didn’t w^e, Mr, Hilliard?” said Hilda. 
“I believe the staff thought it just as fuimy as we did. How 
Matron will laugh when I tell her.” 

“I earnestly beg you not to,” said Stephen, whose blush, after 
disappearing a moment, had returned. “Unless she knows 
already, as I fear she may. The effect on discipline would be 
deplorable,” 

The laughter left Hilda’s face and her habitual sternness of 
regard returned, 

Eustace noticed it with regret “I don’t know,” he said; “dis- 
cipline requires tension, but you can’t keep tension up too long at 
a time or it will crack and bring about a revolution. Not that there 
would ever be a revolution here,” he added hastily. “But if the 
tension is relaxed, as I think it ought to be for the s^e of preserv- 
ing discipline, mightn’t it be better to relax completely, let go 
altcgether, throw dignity to the winds, and — and revd in the 
hen-house, rather than unbend just a little, now and then, which 
is bound to seem self-conscious and patronising, and means, also, 
than the tension is never really kept up? I know at school” — ^he 
turned to Stephen — whole holiday was far more liberating 
than a termful of half-holidays, and made one able to work better, 
too.” He finished in some confusion. 

“Bravo,” said Stephen. “I never heard Eustace make such a 



The Sixth Heaven 325 

long speech, did you, Miss Cherrington? Qiiitc an oration. Pei- 
haps there’s something in what he says. In that case, you ought 
to ask me down at least twice a year to do a comic turn for the 
good of discipline. Only of course >ou’d have to help me.” 

Eustace was pleased to see that Hilda’s good humour was 
restored. 

‘'I won’t forget,” she said. ^‘If the situation ever gets desperate, 
I’ll call you in.” 

”I might have to wait a long time,” said Stephen with a touch 
of wistfulness new to Eustace. “Ask me while it’s still imder 
control.” 

At this moment a maid brought in their tea. Eustace noted 
with satisfaction that her face showed the proper riaidit)'. 

“One lump or two, Mr. Hilliard?” 

“I sometimes ask for three.” 

“You shall have three.” 

“Hilda never allows me three,” said Eustace enviously. 

“Oh, you’re often here,” said Hilda. “This is Mr. Hilliard’s 
only visit. Besides, he has come to see me on business.” 

“And on pleasure, too,” said Stephen. “Does pleasure entitle 
me to another lump?” 

Hilda smiled briefly. 

“What report shall you take back to Messrs. Hilliard, Lampeter 
and Hilliard?” she asked. 

“My report, if it deserves the name, is quite unofficial,” 
Stephen said. “I’m not a member of the firm, in any sense, and 
shan’t begin to be till the end of June, when Schools are over. 
But I shall say I still think they are asking too much. You say the 
directors of ffie clinic are financially rather conservative. Miss 
Cherrington?” 

“It is like getting blood out of a stone,” said Hilda vehemently. 
“I’ve had to fight for every improvement. I told them, at the 
last meeting, that if they would give half for this piece of land, 
which would be most valuable to us, I would pay the other half. 
But they refused. I expect it will end in my paying it all myself.” 

Stephen’s face grew serious and he drew a longer breath. 

“You must forgive me, Mi^ Cherrington, but I don’t think 
that would be wise. I doubt if it’s even wise to offer to pay half. 
I know how much the clinic means to you, but it’s still only an 
experiment, though a remarkably successful one, and you have 
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your own position to consider. You mustn’t overspend yourself,” 

Hilda’s long fingers brushed her brow. 

“I hate counsels of prudence,” she said. *'If I had listened to 
them, this place would never have got on its feet. I don’t want to 
sound boastful, but everything that has been done here, every- 
thing, has been done by me.” 

As her eye swept round the room the walls seemed to crumble 
and reveal the whole extent of the clinic. 

‘‘The new wing would never have been begun if I hadn’t 
contributed to the cost. I loathe this cheese-paring policy. It 
never gets you anywhere. It hasn’t in the country at large, and 
it won’t here.” 

Eustace was deeply affected by the conviction in her voice. 

‘I’ll give her a cheque when I leave,’ he thought. He felt in his 
pocket, but there was no cheque-book, only Dick’s letter. 

Stephen, however, stood his groimd. 

“I didn’t mean to belittle your achievement, Miss Cherring- 
ton,” he said, his wonted urbanity, banished by the incident of 
the chicken-house, gradually returning to him. “Only, as your 
lawyer-to-be, or should I say, your would-be lawyer, I feel you 
should not put all your eggs in one basket. I mean, you shouldn’t 
identify your fortune with the fortunes of the clinic, however rosy 
they may appear. As I’ve had to tell Eustace more than once (he 
is very patient with me), money is not just an extension of one’s 
emotions: it has a reality of its own which one ought to respect. 
If you pour money into the clinic and anything goes wrong, 
where would you be?” 

At Stephen’s rhetorical question Eustace looked terrified, but 
Hilda’s unmoved countenance suggested she wouldn’t mind 
where she was. 

“And there’s another thing,” Stephen went on. “Tiresome as 
it is to wait, the natural pace at wMch things happen is the best 
pace. That way, there’s less risk of dislocation; easy does it, as 
they say. Besides, the slower an undertaking goes, the more 
people can contribute and fed their interests are involved* If 
now, for instance, you rush this business of the chicken-run 
through, ojHering to pay the whole or even half, the directors, 
Naboth, and several people we’ve never heard of, will all fed 
slightly put out — ^‘not constdted’ — you know how people hate that 
— and will withhold their blessing; and so, though no doubt the 
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thing will go through, it will leave a lot of animosities and sore 
places. Whereas if everyone takes a hand there’ll be far less fric- 
tion. Much better keep to what are called the usual channels, if 
you can.” 

How sensible, thought Eustace, completely won over by 
Stephen’s reasoning and glad now that he had not brought his 
cheque-book. And what a relief for Hilda to feel that she could 
sit back, and shelve responsibility, and 'watch things take their 
course. But to his dismay he saw from her stiffening face that 
Stephen’s arguments had not impressed her. 

“Mr. Hilliard, it’s all very well for you to talk,” she said, “but 
I know what happens when you leave things to other people. They 
simply get pigeon-holed. You wouldn’t believe the state the 
place was in when I came here. The Matron drank; the children 
got bed-sores, they were so neglected; and I found out that when 
they were restless and troublesome the nurses sometimes put them 
to sleep with a whiff of gas. The directors either didn’t know, or 
else they shut their eyes; they did nothing about it, and when I 
told them they pretended to be surprised. Unless I present them 
with an ultimatum about this piece of land — ^which means offer- 
ing to pay — they’ll argue about it till doomsday. Believe me, it’s 
fatal to trust to other people.” 

Hilda’s eyes were bright, and her breath came quickly; she 
made an impatient gesture as though knocking something away. 
Her beauty gained in power from the nervous excitement which 
animated it; Eustace was fascinated, and wished be had brought 
his cheque-book after all. But he could not gauge the effect of 
Hilda’s outburst on Stephen, whose narrowed eyes seemed to be 
making a synthesis between what she had said and factors in the 
situation which she had left out. 

“Is the clinic run as a charity?” he asked. 

“Not exactly,” said Hilda. “The patients pay according to a 
standard rate unless they are too poor to; then they pay what they 
can. A few we treat for nothing. Then there is the Subscription 
List to which you contributed so generously, Mr. Hilliard. We 
are trying to increase that, but the dinic will never be self-support- 
ing, The deficit, which is still pretty heavy, is met by the direc- 
tors 

“Who are well-to-do philanthropists, I suppose,” said Stephen. 
“Have you a contract with them, or any kind of agreement?” 
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Hilda smiled. “No, but they wouldn’t be such fools as to 
quarrel with me,” 

“But you say they don’t take much interest in the clinic?” said 
Stephen. 

Hilda frowned, and looked thoughtfully down at the hands 
now folded in her lap. 

“It wouldn’t be fair to say that. No, they do take an interest — 
especially, as you know, in the financial side. They are not rich 
men for nothing, of course. But they’re too cautious for my liking. 

I tell them so sometimes. I’m afraid. And they think it’s enough 
to pass a lot of resolutions. As if a place like this could be run by 
resolutions.” 

A gleam appeared in Hilda’s eye as she said this, but it faded, 
and for the first time since Eustace’s arrival she looked almost 
tranquil. 

“Well,” said Stephen, rising with his air of conscious elegance, 
“I’ve got to get back now. The family hearth-side calls me. But 
thank you for a delightful afternoon. Miss Cherrington. I shall 
always remember the hen-coop. I shall say to my grandchildren, 
‘Little dears, I spent several minutes in a hen-coop with the great 
Miss Cherrington.’” 

Hilda, who had also risen, coloured slightly. 

“You must come again,” she muttered. “One never knows 
when something may go wrong.” 

“Oh, I hope not, I hope not,” said Stephen. “I don’t want to 
be associated with a crisis — ^at least, not of that kind. I shall write 
to you, Miss Cherrington, and Messrs. Hilliard, Lampeter and 
Hilliard will also write. In due course, of coxirse. Will you be 
able to wait?” 

“I want to have this business of the chicken-run settled up,” 
said Hilda stubbornly. 

“Yes, naturally. Only don’t forget the trouble that Ahab — 
wasn’t it? — got into by being so — so impatient with Naboth. If 
only he had stuck to the usual chann^, instead of calling in 
Jezebel!” 

“I hold no brief for Jezebel,” retorted Hilda, “but I seem to 
remember that Ahab tried the usual channels first.” 

“You have the last word,” said Stephen gallantly. “I shall 
address myself to Eustace, who always listens to my advice. 
Good-bye, Eustace. Don’t go breaking up St. Joseph’s — ^you 
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didn’t know how destructive he could be, did you, Miss CJierring- 
ton? And don’t let me hear that you have assisted your sister to 
buy the vineyard over my head. He’s not to be trusted with 
money — ^he thinks it’s just a natural adjunct of bencvoience, 
whereas it’s really like the Peau de Chagrin, and dwindles with 
every wish. Good-bye, Miss Cherrington.” 

“He’s gone,” said Hilda as the door closed on Stephen. 

“Was he at all helpful?” asked Eustace cautiously. 

“Well, you heard. He thinks that by haggling and bargaining 
we might save a few pounds.” 

“In that case the directors would pay for the field ?” 

“They might,” said Hilda. “But when? I w’ant it now, for an 
orchard and kitchen garden. There’s hardly a fruit-tree on the 
place. They were all sold off when the estate was broken up.” 

“Gould you plant fruit-trees in April?” asked Eustace dubi- 
ously. 

“I’m sure you could. Why not? Oh,* dear, how I w^ish people 
would mind their own business. ^Vhat would Mr. Hilliard say if 
I went into his office and started telling him how to run it?” 

“He hasn’t got one yet,” said Eustace. “He won’t have, till 
July. But you asked him to come down, didn’t you?” 

“I said something quite vaguely, and the next thing I knew he 
was on the doorstep.” 

A tingle of pleasure ran through Eustace at this announcement. 
He looked anxiously at Hilda to see if she shared it, but her face, 
though less severe than usual, had none of the elation that used to 
light up Barbara’s in similar circuxnstances. 

“Stephen always seemed interested in the clinic,” he said, feel- 
ing his way. 

“Oh yes, and he asked quite a lot of intelligent questions, in 
that funny, precise voice of his. A good many silly ones too, of 
course, like how many days off the maids had, and what they 
wore when they went out.” 

“The two I saw were new to me,” observed Eustace. 

Hilda gave an impatient sigh. 

“Yes, I have to keep changing them. They don’t seem to get 
the spirit of the place, somehow. These workmen unsettle them, 
I believe. I often catch them gossiping together.” 

“Well, I suppose that’s only natural,” said Eustace. 
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“It*s not what they’re here for.” 

“No — ^what did Stephen say about the new part?” 

“He didn’t like my having helped to pay for it. That’s what 
I’m up against — oh, not in him especially, but in everyone. 
People are so cautious — one step at a time, don’t bite off a bigger 
bit than you can chew. They’ve no vision, they can’t take any- 
thing in Aeir stride.” 

“I suppose Stephen has to be legal-minded,” said Eustace, 
trying to turn the subject from the general to the particular. 

“Oh, I don’t mind it in him; but I should like to come across 
someone with more go for a change.” 

Eustace remembered the letter in his pocket. 

“Do you know who I saw the other day in Oxford?” he said. 
“Dick Staveley.” 

“Dick Staveley?” repeated Hilda. “Dick Staveley? Do you 
mean ?” She broke off. 

“Yes,” said Eustace. “The Dick Staveley we used to know at 
Anchorstone. The one who wanted you to go out riding with 
him, and you wouldn’t.” 

There was a slight pause, then Hilda said: 

“As a matter of fact, I do remember. I thought I’d forgotten. 
Well, did he still want me to go riding with him? — ^because I 
shan’t.” 

Eustace laughed. 

“No, he didn’t say anything about that. But he seemed to 
remember us quite well, and finding me in the wood, and seeing 
us playing on the beach together.” 

“I think we were quarrelling when he saw us on the beach,” 
said Hilda. 

“Oh no, we weren’t,” said Eustace. “No, no. I remember 
what it was. We weren’t quarrelling, no, no. But I forget what 
I was going to say. Oh yes, he had read about the cUnic and 
seemed most interested in it.” 

“All your friends seem to be interested in the clinic,” said 
Hilda, with what almost amounted to a sneer. 

Eustace was surprised at the change in her tone. She had been 
so sunny and serene. But, in spite of more than one experience to 
the contrary, he believed that with due care he could t^ his way 
safely through his sister’s moods, 

“He seemed interested in you, too,” he said- 
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“Oh, Eustace, how could he be after all these years?*’ said 
Hilda, with a flash of real irritability. “I should have thought 
Oxford would cure you of saying such silly things, but it doesn’t 
seem to.” 

If the subject had been any other, Eustace would have taken 
this snub as final. But he felt impelled to go on, the more $0 
because the businesslike-looking electric clock on Hilda’s marble 
chimney-piece showed him his time was short. 

As conversational approaches to Dick, both Hilda and the 
clinic had betrayed him; but the clinic was the safer, and he 
would try it again. 

“He’s a Member of Parliament now, that’s why he’s interested 
in the clinic,” he remarked elliptically. 

“I’m afraid I don’t quite follow,” said Hilda. 

She looked very forbidding as she sat there, leaning forward 
with her chin almost touching her knees, and her eyes staring 
stormily into the electric fire. 

“He said he thought the Government might take up the idea 
of the clinic,” said Eustace, nervous but determined, “and give it 
a grant or something, and perhaps encourage the starting of 
others on the same lines. He said he’d like to talk to you about 
it.” 

“Oh, did he?” said Hilda, She got up from the sofa and walked 
away from Eustace to a comer of the room where there was a big 
square table between two long windows. On it stood a typewriter 
awash with a foam of papers. It looked like a rock, or perhaps a 
small hungry animal, and the papers were its food. 

Still with her back to him, Hilda began to pick them up and 
sort them, putting them into two rectangular baskets which 
flanked the typewriter. 

“What a pig’s mess this room is in,” she said. “Why can’t Miss 
Pinfold keep it tidier? I shall have to speak to her.” 

The tidying of the table transformed the whole room, which 
suddenly became soign6 and elegant within its grey-green plaster 
walls, picked out with panels of white moulding, at once graceful 
and severe. 

“Why did Mr. Hilliard say you were destructive?” she said, 
returning to the sofa. “You couldn’t hurt a fly.” 

She did not make it sound like a compliment, and Eustace at 
once imagined the room buzzing and crawling with blue-bottles, 
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all needing to be swatted by his nerveless and ineffective hand. 
But to his relief not a fly was to be seen. 

*'Oh, that was just Stephen’s joke,” he said. ‘‘There was a little 
disturbance in the College — ^there often is, after a Lauderdale 
dinner. This time it was a bit more — ^well — ^pronounced, because, 
you see, Dick was there.” 

Directly the words were out of his mouth Eustace regretted 
them and awaited a broadside from Hilda; but to his surprise she 
only said: 

“What was he doing?” 

“Oh, well,” said Eustace, “he came down to address the 
Society, as an old member and a distinguished visitor. You don’t 
read the papers much, so you wouldn’t know about him. He did 
very well in the war, you know, and has won every kind of medal, 
including the Royal Humane Society’s, and after the war he took 
a hand in our settlement with the Arabs — ^very dangerous work.” 
Eustace dropped his voice in awe. “Well, his idea is that now the 
war’s over we arc likely to become too soft, and he feels he has a 
mission to toughen us up. I don’t really agree with all that.” 

“I don’t suppose you do,” said Hflda. “But has he any 
practical suggestions?” 

“I gather he thinks Parliament ought to talk less and do more, 
and would like the Executive to have a much freer hand. You 
know the system of checks and balances that Victorian publicists 
were so proud of— well, he’d like to see that done away. He would 
like to set up a number of Regional Commissioners, with plenary 
powers in their districts, who could just say, ‘I want a dozen clinics 
like Highcross Hill in my department’, and the work would begin 
at once, without any waiting about.” 

“I see,” said Hilda thoughtfully. 

“And this morning I had a letter from him to say, would we go 
down to Anchorstone Hall for a week-end.” 

“Would we go?” asked Hilda. 

“You and I.” 

Eustace expected Hilda to refuse at once, and the pause that 
followed had an unnatural, timeless quality. 

“You go by all means. You always like meeting strangers. I 
shan’t.” 

That was categorical enough, but Eustace, encouraged by the 
paus^ said, “Oh, do come, Hilda.” 
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“But why do you want me to go?” cried Hilda, “Wh> do you 
want me to do something I don*t want to do? I don’t meddle in 
yoxir life, do I?” she demanded. “Or if I do, it’s just for your — 

for your But the W’ord he was waiting for did not come, and 

Hilda went on after a moment “But what advantage should I 
get from going to Anchorstone?” 

“You could discuss the clinic with Dick,” suggested Eustace 
lamely. 

“The clinic, the clinic — ^it’s always the clinic!” cried Hilda, 
using the word to lash herself. “I don’t know why, but you try to 
get round me with the clinic. If Mr. Staveley wants to know 
about the clinic, he can write to me, or better still to my secrctarj% 
who will give him the illustrated brochure and all the details.” 

“But wouldn’t you like to get away from here for a bit?” said 
Eustace, trying another tack. 

“Perhaps I should, but not to go among a lot of smart people I 
don’t know from Adam and who would be bored to death with 
me. We shouldn’t have a thing in common, and I haven’t the 
clothes for that sort of visit.” 

“But you could get some,” said Etistace, surprised at his own 
persistence. “There’s plenty of time. Dick doesn’t want us until 
the first week-end in June.” 

“Oh, he’s named a day, has he?” 

“Well, he suggested that one. Would you like to see his letter? 
I brought it with me.” 

Eustace began to fed in his pocket. 

“No, thank you. Well, as you’ve got it out, perhaps I’d better 
see what he does say.” 

Eustace handed her the letter. Hilda was a quick reader. Her 
eyes flicked to and fro, the whites were very blue. After a moment 
she laid the letter down. 

“Why, have you read it already?” exclaimed Eustace. 

“Not quite. I suppose I’d better finish it,” and she took the 
letter up again. 

“Funny kind of ‘p’s’ he makes, doesn’t he?” 

“Oh, where? Show me,” cried Eustace. 

“Well, here, for instance.” Leaning towards Eustace, Hilda 
pointed to the passage with a long fore-finger reddened by work 
ajad cold winds. “‘Important-looking* — and here too, ‘Perhaps 
you could persuade*. ]^thcr childish, don’t you think?” 



Eustace and Hilda 


334 

“Perhaps they are,” said Eustace doubtfully. 

“I wonder why he thinks me ‘important-looking’?” Hilda 
remarked. 

“You mean, he might have said something else?” 

“Well, no; hut he must always be seeing important people.” 

“You do look important in photographs,” said Eustace. 

“Do I? Is that what the photographers mean when they say 
‘Not quite so stem’?” 

“He looks rather stern himself, so perhaps he likes people who 
do,” said Eustace. 

Hilda turned the letter over once or twice. 

“I couldn’t tell him much about Child Welfare,” she said. “I 
only know my own side of it. But I could put him on to people 
who do. He doesn’t seem to care for cripples. There I rather 
agree with him — ^what we want is to turn them out healthy citi- 
zens.” 

“You could discuss that with him.” For a moment, Eustace’s 
imagination toyed with a picture of Dick and Hilda, their heads 
together, poring over large-scale diagrams of children with spinal 
curvatures and tubercular hips. 

“Discuss, discuss,” muttered Hilda. She gave the letter another 
glance and then handed it back to Eustace. “Thanks for letting 
me see it,” she said. “But I don’t think I’ll go.” 

Eustace had expected this, but Hilda had shown signs of relent- 
ing, and the blow was all the harder when it fell. 

“Oh, Hilda,” he said, “it would have been such fim. We could 
have seen all the old places together, the rocks where we used to 
have our pond, and the lighthouse and the water-tower. They 
would all seem much smaller of course — ^not so — ^so important. I 
love to think of those days when we were always together. We 
hardly ever are now.” 

Eustace sighed. Losing the future, he would lose the past too. 

“They weren’t always such happy days for me,” said Hilda. 
“I’ve never felt so miserable in my life as I did the evening you 
ran away on the paper-chase. And then you were ill and they 
wouldn’t let me see you. And then for a year or more you were 
always at Miss Fothergill’s, and hardly had a word for us at home. 
And there was Nancy Steptoe, too, that silly, stuck-up little girl: 
you were always wanting to go about with her. And towards the 
end Father started drinl^g too much; of course, you didn’t know 
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about that, but I did. And then we went to school, and I was 
very lonely. You were so near to me at St. Ninian's but they 
hardly ever let us meet.” 

Hilda’s eyes smouldered at the recollection. “Poor Hilda!” 
Eustace murmured. 

“After that there was the war and more anxiety about you, 
Eustace; it wasn’t your fault, but I never had a peaceful moment 
while I thought you might be dragged off to the Front. You were 
always in my thoughts when those stupid V.A.D.’s used to talk 
about their boys and so on. They laughed at me for caring so 
much about you.” 

That Hilda could so pity herself made her the more pitiable to 
Eustace. He, he, had brought these woes upon her. 

“I don’t know why I tell you all this,” she went on, “but you 
do see, don’t you, that my real place is here at Highcross? This is 
where I’m happy and I never want to leave. I know that tire- 
some things keep happening, like this hitch about the field, and 
the servants giving trouble, and nasty, smelly little undercurrents 
that have to be nosed out and cleaned up. Human nature’s 
awful the moment it’s left to itself, it sinks into the lowest rut or 
drainpipe it can find. But that’s just what I’m here for, to find 
those things out and put them right. They don’t really discourage 
me, or spoil what I feel when I come in and sniff the beeswax, and 
hear the whole place busy round me, holding me up, just as 1 
hold it up. Come and look,” she went on, leading Eustace to the 
window opposite. “It may not seem much to you, but it’s my life 
to me.” 

They stood side by side looking out. In the square, walled 
enclosure the grass was very rough, Eustace noticed now, but it 
shone golden in the evening sim, and the place was full of 
spaciousness and peace. Down in the valley lights were coming 
out; on the road which wound upwards on the left, the lamps 
were already lit. He could sec them curving towards him. At 
one point a spur of the hill hid them; then, brighter and larger, 
they reappeared. 

The foreground fell away, only the distance was visible. The 
elm trees in the hedgerow that bounded the meadow beyond the 
garden wall might have stood on the edge of an abyss, so distinct 
were they, so shadowy and ill-defined their background. 

“You see why I’m so fond of it, don’t you?” said Hilda. 
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“I do,’* said Eustace. 

“And why I don’t want to go away even for a night?” 

“Ye — es. But you’d be coming back again.” 

“Are you still thinking about Anchorstone Hall?” 

“Well, if it didn’t do you any good to go, it couldn’t do you any 
harm.” 

Hilda turned away from the window. 

“I wonder why you’re so anxious for me to go?” she said 
sharply. “It can’t be simply because you know I don’t want to.” 

“I think you’d enjoy yourself once you got there,” said Eustace, 
half-hcarte^y using an old formula. 

“No, I should feel like a fish out of water among all those 
Society people. I shouldn’t do you any credit. Ishouldjustbea 
handicap to you and an embarrassment.” 

Eustace was touched by this rare mood of humility in Hilda. 

“You’ve read Dick’s letter. It’s you they want, not me.” 

“I’m not just being disobliging,” Hilda said. “I have an 
instinct against going. Are you thinking that if I didn’t they’d 
find some excuse for not asking you?” 

Eustace blushed. 

“Well, that’s what happened before, when we were at Anchor- 
stone.” 

“And you were disappointed?” 

“Yes, but not only on my account. I wanted to see you in that 
setting, with everyone saying how lovely you were, and opening 
the door for you, and picking things up for you, and asking if you 
wanted to do this or that — ^like a princess, you know.” 

Hilda said nothing. 

“I’m sure you wouldn’t feel shy or nervous. It would be dif- 
ferent if you’d oifiy been asked casually. But Dick made such a 
point of it, and he’s the only son, after all. You couldn’t fed you 
weren’t welcome.” 

“All right,” said Hilda. “Since you want me to go, I’ll go. 
But if it’s not a success, you’ll be to blame.” 

“I’ll take the lisk,” said Eustace gaily. 

Keen as a pang, bright as a sword, a shaft of joy transfixed him. 
Reason could not tdl him why, but his whole being was flooded 
with happiness, and he fdt as though nothing could ever go 
wrong again. Was it because almost for the fibrst time he had bent 
Hilda’s will to his? Such a victory would be cause for elation, but 
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not for this astonishing sense of well-being which went through 
him like wine, flooding the dry, dusty comers of his nature, 
blunting the thorns and prickles which pierced his consciousness 
the moment it heard the call to happiness. So strong was the 
pressure of the feeling, that he was unable to stand still, and began 
to walk up and down in front of the electric clock, muttering to 
himself. 

Hilda gave one of her laughs. 

‘‘I wish you could see yourself,’^ she said. “You look so funny.” 

Under the liberating effect of movement the tide of joy had 
equalised its flow and achieved a perfect balance of possession. 
There was now no part of him to which the life-giving ichor had 
been denied. 

“You have made me happy,” he said. “I never felt so happy 
before.” 

“That’s your destmetiveness coming out,” said Hilda. “You 
look forward to seeing me sacrificed on the social altar. When you 
were a little boy you used to play at being a tidal wave or an 
earthquake or the Angd of Death. You were always destroying 
things — ^in your imagination, of course.” 

Eustace could remember the access of power that glorified his 
being when he had overwhelmed Pompeii and Herculaneum. 
But surely that had nothing to do with this transforming sexu;e of 
lightness and release — ^as though he had been reborn, as though 
a wdight had dropped off him. What was the weight, and where 
had it gone? Why this sensation of relief as if all his life he had 
been suffocated? 

“I’m going to throw you out now,” Hilda was saying, “or you’ll 
be terribly late for Aunt Sarah.” 

For once Eustace was proof against the dread of a scolding* 
Unaware of motion, he floated downstairs. Half-way across the 
beeswaxed floor Hilda stooped and picked something up. It was 
a pigskin glove, hardly worn. 

“Why, that’s one of Mr. Hilliard’s. Now I shall have to post it 
to him . I wish people wouldn’t leave their things behind* I’d 
almost forgotten he was here, it seems so long ago.” 



Chapter VI 

The Stasel^s in Conclave 


T he Banqueting Hall at Anchorstone, and the kitchens lead- 
ing off it, were the oldest part of the house, all that was 
habitable of the building put up by Roger de Staveley at the end 
of the fifteenth century. The kitchens had rooms above that were 
still used by the servants, but the hall itself had none, and was 
much in its original state, except that in some places the indented 
battlements had been renewed. Built of red brick, with a low- 
pitched lead roof capped by two louvres, it looked smaller and less 
impressive outside than in. This was partly because the level of 
the courtyard had risen, docking the doorway of two feet of its 
former height. The family habitually used this entrance, in- 
convenient as it was in wet weather. The other way in, by the 
kitchen below or the minstrels’ gallery above, had the advantage of 
being imder cover, but it meant a long journey through passages 
and up and down stairs, whereas the courtyard door could be 
reached in a few strides from the door of the New Building. 

The New Building was L-shaped. Anchorstone Hall, as it now 
stood, would have been a hollow square but for the gap, half as 
long as one of the sides, between ^e Banqueting Hall and the 
New Building. A light railing, with a wrought-iron gate in it, 
stretched across the gap, fencing off the courtyard from the 
garden. 

The blue clock in the tower above the gateway showed two 
minutes to half-past one as Sir John Stavdey emerged from the 
Victorian doorway of the new wing and walked across the imeven 
smface of the courtyard to the Tudor doorway of the Banqueting 
HaU. 

His hair showed almost white under the dark-grey cap that he 
always wore to make the transit. His dothes were dark grey too, 
their cut was the cut of twenty years ago; the breeches, tight 
round the knee, looked in the diikance rather like Court breeches. 
The stockings that covered his thin, well-shaped legs had as little 
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pattern as was consonant with not being perfectly plain. They 
were the country clothes a clergyman might have worn, but there 
was nothing clerical in Sir John’s bearing. Although he walked 
with a slight stoop and seemed to feel the inequalities of the 
ground, his step was almost jaunty, and did not need the assistance 
of his stick. 

He went down the short jBight of steps into the Banqueting 
Hall, on to the dais, and straight into the glorious glow of the big 
window. At almost any time of day its greenish gold panes gave 
the light the tones of sunset. The other windows were set high in 
the wall, in Tudor fashion, and little but the sky could be seen 
from them; this one was the whole height of the wall and built 
out into a bay, so that it seemed to gather the garden into the 
room. On the dais was the dining-table, shrunk to its smallest 
size, hardly more than a square. Here they sat in summer, but in 
the winter it was too draughty, and they used the refectory table 
that ran dowm the body of the hall. 

Sir John laid his cap and stick on their accustomed chair and 
took out his watch. *‘Does her ladyship know it’s time for 
luncheon?” he said to the butler. 

The butler was used to this query, for it happened every other 
day. Not that Lady Staveley was unpunctual, but Sir John, 
though by no means a martinet, could not bear to wait a moment 
for his meals. go and see, Sir John,” he said. As he opened 

the door a youngish woman stepped through. 

^‘Good morning, Anne,” said Sir John, and kissed her. ”What 
have you been doing with yourself all this fine morning?” 

“I’ve been doing the flowers for one thing,” said Anne, “and 
then I walked down into the village and did a few things there.” 
Her face lit up as she was speaking and became almost animated; 
when she ceased the interest flickered out, and' was replaced by 
the look of a grey day, not sullen or lowering, but as though 
resigned to the unlikelihood of change. Her grey flannel suit 
fitted her beautifully, but like her expression it had the air of 
reducing all occasions to one. 

“I congratulate you on being so usefully employed,” said her 
father, “and on being so punctual, too.” He paused, as if search- 
ing for another subject for congratulation, and then said, “I think 
we had better begin. Your mother wouldn’t want us to wait. 
"What’s happened to Crosby?” 
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**I think you sent him away,** said Anne. 

"So I did, so I did. I*m always forgetting.** The door opened. 
"Ah, here*s her ladyship. Edie, we were just going to begin 
without you.** 

Plump and a little out of breath, Lady Stavdey sat down with 
her back to the window, and Crosby gently propelled her chair 
towards the table. Two footmen did the same service for Sir John 
and Anne. The diamond and the turquoise rings glinting on her 
short, chubby fingers, Lady Stavdey began to rearrange her 
spoons and forks: this was a rite, and no one spoke till it was 
finished. She looked a comfortable, motherly woman at first sight, 
but her face in repose had the coldness of authority and a touch 
of pride. 

"I*ve had a busy morning,** she said. "So many things to see 
to. Did you know the flower show was to be on the twenty-first?’* 

They both admitted ignorance. 

"Yes, and Bates is quite beside himself. He says we shall have 
nothing worth showing.** 

"He always says that,** said Anne. "He sent in some quite nice 
flowers this morning.*’ 

"Yes, and how beautifully you’ve arranged them,** said Lady 
Stavdey, looking at the six small silver vases filled with early 
sweet-peas, and done with such a careful eye to symmetry that 
you could not tdl one from another. 

"Oh, I don’t know!” Anne regarded her handiwork without 
enthusiasm. "They have difierent ways of doing flowers now, all 
in a heap with reds and pinks together, which dash to my eye. 
Fm afraid my ideas of floral decoration are rather old-fashioned.” 

"Wdl, we’re old-fashioned people,” said Lady Stavdey com- 
fortably, "and they suit us. Did you do the flowers for the bed- 
rooms as wdl?” 

"I did,” said Anne. "I tried to make them a little different — 
the men’s and the women’s, I mean — ^the men’s blue and plain 
and upstanding, the women’s pink and fussy and drooping, but it 
was too much for me, and in the end I made them all alike.” 

"No wonder,” said Sir John. "I never heard such a fanciful 
idea* And why do people want flowers in their bedrooms, any- 
way? I don’t suppose licy ever look at them. I won’t have ’em 
in mine — always knock ’em over. Of course, if you’re an 
invalid it’s anotlw matter. But they ain’t healthy: even in hos- 
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pitals they put them out at night — shows that they poison the 
air.” 

“Anchorstone isn’t a hospital now, thank goodness,” said Lady 
Staveley energetically. “Those da^’s are over. And I shouldn’t 
like any guest of mine to find a bedroom with no flowers in it. 
We’re not quite barbarians yet.” 

“All righ^ my dear,” said Sir John, who seemed content to 
relinquish his opposition rdle. “Have it your own way. I was 
only trying to lighten your burdens, or rather Anne’s. By the by, 
who is coming this afternoon?” 

Lady Staveley waved away a plate of ham which had appeared 
as a supplement to the meat course. 

“Well now,” she said, and wondered where she should begin. 
The names seemed to hang back, like guests unwilling to take 
precedence of each other in going through a door. She felt sur- 
prised at this, for she was not a woman subject to hesitations or 
second thoughts. 

“There’s Dick to start with,” she said. 

“Oh yes, he’s coming back from stumping the coimtry,” said 
Sir John. “He’ll be tired, I ej^ect.” 

“Dick’s never tired,” said his mother. 

“Political meetings are much harder work than bamboozling a 
lot of Arabs,” Sir John observed. “Who next?” 

.^ain Lady Staveley took a look into her mind and found the 
names reluctant to come forward. 

“Then there’s Nelly,” she smd. 

“Oh, Nelly, it’s a lor^ time since we’ve seen her. What’s she 
been up to, I wonder?” 

“She’s in London,” said Anne. “I spent two or three nights at 
Portman Square. She had a music^ party — some foreignezs 
playii^ in a quartet — and a lot of people came to it.” 

“Bohemians, mostly, I suppose?” said Sir John. “Don’t expect 
you knew any of ’em.” 

“I did know one or two,” said Axme, with a touch of spirit. 
“And there were some older friends of Aunt Nelly’s whom we all 
know.” 

“Watching the circus, I suppose?” said Sir John. 

“Well, they didn’t exactly mix, but I tiiink they quite enjoyed 
meeting the Uons.” 

“Like the Obzistians in the Coliseuno, I should fancy,” Sir John 



342 Eustace and Hilda 

said, “Nelly always did like that kind of thing. Still, there’s no 
accounting for tastes.” 

“It wasn’t quite my cup of tea,” adixiitted Anne, half wishing 
that it had been. 

“I should think not. Well, who’s to keep Nelly amused? She’ll 
be bored to tears with us.” 

“Oh, nonsense, John,” said Lady Staveley. “Of course she 
won’t. She’s lived half her life in the country, and she’s far more 
practical than you think. She used to take a great interest in local 
happenings at Whaplode in the old days; she was always getting 
up plays and entertainments for the village people and helping 
with charities. She was adored there.” 

“I know people say that,” said Sir John; “but I’ve heard a 
different story, that the villagers didn’t really relish her benevo- 
lent intentions and were terrified at being dressed up as Lady 
Macbeth and Julius Caesar and being made to dance round the 
Maypole, and drink lashings of hot soup, however ill they felt. 
Anyhow, she won’t have time to get up entertainments here; so 
what are we going to do for her?” 

“Well, we shall have Antony.” 

“Antony? Antony who?” 

“Helen’s Antony — ^Antony Lachish.” 

“Oh, he’s coming, is he? We honoured. I know that people 
do find him amusing, but personally I can never hear a word he 
says. And he’s so restless, always jumping about, and fading 
away, like a will-o’-the-wisp. And he looks so delicate — ^not that 
that’s anything against him, I dare say. When he was a child 
Helen let him go about too much with grown-up people and over- 
stimulated his brain. Such a pity. Anyhow, he never turns up; 
he’s chucked us twice at the last minute. What reason have you 
for thinking he’ll come?” 

“I had a telegram from him an hour ago,” said Lady Staveley, 
with a controlled air of triumph. “Here it is. ‘Arriving Anchor- 
stone six-twenty-eight. Love. Antony.’” 

“Pooh, love indeed,” said Sir John. “Love m a telegram. 
What are people coming to? I don’t suppose he loves us very 
much. Still, let’s hope he does turn up. He’ll take Nelly off our 
hands a bit. Who else is there?” 

Anxious to get the ordeal over, Lady Stavdey made another 
dive into the aquarium. The next fish seemed easily caught. 
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‘‘There^s Victor Trumpinorton.” 

“Good,” said Sir John shortly. “AIwa\ s «»Iad to see \1ctor."* 

Anne coloured slightly, but made no comment. 

“And then?” said Sir John. “Or is he the last''” 

“By no means,” said Lad> Stavele>, wishing that he were. She 
felt that perhaps the week-end bill of fare W’ould sound more 
palatable to her husband if it came from Anne, for he was seldom 
irritable with her. So she turned to her daughl-^r and said: 

“I’m getting muddled, .\nne. Who else is there?” 

Anne knew what her mother’s chief difficulty was, but declined 
to help her out. 

“Didn’t you say Monica was coming?” 

“Monica?” said Sir John, helping himself to a piece of cheese. 
“Why, she was here only the other day. I remember, because 
Dick should have turned up and he didn’t. Kept somewhere 
tub-thumping. I thought she seemed a bit disappointed, but it 
wasn’t our fault. Still, she’ll see him now, if that’s any consolation 
to her. She’s a nice girl, Monica, you know where you arc writh 
her. No frills, no nonsense, good with a horse — a nice outdoor 
girl. So that’s the party, is it? Let me give vou a glass of port, 
Edie. You’ll need it before Monday morning comes.” 

He pushed the decanter towards her. 

Lady Staveley exchanged glances with her daughter. It was no 
use putting off the evil moment. She remind^ herself, as so 
often before, that her husband’s bark was much worse than his 
bite. He was like a dog who made a great demonstration in front 
of the horses, but it was she who held the reins. Nevertheless, she 
broke an almost invariable rule and poured herself out a half a 
glass of port. 

“You must be patient,” she said. “That isn’t quite all.” 

“What?” said Sir John, pausing with his glass half-way to his 
lips. “Do you mean there’s someone else coxmng?” 

Anne bent her head over the coffee tray, which the footman 
was handing to her, and fixed her eyes on his large red hand, and 
said, with the idea of postponing any outburst till the servants had 
gone: 

“Shall I pour your coffee out for you, Papa?” 

“That’s very Had of you, my dear. Three spoonfuls of sugar 
and no milk.” 

She handed him the cup. “And now shall 1 light your cigar?” 
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‘That’s most obliging of you/* 

Over the match she watched the servant’s figure retreating 
down the hall. Only just in time; for Sir John, unmollified by his 
cigar, immediately returned to the attack. 

“Did you say there was someone else coming?” 

The short breathing space had given Lady Staveley time to 
rally her forces. 

“Yes,” she said, with a flourish of ironical defiance. “There’s 
Miss Hilda Cherrington and Mr. Eustace Cherrington.” 

It was out. 

“Who on earth are they?” 

“Miss Hilda Cherrington,” said Lady Staveley, speaking 
slowly and patiently and rather loudly as if she were addressing a 
foreigner or a refractory child — a bluflf that on such occasions she 
sometimes tried — “is the Secretary of the Clinic for Crippled 
Children on Efighcross Hill. That’s right, isn’t it, Anne?” 

Anne nodded. 

“Never heard of her,” said Sir John. 

“Perhaps not, because you don’t move in high medical circles. 
She’s doing an extremely fine work there.” 

“But what’s she doing here?” asked Sir John. 

Lady Staveley stirred her coffee. 

“It’s rather a long story, but I’ll make it as short as I can. Miss 
Cherrington and her brother lived in New Anchorstone when 
they were children, and he was the little boy who got lost in the 
park one wet day, with Nancy Steptoe, Major Steptoe’s daughter, 
and Dick happened to pass by and heard her calling for help and 
brought them in here. We gave them some dry clothes and a hot 
drink. The little boy had a heart attack or something, and was 
very ill afterwards. You probably don’t remember: it ail hap- 
pened years ago.” 

“I do begin to remember something,” said Sir John. “But you 
haven’t explained to me why, after we’ve managed to get on 
without each other all that time, you’ve suddenly invited them to 
spend Saturday to Monday with us.” 

Lady Staveley sighed. “You go on, Anne,” she said. “You 
know the next part of the story better than I do.” 

Anne disclaimed such knowledge. “All I remember is,” she 
said, “that Dick and I and Nancy and Gerald Steptoe were riding 
on the sands towards New Anchorstone, and Dick was grumbling 
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because there were no castles or rock gardens to trample < ^v hen 
suddenly we saw two children in the distance and he called f>ut. 
*Gome on, let’s ride over them!’ — know how he liked in give 
people a fright. When we got a bit nearer Xancy told us thcN were 
the Cherringtons, who were friends of hers, and we pulled up. 
They seemed to be having a quarrel. She w^as going for him with 
her spade, and he was looking at her helplessly, like a rabbit with 
a stoat.” 

‘T hope they w'on’t do that when thev're here,” said Sir 
John. 

‘*Dick said we must stop her killing him, and told Xancy in 
ride on and congratulate the boy on ha\dng been left some lutmey 
by old Miss Fothergill,” 

‘‘You remember her, John.^” said Lady Slavelcv. ‘‘An old 
lady, half paralysed, who lived with a companion.” 

‘'Of course I do. One of the pillars of the place. Great pity she 
died.” 

“She couldn’t live for ever, Papa. Well, they didn’t know about 
the legacy, and Dick asked me if we should tell them and I said 
yes. Then Dick introduced me to the sister ” 

“How did he come to know her?” demanded Sir John. 

“He had been to the Cherringtons’ house while the boy was ill 
to ask after him, and met her there. She didn’t say very much: 
she seemed shy and angry. I suppose it was because of the 
quarrel.” 

“Was she pretty?” asked Sir John. “Though I suppose you 
could hardly tell at that age.” 

“She was rather pretty,” said Anne. “I remember Dick said 
something about her coining over to see us, but she never came. 
That’s all I know. Mama will tell you the rest.” 

“I can only tell you what Dick told me,” said Lady Staveley. 
“The boy made good use of his money, and got a scholarship to 
Haughton and then another scholarsWp at St. Joseph’s 

“Did he, by Jove,” said Sir John. “He must have been what 
we called a ‘groize’.” 

“And when Dick went down the other day to address some 
society there, he found that this Mr. Cherrington was the secre- 
tary, and I suppose they talked about old times.” 

“I still don’t see where the sister comes in.” 

“Oh, that’s to do with politics. Dick wants to know about 
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Child Welfare, and so on, and as this seems to be Miss Cherring- 
ton’s subject he thought he would pick her brains.’’ 

**Gouldn’t he have done that in London?” said Sir John. 

"Well, you know how he loves showing people the house, and 
he wanted to see the boy, who’s thought to be promising, and is 
fond of old houses, so it seemed a good opportunity to ask them 
both. She seems quite a nice girl, judging by her letter.” 

"I expect she is,” Sir John said, absently. His indignation 
appeared to be cooling, now that he knew the worst. But it would 
be a pity to abandon the fire while the embers were still glowing. 
"What I want to know,” he demanded, "is, who arranged this 
party?” 

"Dick and I between us,” Lady Staveley said, "with some help 
from Anne. Do you see anything to object to in that?” 

"I think I can guess who chose who,” Sir John said darkly. 
"And where are you going to put them all?” 

"What an extraordinary question for you to ask, Papa!” Anne 
exclaimed. "Do you really want to know?” 

"Well, I suppose it’s my house.” 

*‘NeIly is in the State bedroom. Monica is in the Magnolia 
room, Miss Cherrington is in Anne Boleyn’s room, Victor is in the 
Nelson room, and we’ve put Antony and Mr. Cherrington in two 
of the tower rooms, where they’ll be company for each other. 
Antony likes to have someone to talk to.” 

"He does indeed,” said Sir John feelingly. "Where’s Dick’s 
room?” 

"His sitting-room?” 

"No, I know which that is. I mean, the room where he 
sleeps.” 

"He’s got King Henry’s room,” said Lady Staveley. “His own 
is being done up.” 

Sir John looked as if he would have liked to find fault with this 
arrangement, but all he said was, "I suppose that’s all right.” 

"You can alter them if you wish, dear.” Lady Staveley’s voice 
was suave. "The cards arc all in the doors, but they can easily be 
changed.” 

"I’d know what to do with them if I had my way,” said Sir 
John, but it was a tired thimderbolt and fell quite harmlessly. "If 
you’ll excuse me. I’ll go and have a nap now,” he said. "Do you 
want me to be on duty at tea-time?” 
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Lady Staveley felt she could afford to lie magnanimous in 
victory. 

**Just as you like, dear; Antony and the two Ghcrringtnns are 
coming by the six-twenty-eight. The others are all mr>toring 
down unless Dick comes in his plane.” 

‘‘Hope he won’t do that,” said Sir John, rising. “I don't like 
this new idea of his. Cars are quite bad enough. 1 he lx)y’s too 
reckless; he’ll end by breaking his neck.” 

Lady Staveley was ruffled out of her usual composure. 

“Don’t talk like that, for Heaven’s sake,” she said, almost 
sharply. “I wish he wouldn’t, too. Perhaps one day he'll get 
tired of taking risks.” 

Sir John, who was gathering up his cap and stick, was heard to 
mutter something. Then his steps clattcied up the polished stairs 
and the door closed behind him. 

Left to themselves, mother and daughter exchanged sighs of 
relief, and as far as their notions of deportment allowed them to, 
slumped in their chairs. 

“All things considered, I think that went off very well,” said 
Lady Staveley. “You were a great stand-by, Anne.” 

“You’d never guess, would you?” Anne said, “from the way 
Papa talks, that he really enjoys having people to stay? I think he 
enjoys it more than we do,” 

“He has none of the responsibility,” said her mother. 

“I know. When they come he’ll be all affability and old- 
fashioned courtesy and blame us for not doing enough for them. 
I shouldn’t be surprised if he took qtiite a fancy to this Miss 
Ohenington.” 

A shadow passed over Lady Staveley’s face. Her eyes, which 
generally beamed with good humour, turned slightly hard, and 
her small, well-shaped, aristocratic nose, usually in retirement 
between the bulwarks of her plmnp cheeks, suddenly asserted 
itself. 

“There’s no telling whom he’ll like,” she said. “We’ve been 
married all these years and I still don’t know. But I think it would 
be quite a good thing if he did find Miss Cherrington interesting 
to t^ to.” 

“There’ll be Monica,” said Anne thoughtfully. 

“Yes, dear Monica. I was afraid she might not be able to come 
at such short notice.” 
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“I thought you managed the Infant Welfare part wonderfully,*’ 
Aime said. “Even I found it quite convincing.” 

“I’m always a little nervous about Dick’s sudden fancies,” said 
Lady Staveley. “And he’s so headstrong. We don’t know any- 
thing about the girl: she might take him seriously. I never knew 
a man so restless. I expect it’s just another whim. After all, he 
hasn’t seen her for fifteen years; she may have changed com- 
pletely.” 

“Perhaps it’ll be like that time when he made us ask Miss 
Vandernest down, do you remember?” said Anne, “and he took 
against her the first evening and wouldn’t speak to her, eind went 
out all the next day and left her on our hands?” 

Lady Staveley laughed. 

“Yes, it was a great nuisance, but it was also a good riddance. 
... If I knew how to put someone in an unfavourable light I 
should be tempted to do it, for her sake and his.” 

“Oh, you do know. Mama.” 

“Not when Dick is concerned. . . . And fifteen years. It’s odd 
he should have remembered her all that time. I wonder what 
she’s like? I suppose a hospital nurse sort of person. They’re often 
very pretty.” 

“He told me she didn’t like him,” said Anne suddenly. 

Lady Staveley looked serious again. 

“Oh, he has spoken to you about her?” 

“He just told me that,” said Anne. “Perhaps she’s fond of old 
houses too, not only to look at.” 

“That’s the most plausible explanation, but she doesn’t sound 
quite that sort of person.” 

“Then I wonder why she is coining?” 

The answer to that they never knew. 



Chapter VU 

The Shnne of Fanta^ 


A LL the house-party, except Lady X<*Ily Staveley, had arrived, 
-Tx saluted their host and hostess* and dispersed to their rooms to 
change for diimer. Stretched in his bath, Eustace let his mind 
dwell on the events of the past hours. He tried to imagine what 
Hilda was doing, but since she parted from him, under Anne’s 
escort, at the drawing-room door, he had been unable to \isualise 
her; she would not come at his call. The play of circumstance, 
tampering with reality, had severed them. This was a new ex- 
perience, and it left him at once uneasy and elated. Despite the 
nervousness, all his feelings tended to elation; they soared up in 
him like bubbles in champagne. 

He was here, in the shrine of fantasy, that was the great thing, 
in the very scene of so many waking and not a few sleeping 
dreams. And Hilda was here too. It was a fulfilment. 

The long journey had passed quickly, beguiled by the inspired 
impromptus of Antony’s conversation. Eustace was afraid l^da 
might be shy and distrustful with him, for he had a frivolous way 
of talking, and the seriousness of his mind he kept for ideas, not 
for the practical issues of life. But he was insatiably curious about 
people, and few could resist the very evident interest he took in 
their lightest remarks. Talking came as naturally to him as 
breathing, and every breath he drew seemed to discharge its 
oxygen into his mind, sometimes to the neglect of his body. Sit- 
ting beside Hilda, whose face glowed with health, he looked ter- 
ribly tired; his face was grey, and there were shadows on his 
temples. Once or twice he dropped off to sleep almost in the 
middle of a sentence; his head rolled on to his shoulder, almost on 
to Hilda’s, his mouth fell open and he even snored; but so deeply 
had the spirit left its mark on his features and on his slight, thin 
body, that even in these moments, when most people would have 
seemed completely animal and a little disgusting, his physical 
envelope never lost the impress of his mind, and when he came to 
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himself it was instantaneous, like the switching on of a light. Nor 
did he find any difficulty in the transition between talk and 
silence; they flowed naturally into each other, and when he 
wanted to read he took up his book and did so. Social constraint 
could not live near him, he banished it, and with it many tedious 
preoccupations that, for Eustace, clogged the machinery of living. 
What matter if they lost their luggage? What matter the train 
broke down? What matter if Lady Staveley hadn’t after all been 
expecting them and sent them away to find rooms in an hotel? 
Such disasters were infinitely unimportant while Antony Lachish 
talked. 

This sanguine mood persisted to the very gateway of Anchor- 
stone Hall; survived the crossing of the moat and the opening of 
the great door; endured while they walked across the courtyard, 
framed by unfamiliar buildings that looked down on them with 
critical eyes, and did not fail when the door opened to reveal the 
impassive Crosby flanked by his two aides in their silver buttons. 

Crosby had begun to talk to Antony in low and solemn tones 
about the disposal of their luggage, a question which would have 
driven any competing thought from Eustace’s head. But Antony 
brushed it aside with rapid gestures and torrents of incoherent 
speech, and this method seemed effective, for the man inclined his 
head, as if satisfied, and, his demeanour imperceptibly changing 
gear, led the way with slow steps in a diagon^ direction across the 
hall. Hilda and Eustace followed at a distance, but Antony 
crowded on to Crosby and, barely waiting for the door to open, 
glided rapidly round a screen and into the room. Before they 
were half-way across he had reached the fireplace, where four or 
five people were standing in attitudes, as it seemed to Eustace, of 
critical expectancy; and he flung up his arms with the movement 
of a bird learning to fly and cried, “Here we are !” 

Thus the ice was broken. There were many questions that 
Eustace still wanted to ask Antony, but he had disappeared. 
Finding he had arrived without a black tie, he had rung the bell, 
in his own room and then in Eustace’s, but there was no answer to 
either summons. 

*T don’t like it,” said Antony. “Dick has arranged for us to be 
isolated here like the Princes in the Tower, beyond the reach of 
help and where our screams can’t be heard. He might do any- 
thing to us.” 
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Warning shadows gathered on Antony's fare; Eustace began to 
feel nervous. “I think we had better look behind the arras.’" said 
Antony, He gave the blue-green lapestn*, w hich Eustace tliuught 
must be priceless, a disrespectful tug and peered behind it. 

“No, Aat plan would be too obvious for him,” he said. “I 
expect defenestration is what he has in mind.” 

Eustace followed him to the window. Below them in the moat, 
dark clusters of lily leaves stood out from the brown water. I'he 
park lay in front of them. Stunted and gnarled and silver-green 
from exposure to North Sea weather, the trees looked very 
ancient, rising from the long shadows in their gold-washed carpet. 
Many were out at elbows and none seemed to have their full 
complement of leaves. They only came half-way up the church 
tower, which looked out serenely over them. To the left, along 
the wall, was the oriel window of Antony’s bedroom. 

‘T expect that’s the one he’ll choose,” Antony said. “But I 
must die in a black tie. 1*11 go and borrow one from him; I’ll 
beard him in his den while you are having your bath,” 

“Do you know where he is?” Eustace asked. 

“No,” said Antony, “but by the system of trial and error I shall 
find out. You must pray for my safe return.” 

The bath-room was hardly more than a cupboard between their 
two rooms, and smelt strongly of steam. The window w^as too 
high up, Eustace noticed wth relief, to lend itself to defenestra- 
tion. He wondered if Hilda had a bath-room to herself, or whether 
she was sharing one, as he was — perhaps wdth Anne, perhaps with 
Monica whose other name he hadn’t caught. He hoped she 
wasn’t feeling lonely. 

When they suddenly decided it was time to go and dress and 
the party broke up, he hadn’t noticed how she was looking, he had 
felt so pleased to be going off with Antony. Anne had taken 
charge of her, perhaps a littie with the air of finding it a duty. At 
any rate, not quite with the look he liked to see directed at Hilda. 

Eustace would have gone to her room, but he wasn’t sure that 
it would be correct, and he was anxious, as always, not to do any- 
thing that was not correct. Besides, he did not know which her 
room was, and the passages might not be well lit, and he might 
find himself in some one’s room by mistake. She was somewhere 
in the 3 nain building, her door guarded perhaps by red fire- 
buckets with Anchorstone Hall on them, as his was, and printed 
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instructions what to do in case of fire. Perhaps a maid would have 
unpacked for her, and she might be feeling that her things were 
not as good as other people’s and the maid would smile at them 
and tell the other maids. She had very little jewellery, only one 
or two brooches of their mother’s, and her garnet engagement 
ring; and the necklaces that he had given her, of an antique and 
arty kind. He had liked them at the time, but didn’t fed so sure 
of them now. Hilda didn’t care in the least for such things, and 
never wore them. 

But at any rate she would have his watch. Her birthday had 
been in May, and he had insisted on presenting her with a wrist- 
watch set in diamonds. It had cost a great deal, but Eustace’s 
pleasure in making a gift mounted in direct ratio with the price: 
the satisfaction of the donee counted with him much less. Hilda 
had shown remarkably little satisfaction, and would gladly have 
refused the gift. Indeed he had only persuaded her to take it by 
saying that he ought to share the expenses of her wardrobe. 

Actually, with her salary, her income was larger than his, but 
she might be hard up if, in spite of Stephen’s opposition, she had 
contributed to the buying of the chicken-run. It made Eustace 
uncomfortable to think that her preparations for this visit should 
have put her out of pocket. To the last she had protested against 
going; even on the station platform she had protested: he might 
have been leading a sheep to the slaughter. It would have been a 
dismal journey but for Antony. If she had guessed that he got 
the watch partly with the idea that she might wear it here, she 
would never have accepted it Perhaps she wouldn’t wear it after 
all. Perhaps she was wondering whether she should or not, and 
meanwhile wishing herself back at the clinic. Did women wear 
wrist-watches at dinner? Eustace couldn’t remember, and Hilda 
wouldn’t know. If only he could have seen her face as she was led 
away ! His imagination still seemed unable to get into touch with 
her. 

But he must get out and leave the bath-room ready for Antony, 
who had so little idea of time and would almost certainly be late 
for dinner — a prospect Eustace dreaded. He pxxUed the plug out, 
wrapped himself in the ample bath-towd, and was just examining 
the mat to see whether Antony’s statement about the family tree 
being embroidered on it was correct, when the door opened and 
Antony burst in. ^ 
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“Pvc got it!” he cried, waving a black tie. "But Fm sure there 
is something odd about it — ^it feels so peculiar. Do you imagine it 
could be a keepsake from a dying Arab? Perhaps it’s poisoned, 
like the shirt of Nessus; perhaps it’ll turn into a snake, a Black 
Mamba or the Speckled Band, and throttle me half-way through 
dinner. Fd better try it on.” 

He pulled off his own tie and threw it dowm, narrowly missing 
the bath, then put Dick’s on under his soft collar. 

"What huge wings it has — ^like a vampire bat. Just the kind of 
tie Dick would have,” 

With Eustace’s sponge he wiped the perspiring looking- 
glass. 

"It’s much too long,” he lamented. "I shall look like Mr. 
Gladstone.” 

"Tie a knot in the middle,” suggested Eustace. "It won’t show 
under your coat.” 

"What a good idea — ^how inventive you are. Do you suppose 
Dick’Umind?” ^ 

"I shouldn’t think so,” said Eustace doubtfully. 

"He might make it an excuse to hang me with it,” said Antony. 
"Would you have thought he had such a thick neck?” 

"I suppose he’s fairly big all round,” said Eustace. 

"He is,” said Antony. "When I went into his room he was 
stark naked, and his skin fits him like armour-plating — it’s almost 
disgusting. His body is like a lethal weapon. There’s something 
repellent in sheer masculinity.” 

"No doubt he didn’t expect you to find him like that,” said 
Eustace, drawing his bath-towel round him. 

"I don’t know who he was expecting, but he didn’t seem sur- 
prised. He just pointed at the chest of drawers with his long, hairy 
arm, and said, ‘At the top on the left.’ ” Antony began to tear his 
clothes off, flinging them on to whatever ledges the bath-room 
provided. "Don’t go away,” he said, "or if you do, leave the door 
open so that we can talk.” 

There was silence for a moment, broken only by the sound of 
swishing and splashing, then Eustace, who had begun to dress, 
heard Antony say; 

“What do you think of Monica?” 

"I hardly had time to take her in,” said Eustace. 

"She’s a nice girl, a good, useful girj. You won’t have any 
M 
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difficulty with her. She’s ready to talk about anything. She’s not 
brilliant or even clever, but she bowls a good length.” 

Eustace was surprised to hear this sporting metaphor from 
Antony’s lips. 

*‘She’s an orphan, you know,” Antony went on, ‘‘and being 
rather well off she goes about a good deal. She’s almost a 
bachelor-girl, I think you might say she was a bachelor-girl, but 
she’s not at all hard-boiled. She plays golf and lawn tennis very 
well. She’s not quite the Staveleys’ type.” 

“Why not?” 

“She’s not old-fashioned enough. But I dare say they think she 
could stand up to Dick.” 

Eustace digested this in silence. Then he said, “Do you think 
she coidd?” 

“I doubt it,” said Antony. “She’d put up a good show, but I 
fancy he’s looking for something more exotic, more like a butterfly 
on the wheel. He wouldn’t get a kick out of breaking Monica. 
She’d stay on for a few revolutions, longer than anyone else has, 
and say, ^What fun this is,’ and then she’d get off in good order, 
only a little damaged.” 

“But you think she might take him on?” said Eustace, pleased 
with himself for being able to keep up the worldly tone of the 
conversation. 

“She might think it worth while,” said Antony. 

Eustace felt his spirits go down. How little he knew about the 
rules of this world which he had crashed against so casually, like 
a moth bumping against a light! Monday morning would soon 
be here and the whole experience over, leaving at Anchorstone 
Hall not so much as a ripple on the moat or a faint displacement of 
the leaves of the water-lilies, to show he had been there. 

“Tell me about the other man,” he said, “I scarcely spoke to 
him.” 

“Victor Trumpington?” said Antony. There was a tremendous 
commotion and upheaval in the bath-room — ^a soimd of tides in 
conflict such as might have accompanied Archimedes’ famous 
experiment. “Victor Trumpington?” he repeated, appearing at 
the door in his bath-towd, his hair standing on end. “Oh, he’s 
just a man in the Foreign Office whom everyone likes. No party 
is complete without him. He’s a tame cat par excellence.” 

Ignoring the rest of his body, Antony bent down and dried a 
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little toe with extreme thorouc»hnr!><». He cr>uld not, Eustace 
remembered, establish the smallest routine in anvihinq he did, 
however meclianical. Xow he was ruhbini? his left wri&t — the 
delicate bone whitened under his as'^ault. 

*‘But there’s another reason for his beinr^ here,” Antony went 
on, '‘He and Anne have been trydncf to inarrv each oth(T for 
years. It seems so obvious — perhaps that’s why the\ don't do it. 
Or perhaps they’re both waitinsr in case thev meet somebody they 
like better.” 

“She seemed rather nice. I thought.” said Eustace. 

“She w, but she’s so dull, poor girl,*’ said Antony, gazing 
reflectively at his right knee, without, however, doing anything 
to it. “How could she be an> thing else? When they were in 
London, she w^as never allowed to take a step alone — someone 
always went with her, even for a walk. And I suppose Dick’s be- 
ing rather wild made them feel they must l^e all the more careful 
with her. She never saw the flash of a latch-key or any token of 
freedom. She was absolutely immured,^* 

“Couldn’t Lady Nelly biaveley do anything to help her?” 
asked Eustace. 

“Oh, but she only went to Lady Nelly’s (w’hen she came out, 
I mean) under the strictest guard, Ae most lynx-eyed supervision. 
Sir John and Cousin Edie never approved of Lady Nelly. They 
even blamed her for not having children. She longed for them; 
but with Freddie what could you expect? I mean, you couldn’t 
expect. ... In spite of his toping, he was much more agreeable 
and popular than they were, which I suppose was a grievance; 
and of course she was adored. Outside Anchorstone the name 
Staveley just means Lady Nelly.” 

“I look forward to seeing her,” said Eustace. 

“I envy you,” said Antony. He began to rub his hair with 
tremendous vigour, though there was no sign that it had ever been 
wet. “Someone once said, ‘Oh, that I could meet her again for 
the first time.’ Double-edged, like most compliments.” 

A clock on the chimney-piece struck the half-hour. 

“Good heavens !” cried Eustace, “it’s half-past eight. Wc really 
must hurry.” 

Dread of a scolding was one of the few motives strong enough 
to make Eustace overcome his inveterate dislike of telling anyone 
to do anything. But Antony was unmoved. 
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bdicve that all the clocks in this house except the big one arc 
kept ten minutes fast,” he said, “‘Always in time, but never in 
tunc*, should be the motto of the Staveleys. They ought to write 
it up everywhere,” 

A^en Eustace looked round from tying his tie, Antony was 
gone. 



Chapter 17// 

Billiard-Files 


T he drawing-room proclaimed its \7ctorian origin. The 
ceiling was decorated with a pattern of diamond-shaped 
parterres, outlined in a light-coloured wood, each lozenge framing 
a representation of the arms of the Stavcle>s or of some allied 
family. By a discreet rolling of the eyes Antony had drawm 
Eustace’s attention to this feature when the> first arrived, but it 
was much more in evidence now, because the top lights— un- 
shaded bulbs hanging at the intersections of the lozenges — had 
been turned on, directing a hard glare on the heads of those 
below. Hilda had her back to Eustace — an unfamiliar back 
because much of it was bare — but she turned round when he and 
Antony came in and her look said, ‘You’ve got me into this mess, 
now you must get me out.’ 

Victor Trumpington, a tall, rather willowy man of about thirty 
with a fair moustache, was standing a pace or two from her, with 
the air of having been beaten off, and w’ondering whether to 
renew the attack. Everyone — ^it seemed to Eustace — ^looked as 
though they had tried conclusions with Hilda and been worsted, 
so separate from each other did they seem, so absorbed in chewing 
a private cud, so enclosed and islanded in themselves. Eustace’s 
eyes dropped before Hilda’s, he could think of nothing to say to 
her, so he sought out Lady Stavelcy, who was standing by the 
fireplace. In her black velvet dress and diamond necklace, she 
looked smaller and less approachable than she had in her rather 
thick, purplish tweeds. 

‘T hope your room is comfortable?” she asked, and Eustace 
said it was a lovely room. 

Her eyes made him a slight acknowledgment of this politesse, 
then switched to Hilda, who was now in conversation with An- 
tony — ^though conversation was not quite the word, for each was 
staring at the floor as though the other had made a remark too 
profound to be answered. Eustace did not remember having seen 
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Antony nonplus*ied before. His tie was working round to one side, 
soon the brm would begin tickling his car. Involuntarily Eustace 
turned to Dirk, 1 hr < barge of bull-neckedness did not seem to be 
justUied, but Dv k had sue Ii a good figure, and wore his clothes so 
well, that lv‘ seemed smaller than he really was. i\fter w^hat 
Antony had '•aid, Eustace hall" expected to see him \nth horns and 
a tail, and was almost disappointed that he looked so ordinary, 
and, lik/* the otlu^rs, nrit quite at his ease. 

*‘Your tie serins restless on Antony,” he said, and Dick smiled 
and said, “It's a wise tie and knows its own master,” but his eye, 
too, wandered to Hilda. 

It was not that she was exactly overdressed in her stiff blue silk, 
wdiich shimmered silvery white on top where tlie light caught it; 
her appearance was so striking that she hardly could be. And the 
dress, wliich Eustace had helped her to choose, only looked a 
little more expensive than a dress ought to look. But Hilda had 
not come to terms with it; it covered her, up to a point, but did 
not clothe her. Anne and Monica seemed to have grown into 
their simpler dresses; Hilda’s stuck out from her in every sense. 
They had damped down their personalities to a discreet glow, 
whereas Hilda wore hers like a headlight. It shone from her eyes, 
her mouth, which he liad prevailed on her to redden, her skin, 
which was a revelation to him, and her expression, which regis- 
tered every^thing she thought. She proclaimed herself; she stood 
out from the othen almost as much as if she had suddenly shouted. 

In his imaidnings of her debut at Anchorstone, this was how 
Eustace liad wanted her to look. He could see now that it was a 
mistake. But she wasn’t a lamp that could be turned down, she 
had to blaze, and the more uneasy she fdt, the more she clashed 
with her surroundings, imparting, as it seemed to Eustace, her 
discomfort to everyone else. When the butler offered her sherry 
she first refused, and then at Antony’s instigation, awkwardly 
took a glass. The unaccustomed wine flew to her face and flamed 
there; it was a conflagration, and Eustace had no idea how to put 
it out. 

Sir John Staveley looked at his watch. 

“It’s a quarter to nine,” he said, shattering the silence; “shall 
wc wait for Nelly, or shall we go in?” 

Almost as he spoke the door opened and Lady Ndly advanced 
into the room. You could not call it walking, for she seemed to 
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get nearer without moving. She was a tall \\oman and upright, 
except that her head dr4joped slightly in perpetual acku<js\ lodg- 
ment (it seemed afterwards to Eustace) of the qualities she had 
which made people love her, and of the qualities she Ir.vcd in 
them. Her smile seemed to have arrived at no special moment, it 
was there; and as she came towards them it moved from face to 
face, changing its nature in a way that was perceptible to each 
recipient, but perhaps to no one else. She paused beside Hilda, 
half turning her head, and llien w^ent on. 

“Am I late?” she said. “Pm so sony.” 

She sounded surprised at herself, as if she had ncviT been late 
before, as if it was slightly comic, and an opportunity ft jr c\^cr>’one 
to be indulgent to her. 

“Xo, you’re not late, Xelly,” said Sir John; “\ou’rc just in 
time for some sherry.” 

She took a glass from the butler’s tray with a half-wondering 
air, as if it was too much to believe that such a rarity could be 
offered; and letting her glance stray round the company, until it 
touched, without quite resting, on Hilda, she said, “What 
nectar!” 

The tension in the room relaxed, and Sir John, coming for- 
w’ard, said, “I don’t think you’ve met Miss C-herrington.” 

Almost before he spoke Lady Nelly had turned to Hilda and 
taken her hand. 

“What a lovely dress,” she said. “I adore that colour.” 

Conversations sprang up like a %vind. 

Eustace could hardly believe he was in the same room, so 
homely did it look. Even the coats of arms ceased to press down 
threateningly and melted into the ceiling, symbols of battles 
that had long ago been fought. He was content to be lost 
sight of in the general relief, the more so that Hilda’s face, level 
with Lady Nelly’s, had lost its look of strain and was actually 
smiling. 

Sir John said something and there was a collective movement 
away from the fireplace. Eustace was preparing to let them pass 
him and to fall in at the rear, when he heard Lady Staveley say, 
“How remiss of me. I’d quite forgotten. Nelly, I must introduce 
another guest — Mr. Eustace Cherrington.” 

Eustace stopped, stemming the advance, which halted round 
him; and Lady Nelly, imperceptibly disengaging herself from 
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HUda, bent upon him a look of recognition apparently tinged 
with surprise that this meeting had been so long delayed. 

*®Miss Cherrington’s brother?’* she said. “How delightful. I 
never had a brother.** She spoke as though a brother was the 
most desirable and the rarest thing in the world; and as she 
brought her slow look of comic wonder to rest on him, Eustace 
felt valuable and valued as never before. 

“Now don’t stand gossiping, Nelly,** Sir John was saying. “I 
will take you, Antony shall take Edie, and the rest of you must 
sort yourselves out.” He extended the crook of his arm to Lady 
Nelly, and she slipped her hand through it, with a faint touch of 
coquetry, faint, but as infectious as the smile which, since she 
launched it, had become general. 

“We thought you were never coming,’* was Lady Staveley’s 
greeting when at last Sir John brought the men back from the 
Banqueting Hall. “Not that we missed you, we just wondered 
what had happened to you. I nearly sent someone to see, because 
I knew how disagreeable John would be if he didn*t get his 
rubber,** 

“Dick was telling us of his scheme for benefiting the young,” 
said Sir John with a glance towards Hilda, who, as Eustace 
expected she would, turned away. “He was quite eloquent on 
tlie subject. Now who*s for a game of Bridge? Don’t all speak at 
once.” 

After some hanging back it was decided that he and his wife 
and Monica and Victor should make up the bridge four, and they 
went into the next room. “Now what shall we do?” said Dick. 
“What would you like to do, Arnit Nelly?” 

“I think I shall just sit here,” said Lady Nelly, “and remember 
that admirable dinner.” 

Eustace saw that such an inactive way of spending the evening 
did not appeal to Dick. 

“I don’t feel as if I’d had enough exercise,” he said, “Don’t 
laugh, Anne; you’re always laughing at me.” 

“You shoidd have walked here,” said Anne, “instead of coming 
in an aeroplane.” 

An aeroplane! Eustace looked at Dick in awe. How could 
Anne take such a feat so casually? 

“I shall have to give up flying,” said Dick; “it doesn’t suit my 
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liver. How about a game of billiard-fives? Do you play billiard- 
fives, Miss Cherrington?^’ 

Hilda said, a little shortly, that she hadn’t played any game 
since she left school. 

‘‘Would you like to learn?” asked Dick. 

“You couldn’t ask her to play that,” Anne interposed. “And 
after dinner, too. It’s an appallingly painful game, Miss Cher- 
rington, and tears your hands to ribbons.” 

“Miss Cherrington wouldn’t mind a little thing like that,” said 
Dick, and to Eustace’s astonishment he heard Hilda say that she 
supposed she could try. 

“Splendid,” said Dick, before anyone could get a word in. 
“Now who else shall we have? Anne plays, she’s a dab at the 
game. She carries a most useful right hook and her cheating is 
superb. Only we can’t play on the same side, because we irritate 
each other. It’s my fa\ilt reaUy.” 

“I don’t like being given so much advice,” said Anne. Eustace 
noticed that Anne seemed to keep her end up with Dick better 
than anyone else did. 

“Miss Cherrington won’t mind me giving her advice,” said 
Dick, “because she says she’s a learner. Now who would like to 
be the fourth?” He looked inquiringly from Antony to Eustace. 
Eustace was conscious of a longing for invisibility. 

“Gome on, Antony,” said Dick. “I know you can play. I 
remember in the old days how dangerous you were with Aose 
fairy taps at the top of the table. Your short game used to be 
wonderful, subtle to a degree. You always were an expert at in- 
fighting.” 

Antony seldom declined a challenge addressed to his social 
conscience. 

“Very well, Dick,” he said, with a glance at Eustace, “I’m 
ready for you.” 

“Good man,” said Dick. “We’U leave Eustace to look after 
Aunt Nelly. He can talk to her about books. But of course they’re 
free to cut in whenever they like. We may easily have a casualty. 
I shall rely on Miss Cherrington with her medical experience to 
bind up our wounds. The First Aid Post is in the housekeeper's 
room- — ^we pass it on the way. That’s where the stretcher-cases 
are always brought. Good-bye, Aunt Nelly — ^you both look as if 
you wished you were coming with us.” 
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Eustace signalled to Hilda with his eyebrow, but in vain. 

Shepherded by Dick’s tall figure, they crossed the floor, a 
ragged group, and the door closed on them. 

Lady Nelly turned her face up to the solitary Eustace, and he 
foimd himself sitting beside her on the sofa. Of his former visit to 
Anchorstone the impiession that stuck in his mind most vividly 
was the plenitude of sofas. There were in fact four. This was the 
smallest; it had wings like an ear-chair, and only held two. 

“He likes getting his own way, doesn’t he?” said Lady Nelly. 
“But I don’t quarrel with the arrangement.” 

Eustace felt that this civility demanded another, but it would 
not take shape in his mind, because that forum was already 
occupied by another preoccupation. 

“Is billiard-fives a really dangerous game?” he asked. 

Lady Nelly laughed. 

“Were you thinking of your poor sister’s fingers? No, not really 
dangerous, though I dare say Dick will make it as dangerous as 
he can.” 

“I shouldn’t like her to get damaged,” said Eustace, whose 
fears could sometimes be charmed away by the repeated pooh- 
poohings of an older person. 

“Oh, I’m sure he’U take the greatest care of her. You’ll smile, 
but I played the game once. It’s stopping the hard ones that 
hurts. She’ll be playing with him, so they won’t come to her.” 

Eustace had the comfortable sensation that he need not be 
anxious about Hilda. 

“But what a lovely girl your sister is,” Lady Nelly went on. “I 
don’t wonder you don’t want to see her with a black eye. You 
must be very proud of her. Why has nobody told me about her?” 

Something in the tone of Lady Nelly’s voice made Eustace ask: 

“Has anyone told you about me?” 

Lady Nelly smiled. Her wide face had more firmness in it than 
one expected fiom her rather vague, dreamy manner. Her 
features might have been called blunt, for all their finish; to Eus- 
tace they never seemed quite visible, some efHuence of her per- 
sonality lay over them Iflke a ground mist, and sometimes her 
spirit seemed to retreat, leaving her face untenanted save by its 
beauty; then her smile, which was never twice alike, gave her 
back to herself. Now she was answering his question: 

“Why, naturally. I’ve heard a great deal about you from 
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Antony. But I won’t embarrass you by telling you what he 
said.” 

“He told me about you^ too,” said Eustace. 

“How curious you msdsie me. Dear Antony! What did he 
say?” 

Eustace was suddenly overwhelmed by a vision of all the things 
that must have been said to Lady Nelly — ^witty compliments 
flashed at her by men of letters, tender compliments whispered by 
Edwardian gallants, standing behind her, bending over her chair; 
stately compliments uttered by kings on their thrones, and 
acknowledged by Lady Nelly with an inclination of the head or 
even a curtsy. 

There was a whisper of voices from a hundred grand or brilliant 
or intimate occasions in the pre-war past; but none of them was 
audible, not one gave Eustace a lead. 

“Weil,” she said, “was it too bad for you to tell me?” 

The idea of inventing something occurred to Eustace, to be 
instantly vetoed by his conscience. If only he could remember 
what Antony had said ! Antony belonged to Lady Nelly’s world; 
he understood its conventions, and even if the remark, on another 
tongue, did not sound quite right, stiU Eustace would not be held 
responsible for it. But what had Antony said? Something about 
the Staveleys not approving of Lady Nelly? That wouldn’t do. 
Something about her husband having drunk himself to death? 
That would be worse. That everyone adored her? That would be 
much too intimate. He remembered a phrase and snatched at it. 

“He said it was you who put the Staveleys on the map!” 

The comers of Lady Nelly’s eyes began to crinkle, her wide 
mouth grew wider, and she laughed and laughed. 

“Don’t think I’m laughing at you,” she said. “But it is so 
funny. Did he really say that? What a strange expression — ^I 
never heard it before. But I’m afiaid that my respected in-laws 
wouldn’t agree.” 

“He said no one had ever heard of the Staveleys until you 
married Mr. Frederick Staveley,” said. Eustace, encouraged by 
his success, and hoping he was not being too disloyal to his host 
and hostess. 

Lady Nelly laughed again. Recovering, ‘*You must forgive 
me,” she said. “Only no one ever called him Frederick. I don’t 
think I’ve heard the name till now. You mustn’t think me heart- 
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less,*’ she went on with a bewilderingly quick change to serious- 
ness. *‘But it was a long time ago. Poor Freddie. You could 
hardly have known him,” she went on, still in her mind defending 
herself from a charge of callousness that Eustace was far from 
bringing. For a moment she looked extremely sad, and Eustace 
began to feel that he had spoilt her evening, that he was a cad, an 
egregious ass who didn’t know how to talk to a stranger, above 
all to a woman of beauty and fashion and fascination, and that 
he ought to apologise or sound an immediate retreat to the bil- 
liard-room — anything to rid her of the incubus of his presence. 

**No,” she said suddenly, and the negative, though it was not 
so meant, seemed to be an answer to his thoughts. ‘‘No, I was 
thinking about what you said — ^what Antony said. It’s all such 
ancient history now. When I married Freddie he hadn’t a peimy 
— I mean, about a thousand a year.” 

She raised her eyebrows, and her amethyst-grey eyes, resigned 
and sad but with a question in them, sought Eustace’s, as though 
expecting sympathy for her union with this beggarly income. 
He, quickly revising a life-time’s training not to talk about money 
with a stranger, but unable to think of a thousand a year except 
as riches, gazed at her in doubt, and said at last: 

“It doesn’t seem very much.” 

“No indeed,” said Lady Nelly. “But Freddie was so good 
looking. Not quite with the distinction John has, but romantic, 
rather like Dick. It was the coal-mine in Derbyshire that really 
put them on the map, as Antony calls it, not me.” 

“Are they very rich now?” asked Eustace reverently. 

“Oh no, just comfortably off. This is a nice little place, isn’t 
it?” 

“This?” 

Eustace felt he could not have heard aright. What did she 
mean? He gazed roimd the big room whose corners were hardly 
visible now tiaat the top lights were silenced. 

“Oh, I don’t mean this monstrous mausoleum of heraldic tuft- 
hunting,” said Lady Ndly. “No, the house itself. It’s got charm, 
don’t you think? Big houses are so overpowering.” 

Desperately Eustace tried to adjust himself to Lady Nelly’s 
stand^s. 

**I suppose they are. . . . But aren’t the Staveleys a very old 
family?” He assumed that a member of one old family would be 
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interested in the antiquity of another. But to his surprise Lady 
Nelly, like Antony, did not seem to have given the matter much 
consideration. 

suppose they are,” she said vaguely. “Yes, of course they 
are. Much older than ours, for instance. Pm afraid we were only 
Elizabethan profiteers and land-grabbers, mushrooms compared 
with the Staveleys. In that sense theyVe always been on the 
map. Are you interested in genealogy, Mr. Cherrington? I 
believe it’s a fascinating study. I’ve a cousin who spends his life 
at it.” 

“I seem to like the idea of anything old,” said Eustace, hoping 
that this simple-soxmding admission would clear him of the charge 
of snobbery. 

“Then you must come and see Whaplode,” said Lady Nelly. 
“I shall be most happy to show it to you. The estate wasn’t 
entailed and my father took no interest in his Tasmanian cousins, 
so he left it to me. It’s only mine for my life, so you must hurry 
up. But I’m not sure the house would be old enough for your 
austere requirements,” she continued teasingly. “It’s a great 
bam of a place, but I’m afraid most of it only goes back to the 
eighteenth century.” 

“Oh, but I should love to see it. Lady Eleanor,” cried Eustace, 
feeling that so magnificent an invitation excused, nay demanded, 
the use of her Christian name. 

But to his discomfiture she burst out laughing. 

“Well, you shall,” she said. “But for Heaven’s sake don’t call- 
me Lady Eleanor, call me anything you like, but not that. No- 
body has ever called me that. I shouldn’t answer to it — ^I 
shouldn’t know who you were talking to.” 

“I’m so sorry,” muttered Eustace, wishing the earth would 
swallow him. Not knowing where to look, he turned his eyes 
upwards. The massed insignia of the Staveleys returned his 
scrutiny with a cold and hostile stare. 

Lady Nelly was still laughing. 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I shall always remember you as the 
one person who took my name seriously, as it ought to be taken. 
Eleanor sounds so distinguished and mediseval — ^I think I shall 
ask everyone to call me Eleanor in future. Only then I should 
have to live up to it, and be an Eleanor. Do you think names 
influence their owners, Mr. Cherrington?” 
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Eiistace wondered if Hilda would have been different had she 
been called, say, Joy. 

“To me, it’s the owners who influence their names,” he 
said. 

“In the case of strong personalities, perhaps they do,” said 
Lady Nelly. “But all the same, a name has its own character, I 
think, and some people seem well named, and others not. May I 
know what your name is, Mr. Cherrington?” 

Eustace was seized wiA bashfulness. Every kind of inhibition 
and taboo leapt up, demanding that his name should be kept 
secret. Not only that, it seemed a poor, wretched name, too siUy 
and insipid to repeat Oh, to have been called Valentine or 
Horado. But Lady Nelly was waiting; she must be astonished at 
the time it took him to answer a straightforward question. 

“It’s Eustace, I’m afraid,” he said. 

“Why afraid?” said Lady Nelly. “It’s a charming name, and 
suits you, IF I may be allowed to say so. Of course now I remem- 
ber, Dick called you Eustace.” She paused, as though to enjoy the 
sound of his name on her own lips. “But somehow he made it 
sound different. Or am I bdng fanciful?” 

“I like it better the way you say it,” said Eustace in a low voice. 

"Then will you object if I call you by it?” asked Lady Nelly. 

“No,” muttered Eustace. “Please do.” He looked at her a 
moment. In looking at anyone there is usually some obstacle 
that meets and mars one’s vision, turning it back on itself — a hair 
out of place, an unresponsive line in the attitude, an unsympathe- 
tic or dead patch somewhere. Eustace could see no flaw in this 
crystal. He turned away, his face inadequate to what he felt. But 
just then the door opened, letting in a rattle and a tinkle which 
rapidly increased in volume, and he saw Crosby conning towards 
them, with a footnoan dose behind, each carrying a tray loaded 
with glasses, bottles, jugs, siphons and decanters, a sparklii^ 
array. 

“Lemonade, orangeade, ginger ale, hot water, my lady?” in- 
toned Crosby. 

“What a galaxy ! I’ll have some orangeade, thank you, Crosby,” 
said Lady Nelly. 

“What can I give you, sir?” said the butler. 

Eustace hedtated. He had already drunk a good deal, and 
whisky was known to lie uneasily with champagne. 
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“He’ll have a whisky and soda,” said Lady Nelly firmly, “I 
might have had one if you’d offered it me.” 

The butler’s face relaxed and his acolyte even grinned. 

“It’s not too late, my lady,” said Crosby, his hand poised over 
the decanter. 

“Tempter, begone,” said Lady Nelly histrionically. “Mr. 
Cherrington can have my share.” 

Eustace took the whisky gratefully. 

“I see you have difficulty in making up your mind,” said Lady 
Nelly, when the clinking and jingling had died away. “Are you 
always like that, or was it just bewildered greed at the sight of so 
many drinks?” 

Braced by the whisky, Eustace tried to be more expansive. 

“I’m a martyr to indecision.” 

“Oh, come now,” said Lady Nelly, “you’re much too young to 
be a martyr to anything. At my age one begins to be a martyr. 
But surely when you’re still at Oxford, and have done as well as 
Antony tdls me you have, all you need do now is just go ahead — 
as I hear your sister has.” 

“Hilda is much more go-ahead than I am,” said Eustace. ‘‘I 
'expect she’s really one of the reasons why I’m not.” 

He was astonished to hear himself say this, and had there been 
such an invention as a word-eraser he would have at once applied 
it. 

“Tell me a little about yourself,” said Lady Nelly. “We’ve 
talked far too much about me. I’m such a threadbare subject.” 
She smiled at him. “So far, all I’ve heard about you is praise. 
Now I want to hear the other side,” 

Eustace took another sip. The room was perfectly quiet save 
for an occasional encouraging crackle from the quite unnecessary 
log fire, which, despite the rivalry of the lamps around them, 
flickered on the oystei>coloured satin of Lady Nelly’s dress and 
gleamed in rnmiature flames on the pearls in her necklace. The 
invitation to xmburden himself was like a gift handed to him on 
a silver tray; to reject it would be churlish, and an unexampled 
snub, for no one, he felt sure, had ever refused Lady Nelly any-^ 
thing. 

The sentences did not come easily at first. Eustace had no idea 
in what guise he wanted to appear to his listener — ^he tried to 
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confine himself to the facts, but the facts must seem such small 
beer to her, with her totally different range of experience. He 
tried to make them sound more impressive than they were; then 
he was ashamed of himself, and adopted a lighter tone, with an 
ironical edge to it, as if he well knew that these things were 
mere nothings, the faintest pattering of rain-drops on the spacious 
roofs of Whaplode. But he thought she did not like this; once or 
twice she gently queried his estimate of events and pushed him 
back into the reality of his own feeling. Eustace shrank from 
being taken seriously; he liked to think he did not matter, for then 
the disappointment he was fated to cause would not matter either. 
His ingrained moral outlook demanded that there should be a 
villain of the piece, and the bent of his mind made him accept that 
r 61 e; but it was distasteful to him, sitting there talking, not to a 
confessor, not to Stephen, but to an unknown grande dame whom 
he should be entertaining with light, after-dinner conversation, 
while in the next room his host and hostess were playing bridge, 
and in the billiard-room, down some passages, beyond the house- 
keeper’s room, where people were taken when they were hurt, 
Hilda and Dick Stavdey and some others were laughing and 
perhaps screaming over a rough, dangerous game, which he 
hadn*t wanted to play. It didn’t seem suitable, the tremolo, the 
throb in the voice, the whine (could it be?), the tendency to 
unbosom himself, the undeclared request for absolution from this 
august yet mdting presence bedde him on the sofa. 

The feeling that while he appeared to shoulder the blame 
himself he was inferentially casting it upon others was also dis- 
tasteful to him. To undress in public was bad enough; to strip 
beyond the verge of decency people who were not there to answer 
for themsdves was worse. Yet Lady Nelly’s face, which had as 
many expressions as the moon in a doud-swept sky, as many 
glimmerings as her own pearls in the fire-light, did not seem to 
be accusing him of spiritual indelicacy; and surely, he thought, 
she should be a judge of that, she should know, better almost than 
anyone, when taste was being offended against. But of course if 
she did know she would never show it; he almost wished she 
would get up, drawing the oyster-coloured satin round her, and 
say, ‘Enough of this washing of your soiled, discoloured cotton, 
Mr. Cherrington. It displeases me; it disgusts me; I don’t want 
to hear any more, I regret having suggested that I should call you 
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by your Christian name. Please consider the suggestion with- 
drawn. I am going to say good-night to my host and hostess. You 
can carry your confessions into the billiard-room, or anywhere 
else you like. Grood-bye.’ But nothing of the sort happened; nor 
could Eustace afterwards remember by what gradations, and in 
response to what promptings, he was rdeased from the downward 
drag of diffidence and the heady preenings of self-conceit, and 
stabilised more or less at his own level. 

“Well,” said Lady Nelly at length, “you have Boswellised your- 
self. I believe that for all your air of shyness you really love hear- 
ing the sound of your own voice. You must never pretend to be 
tongue-tied again.” 

Her sunlit irony was more precious than praise, and Eustace, 
who in the reaction from his recital had begun to be flooded with 
self-distrust, took heart. 

“Now I think we ought to do something practical,” Lady Nelly 
went on. “Perhaps you don’t think me practical, but I am.” Her 
smile began, and died away almost at birth; flower-like, it could 
show every stage of fulfilment between the bud and the full- 
blown. “You said you didn’t find it very easy to work when you 
were at home?” 

Eustace felt that he had said too much. 

“I didn’t quite mean that.” 

Lady Nelly brushed this aside. 

“I was reading between the lines. Now what I’m going to 
propose is this. I’ve taken a house in Venice for July and August 
and September: it’s very old, fifteenth century, so you’d feel quite 
at home. Why don’t you take your courage in both hands and 
join me? It’s just the place for a literary man — ^Byron, Ruskin, 
Browning, D’Annunzio, they all loved Venice. You could have 
a room to yourself and work till your eyes dropped out. No noise 
of traflSc — just the soothing plash of the gondoliers’ oars. I 
should keep everyone from you and only allow myself to see you 
at the rarest intervals. Some Marco or Tito would be posted at 
your door with his finger on his Ups. When inspiration flagged 
you could come out and stroll on the Piazza or bathe on the Lido. 
I have a capanna there and a motor-boat to take us to and 
fro. Motor-boats hardly existed in my Venice, and I don’t like 
the idea of them, but the Venetians are mad about them, I hear, 
and we must be in the fashion. Now don’t say ‘no* at once, as I 
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see you were going to, but just think it over quietly, and I shall 
have a little talk with your sister* I’m sure she’ll agree with me 
that it’s the right thing for you — ^and even if it isn’t, it’s the right 
thing for me,” she finished up. 

*'Oh!” breathed Eustace, and was silent. The room grew in- 
distinct, and suddenly his mind was spanned by the arch of the 
Bridge of Sighs, with a palace and a prison on each hand — one 
of Byron’s lapses from flawless syntax. “But would you want me 
there all that time?” he said, his mind jumping, as was its habit, 
to the temporal factor. Then he remembered that Lady Nelly 
had said nothing about how long she wanted him to stay, and 
blushed. But she made things easy for him: it seemed to be her 
mission to make things easy for people. 

“Don’t imagine I shall try to keep you against your will,” she 
said, with so completely the air of answering his question that for 
a moment he thought she had. “The door will always be open 
for the prisoner to walk out, or dive out” — ^and with a comical 
little gesture she sketched the beginning of a header. “But I hope 
you’ll give the treatment a good trial first.” For a moment she 
fell into abstraction, then her smile recalled her to herself. “I can 
see I have made you miserable,” she said. “You look just as if you 
were being led to execution. Let’s go and see what the fives- 
players are doing.” 

She piloted him down a long passage. At the bends stood 
wooden halberdiers on platforms, wild-eyed and moustachioed, 
with lanterns in their disengaged hands. The light fell on more 
prosaic objects — a stufied pike in a glass case, a weather gauge, a 
miniature chest of drawers, labelled, perhaps for birds’ eggs. 
Presently they heard the sharp thud of a ball reboimding from a 
padded, springy surface; the scurry of footsteps, and then a loud 
crash and a burst of laughter. 

“This is the moment for us to go in,” said Lady Nelly. 

Eustace never forgot the scene. Dick was groping under a sofa 
fbr the ball; he straightened himself up as they came in. Both he 
and Antony had taken their coats oflF and pulled up their shirt- 
sleeves as far as they would go, which in Dick’s case was not very 
far above his thick strong wrists. Anne looked quite another per- 
son, but the greatest change was in Hilda. Disarranged though it 
was, with much of the stiffness gone out of it, and crumpled here 
and there, her dress now seem^ to belong to her. The essential 
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Hilda was visible through all her alien finery and raised to a 
higher power than usual; she electrified the room. All the players 
turned bright excited eyes on Lady Nelly and Eustace, as though 
they were visitors from another world who could not inunediately 
be got into focus. 

“Brilliantly timed. Aunt Nelly/* said Dick. “A moment 
sooner and you would have stopped a fast one. It got the door 
just where your head was. Why didn’t you send in Eustace as a 
shield?” 

As he spoke Lady Nelly’s curious power of subduing an atmo- 
sphere to the pressure, which meant the relaxation, of her own 
began to penetrate the room. At its touch the players, feeling the 
hot fit of the game die down in them, also felt awkward and un- 
couth, as though they had been caught turning cart-wheels in the 
ante-chamber of Cleopatra. Strenuousness seemed improper in 
her presence. Slightly ashamed, they turned away and tried tc 
regain their poise; Hilda gave herself a pat or two; Dick, 
following Antony’s lead, pulled down his shirt-cuffs and looked 
round for his coat. 

“Oh, what arc you doing?” cried Lady Nelly, with an oldei 
person’s dread of being thought a kill-joy. “Eustace and I came 
to see the game. Please strip and start again. I can’t bear to see 
gladiators in evening dress.” 

“It was the end of the game,” said Dick; “but to please Aum 
Nelly we’ll stage an exhibition match. Seconds out of the ring.’ 

The four players took up their positions at the table, whfle Lad^ 
Nelly and Eustace watched firom a raised sofa at the side. 

Without appreciating the fine points of the game, Eustace wa 
at once conscious of the different methods of the players. Anm 
was sure and steady: she got back everything she cotild, but die 
not tire herself by trying for impossibilities. Antony did not hi 
hard, but his reactions were so quick that nothing took him b'j 
surprise, and when he got his opponent out of position, his sof 
shot that hugged the cushion was deadly. Dick concentrated, i 
seemed to Eustace, on doing the thing that would most surprisi 
his opponents, regardless of its being the best thing to do in th< 
circumstances. His activity was amazing, his stride put a girdli 
round the table, and he hit so hard that the ball sometimes leap 
the cushion and struck the panelling with a tremendous crash, a 
which Hilda’s eyes gleamed. She made wild sweeps at the ball 
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sometimes missing it altogether. She played clumsily, but as if 
her life depended on it; she seemed unable to shorten her stride 
or get herself where she wanted; but she had a natural eye, and 
scored with several long shots into the pocket. 

Eustace applauded furtively, but he couldn’t catch her atten- 
tion; between the rallies she didn’t talk as the others did, but kept 
her eyes fixed on the table and her hands ready for the next shot. 
They were red and bruised, but she didn’t seem to notice and 
never flinched from a hard one. She had taken off her wrist- 
watch, Eustace was relieved to see. 

The game went fairly evenly, with Anne and Antony always a 
little ahead. Then Dick and Hilda, with a tremendous output of 
energy, managed to draw level. To Dick, Eustace realised, all 
this display of animal spirits was part of the game, just as his 
exhortations to Hilda were, and his constant barracking of his 
opponents. He hated to let things take their course; he must 
turn the most humdrum happening into an occasion, with plumes 
and banners and sideshows. Beneath it all he remained cool and 
detached; but Hilda drank the excitement like wine, it possessed 
her completely. 

“Game-ball all,” was called, and the players went into con- 
clave. 

“Shall we play it out?” said Dick, “or shall we have sudden 
death? I vote for sudden death.” 

They agreed to sudden death, and when they went to their 
posts they all, Anne and Antony included, looked as if they were 
facing a crisis in their lives. 

“Don’t they look fuimy?” murmured Lady Nelly, but Eustace 
could not bring himself to say yes. 

The rally was a long one and furiously contested. At last a 
really noble recovery from Hilda struggled to the end of the table ; 
Antony was there as though by magic and touched the ball 
against the cushion; Dick came down like a whirlwind to reach it 
before it stopped. On the way he charged the table, which shud- 
dered through all its length. The impact undoubte^y prolonged 
for a split second the ball’s run. Dick was on to it in a trice, and 
the crash as the ball struck the panelling drowned the room in 
noise; but it had stopped, Eustace was certain; it was dead before 
he reached it. 

“How was that?” he demanded of the company. 
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“Antony and I think it was dead, Dick,** said Anne firmly. 

“You couldn’t possibly see, Anne, from where you were. What 
do you think, Antony?** 

“Well,” said Antony, “Fm not unbiased, of course, but I 
thought it was dead.” 

“Let’s appeal to the gallery.” Dick’s voice rang with con- 
fidence. “\/\^at’s your verdict. Aunt Nelly?” 

“I haven’t one,” said Lady Nelly. “I’ve been too busy admir- 
ing you all.” 

“Eustace?” said Dick, on a rising note of hopefulness, and as 
though the decision had already been given in his favour. 

Eustace drew a long breath. How cruel to leave the casting- 
vote to him. He felt as though it would alter the whole course of 
history. 

“Well,” he said, “it was a very, very near thing, but I thought 
you were just too late.” 

Dick's brow darkened. 

“Lookers-on see most of the game, eh?” 

“I thought so, too,” said Hilda suddenly. 

Dick’s face cleared as though by magic, and he was all bon- 
homie again. 

“That settles it,” he said. “You’re all against me, even my 
partner, whom I trusted. Never mind, we had a good game, 
didn’t we? Next time you’ll have to take a hand, Eustace — ^won’t 
he, Hfida?” 

“Fm afraid it’s too energetic for him,” said Hilda. Nervous, 
she spoke more emphatically than she meant to. “You see, he has 
a weak heart.” 

Eustace was relieved that nobody looked at him. 

“Well, so long as it’s in the right place,” said Dick carelessly, 
dismissing Eustace’s heart. But Lady Nelly turned to him and 
said: 

“Venice is just the place for a tired heart. No hUls, no billiard- 
fives, no excitements. Just a few bridges to cross between getting 
up and going to bed. To-morrow I shall talk it over with your 
sister,” she said, rising from the sofa. “Thank you aU for the 
thrilling entertainment. But look at your poor hands!” 

“Sh^ we have a hand inspection?” said Dick, spreading his 
hands out on the billiard-table. “Put yours there, next mine, 
Hilda, and then yours, Anne, and yours, Antony.” 
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Obediently they lined up and pressed their hands on the table 
as if for *Up Jenkins’, ‘while Lady Nelly leaned over their bent 
heads to mike her report. 

“Well, Antony’s hands are black and yellow,” she said judi- 
cially; “Anne’s are black and blue, Miss Gherrington’s hands I 
won’t attempt to describe — my dear, why did you use such 
beautiful hands for such a purpose? — ^but there’s nothing at all 
wrong with Dick’s — ^they must be made of leather.” 

“Do you think Hilda’s require immediate attention?” Dick 
asked as he put on his coat. ^‘She’d better fall out and report sick 
in the housieepcr’s room. I know where the surgical stores are 
kept.” 

“I shouldn’t let him try, if I were you, Miss Gherrington,” said 
Anne, “he’s much better at killing than curing.” 

“Oh, really, Anne, and I’ve been a brother to you all these 
years,” said Dick. “I should ask you to help if I didn’t know you 
fainted at the sight of sticking-plaster.” 

Standing in the shadow of fhe doorway, Eustace managed to 
possess himself of one of Hilda’s hands. To his surprise, she did 
not snatch it away; she let it lie in his. But before he had time to 
look, another hand closed over Hilda’s, and Dick said, in a 
serious voice, “Bad show, I’m afraid. Better let me see what I can 
do — don’t you think so, Eustace?” 

Lady Ndly answered for him. 

“You’ve done quite enough already. If you come to my room, 
Miss Gherrington, I’ll give you something of mine. It’s guaran- 
teed to heal anything, from a broken heart downwards.” 

“Or upwards,” said Dick, with a gusty sigh. “Hands are more 
in my department than hearts, Aimt Ndly.” 

“The proper place for the hand is on the heart,” said Aunt 
Ndly lightly. “Come along, Miss Gherrington.” 

They returned to the drawing-room, but it was empty, and the 
bridge players had gone to bed. There was a chorus of good- 
nights at the foot of &e staircase. 

“I’ll turn the lights out, Antony,” Eustace heard Dick say, as 
the others were drifting up. “And here’s what I owe you on the 
evening,” He took something from his pocket. 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter, Dick,” said Antony. 

“Yes, it does,” said Dick, “I should have daimed it from you. 
Gk)od-night, Antony; good-night, Eustace.” 
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Antony and Eustace walked across the courtyard. The moon 
shone through a slight haze, the night was deliciously warm. The 
sense of privacy and relsixation that Eustace always enjoyed with 
Antony came like balm after the varied and tumultuous impres- 
sions of the evening. 

“Did you and Dick have a bet on the game?” Eustace asked. 

“Yes, he always likes a stake,” said Antony. “He would have 
had something on if we*d been playing Postman’s Kjiock.” 

As they reached their doorway, which reminded Eustace of the 
entrance to a college staircase, Antony said, “I think I maligned 
Dick to you. He isn’t so bad. He was really rather fun this 
evening.” 

“I was surprised that he called Hilda by her Christian name,” 
said Eustace, turning on the light to go into his room. “When did 
he begin to do that?” 

“He said he couldn’t teach her the game unless he did,” said 
Antony. “He made quite a thing about it. You don’t mind, do 
you?” 

Eustace thought a moment. 

“No, not at aU. I felt a little funny when he said it. I don’t 
know why.” 

“He’s not a bad sort of chap,” said Antony. “Of course, he 
doesn’t want one to know what he’s really like. All that patter is 
a kind of smoke-screen. I think he was really sorry about your 
sister’s hands,” 

“He seemed to be,” said Eustace, “I didn’t see them properly.” 

He remembered that his good-night to Hilda had been a mere 
conventional salute. All the evening he had been trying to get a 
special message through to her, and always, it seemed, she had 
been looking the other way. 

“I should hate it if she was really hurt,” he said anxiously, “I 
was responsible for her coming here in a way. It would be awful 
if she had really injured herself and couldn’t go back to work.” 

“Oh, I shouldn’t bother,” Antony stifled a yawn and smiled in 
apology. “Lady Nelly woiild look after her. She is an angel, isn’t 
she? How did you find her after dinner?” 

“Quite irresistible.” Eustace fdt this was the right thing to say. 
“I’ll tdl you all about it to-morrow.” 

When Antony had gone, the thought of the invitation to 
Venice flooded Eustace with happiness. So overpowering was the 
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sensation that he could hardly get undressed. Each garment as he 
shed it seemed to bring him nearer to his goal. But when he got 
into bed doubts began to rise. What would they say? What 
would Aunt Sarah say to a proposal that had so little the appear- 
ance of taking life seriously? And what would Hilda say — Hilda, 
who didn’t like to let a day pass without some effort that taxed 
her to the utmost? While he was lounging in a gondola, she 
would be bearding a Board of Directors. 

‘But how did you come to injure your hands, Miss Cherring- 
ton?’ 

‘Oh, I did that at Anchorstone Hall. It was just a game, rather 
a rough game, too rough for my brother Eustace, so I played 
instead of him.’ 

‘But didn’t he attend to your hands afterwards?’ 

‘Oh no, he left that to Lady Nelly Staveley — a society woman. 
She did her best, of course, but it wasn’t the way a professional 
would have done it’ 

‘We sincerely hope you’ll recover the use of, at any rate, one 
of your hands, Miss Cherrington — otherwise, of course, we shall 
be obliged 

‘Oh, I’m sure I shall, if you give me time.’ 

Perhaps Hilda was still with Lady Nelly; perhaps Lady Nelly 
had gone down to the housekeeper’s room to find some lint. The 
passages would be m darkness; how would she find the way? 
The clock struck one. Hilda’ll in her own room now, thought 
Eustace; I ought to go to her; I can soon put my clothes on, or 
just wear my dressing-gown. But I should look very fimny if they 
caught me wandering about so late, striking matches and drop- 
ping the heads everywhere. 

There were so many doors in the corridor, that was the trouble, 
and he had no idea which was Hilda’s. Ah, she would have left 
her shoes outside the door, her blue shoes; he would know them 
because he had helped her to choose them. But none of the doors 
had shoes outside, for this was a private house, and to put one’s 
shoes outside the door would be a social solecism. Still, he mustn’t 
give up the quest; he couldn’t rest till he had seen Hilda’s hands; 
he must try every door. But what would they say, what would 
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Lady Staveley say, for instance, if he came creeping into her 
room? She would think he was mad, and scream, and raise the 
house, and perhaps he would spend the rest of the night in a dun- 
geon, before being taken away the next morning imdcr a guard. 
Never mind, he must find Hilda and ask if she was in great pain 
and tell her how sorry he was. 

But surely these were Hilda’s shoes? She didn’t know the rule 
about not putting shoes outside your door. He would have to tell 
her some time. But perhaps no one had seen them except the 
servants, who would laugh a little, but not think seriously the 
worse of her. 

The handle turned easily and noiselessly, and he went in. 

But could this be Hilda’s room when Dick was sitting on the 
bed clad only in his pyjama trousers? 

He rose from the bed and moved slowly towards Eustace, his 
eyes glittering in the moonlight, 

T was expecting you,’ he said. T knew you’d come sneaking 
in.’ 

T’m looking for Hilda,’ said Eustace wildly. ‘Haven’t you 
made a mistake? Isn’t this her room?’ 

‘It’s you who’ve made the mistake,’ said Dick, coming 
nearer, . . . 

Eustace woke with a start. There was a thin strip of sunlight 
on the wall and the birds were singing. Greatly relieved, he fell 
asleep again. 



Chapter IX 

Hilda's Hands 


AT the stroke of nine Sir John Staveley laid his cap and 
stick on their accustomed chair in the Banqueting Hall. 
The room was empty, but a glance at the table showed 
him that someone had already breakfasted. He went to 
the great window and looked across the wide lawn. The heads 
of the rhododendrons and azaleas, white, crimson and orange, 
still looked heavy with sleep. Unconsciously making allowance 
for the ever-oplimistic forecast of the amber-tinted glass, he 
knew that none the less this was going to be an exceptionally fine 
day. 

Turning back, he went down the steps into the body of the 
hall. Heaping his plate with bacon and eggs, he returned to the 
dais and sat down. At that moment his wife came in. 

“Good-morning, my dear.” He rose and kissed her. “Is this 
too substantial for you?” — he waved to the eggs and bacon. 

“Yes, I think it is,” said Lady Staveley. “I’ll get something 
myself, if you don’t mind.” 

“Qjoite a good game of bridge we had,” he remarked when she 
came back. “But it was a pity you didn’t return my heart 
lead.” 

“I couldn’t know you had the Queen,” said Lady Staveley 
defensively. 

“You must have known I had something, or I shouldn’t have 
declared an original No Trump.” 

An expression of uneasy vagueness crossed Lady Staveley’s 
face. “I expect I was thinking about something else,” she 
said. 

“Well, you shouldn’t have been. Bridge isn’t like a game. 
Monica wasn’t up to her usual form, either. Pity Dick doesn’t 
really care for bridge.” 

L»ady Staveley looked at the tell-tale crumbs. 

“Has he been down already?” 

37B 
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‘‘Somebody has — ^might have been anyone,” said Sir John, 
“when you fill the house with strangers.” 

“You seemed to enjoy talking to Miss Chenington at dinner 
last night,” said Lady Staveley. 

Sir John sat up and took hold of the lapels of his coat, which 
was a Sunday version of his country wear, and hardly distinguish- 
able from it. 

“Striking-looking young woman, isnH she? A bit shy to begin 
with, but she talked away all right about that hospital of hers. I 
nearly promised her a subscription.” 

“Did she ask you for one?” 

“Oh Lord, no; but it’s clear she’s going all out to make the 
thing a success. Doesn’t seem to care much about anything else — 
rather remarkable in a young girl, don’t you think?” 

“She’s not so very young,” said Lady Staveley. “Her brother 
told me she was nearly four years older than he is.” 

“What did you make of him?” Sir John’s nose wrinkled. “Bit 
namby-pamby, what?” 

“He’s very easy to talk to,” Lady Staveley said. “We had quite 
a good gossip about books. He’s a little too eager to please for my 
taste. He seemed anxious about his sister — ^he kept looking across 
to see how she was getting on.” 

“I don’t blame him,” said Sir John. “CJood-looking girl like 
that.” He checked his laugh midway, and they were both silent 
for a moment. “I wonder what the others did with themselves 
after dinner,” he went on; and then, as the door opened, “Ah, 
here’s Anne, she can tell us.” 

“What can I tell you?” inquired Anne, when she had greeted 
her parents. 

“How you all occupied yoxirsdves while we were playing 
bridge.” 

“Well,” said Anne, from the chafing-dish, “I can’t tell you 
what Aunt Nelly and Mr. Cherrington did, because we left them 
sitting on the sofa.” 

“I expect they had a heart-to-heart talk,” said Lady Staveley. 
“And what did you do?” 

“Need you ask?” said Anne. “Dick made us play billiard- 
fives. Look at my hands.” 

She held them up. 

“Poor darling!” 
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“I don’t expect you were hitting the ball the right way,” said 
Sir John robustly. “If you hit with your hand flat, of course 
you’ll hurt yourself.” 

“I don’t hit with my hand flat, Papa.” 

“It’s a barbarous game, anyway, and ruinous to the table,” 
said Sir John. “Not that anyone plays billiards nowadays — ^too 
slow for ’em, I suppose. Who won?” 

“Antony and I, by a very short head,” said Anne. “Dick tried 
to cheat us of our victory, but he didn’t succeed.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t say those things about Dick,” said his 
mother. 

“It was only in fun.” 

“I know, but strangers mightn’t understand.” 

“You mean, they might understand.” 

“Now, now,” said Sir John. “But how did Miss Chcrrington 
shape?” 

“I take it she played with Dick?” put in Lady Stavdey. 

“Well, my dear, who else could she have played with?” 

“She played most valiantly,” said Anne. “I won’t say she 
played gracefully, or with style, or that Papa would have ap- 
proved of the way she hit the ball. But she played as hard as she 
could all the time.” 

“I thought she would.” Sir John looked pleased. “But didn’t 
Dick show her how to hold her hand?” he asked indignantly. 

“Yes, he did, Papa, more than once; but strange as it may seem 
to you, it isn’t always easy to remember the first time you play. 
She knocked her hands about a good deal, I’m afraid, but she 
didn’t complain.” 

“She’s used to rough work, I expect,” said Lady Staveley. 

“Poor girl, I hope you gave her some stuff to put on her hands. 
Powdered alum’s the best. She ought to practise a bit this morn- 
ing, gently I mean, just to harden them up and take the stiffness off.” 

“I’m sure she won’t want to do anything of the kind, Papa. 
You really have the most surprising ideas of what people will 
want to do. I doubt if she’ll ever look at a billiard-table again.” 

Lady Stavdey’s face brightened a little. 

“You don’t think she really enjoyed it?” 

“I wouldn’t say that,” said Anne. “In fact, I think she enjoyed 
it more than any of us. But I don’t imagine she wants to do it aU 
the time.” 
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“Monica could take her place this evening— that is, if Miss 
Cherrington plays bridge,” said Sir John thoughtfully. “Where is 
Monica, by the way? She always comes down so early,” 

“She’s got a bit of a headache and is having breakfast in bed.” 

“Monica? A headache?” 

“Well, Papa, we all have headaches sometimes,” 

“She didn’t have one last night.” 

“How do you know? She may have been suffering agonies. I 
expect you were too busy playing bridge to notice.” 

“I thought she looked a litde tired,” said Lady Staveley. 

“I never heard of Monica being tired,” said Sir John with an 
aggrieved air. “Perhaps Cherrington plays bridge? Though he 
doesn’t look as if he would. . . . And, of course, Antony doesn’t. 
He would have to stop talking.” 

“We’ll arrange a rubber for you somehow, won’t we, Mama?” 
said Anne soothingly. 

“Meanwhile, we’ve got to get through the day,” Sir John said, 
unappeased. “I suppose the Gherringtons will go to church? Or 
arc they heathens?” 

“Mr. Cherrington said he woidd like to walk along the sands 
to see the places where he and his sister used to play when they 
were children. He was so funny about it, he seemed to think it 
might be against the rules,” said Anne, smiling at the remem* 
brance. 

“Odd thing to want to do,” said Sir John. 

Lady Staveley looked up. 

“No, my dear, very natural. And, of course, he’d want his 
sister to go with him. They could do that in the afternoon. Per- 
haps they’d like to renew their recollections of the town and have 
tea there — ^we could send the car in to fetch them.” 

Sir John’s eyes looked very blue under his sandy, wiry eye- 
brows. 

“Mustn’t seem as if we wanted to get rid of ’em. Besides, we 
don’t know what plans Dick may have.” 

“No, we don’t,” said Lady Staveley thoughtfully. 

“Dick said something about asking them to stay till Tuesday,” 
Anne remarked. 

“What, the whole boiling?” cried Sir John, aghast. 

“No, Mr. Cherrington and his sister.” 

“What on earth shoidd we do with them?” 
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‘‘People don’t always want things done to them. Papa.” 

“We can ask them, of course, if Dick wishes it,” said Lady 
Staveley. “But I imagine that Miss Cherrington will have to 
return to her duties.” 

“Pity for a pretty girl like that to be a hospital nurse,” said Sir 
John. 

“Oh, they’re often pretty,” said Lady Staveley. “Don’t tell me 
you haven’t noticed that.” 

“She isn’t a hospital nurse,” said Anne. “She’s secretary to a 
Children’s Clinic. There’s a lot of difference.” 

“I beheve Anne likes the girl,” said Sir John. 

“I don’t understand her,” said Anne. “She’s like no one I’ve 
ever met — don’t mean in the social sense — ^in any sense. But I 
own I am intrigued by her. I don’t think she cares much about 
people, though.” 

“What makes you think that^” Lady Staveley asked. “She’s 
rather farouche, of course, and a little, well, ungracious some- 
times in her manner.” 

“That’s partly shyness, Mama, and she may not approve of the 
way we live. But I don’t think she realises people much — I don’t 
think she knows what’s going on round her.” 

“Well, what is going on round her^” demanded Sir John, his 
eyebrows betraying some impatience with Anne’s efforts to 
analyse Hilda’s character. 

“Nothing, we hope, except the usual dull routine of an Anchor- 
stone Saturday to Monday,” said Lady Staveley. “Ah, here’s 
Victor.” 

Partly in order not to be late, partly in order to see Anchorstone 
Hall in the morning freshness that was breathing through his 
window, partly in the hope of stealing a march on the others, for 
he shrank from the thought of a crowded breakfast-table, Eustace 
hurried over his dressing. But his main object was to sec Hilda 
and find out about the state of her hands before she got barricaded 
from him by the rest of the party. He was so used to talking to her 
alone that in the presence of other people he found nothing to 
say to her, and became painfully shy. 

Outside in the quadrangle, xmder the blue dock which said 
twenty to nine, Eustace considered what would be the best 
moment to run the gauntlet of ladies returning from their baths 



The Sixth Heaven 383 

and ladies® maids (of whom he envisaged a great number) dis- 
creetly hurrying to and fro — at some point in which Hilda was, 
A cook in a white hat emerged from a door on the left of the 
Banqueting Hall, looked round, and retreated, Eustace sighed. 
There was so much to absorb, to get used to. Perhaps it would be 
best to eat first and act afterwards. He went towards the Banquet- 
ing Hall. Perhaps he would find Hilda there. 

But she wasn’t. He had the sunny room to himself, and came 
out no nearer to the solution of his problem. Five minutes to nine 
seemed a particularly impromising moment to go m search of 
Hilda — the very moment at which all bedroom doors would be 
flying open to discharge their occupants. 

‘Good-morning, Mr. Cherrington. Can I help you^ You look 
rather lost.® 

‘Oh, I was just looking for my sister Hilda, she’s somewhere 
along here, you know.® 

‘Well, don’t go in there, that’s Lady Staveley’s bathroom.® 

‘What about this one?® 

‘That’s my room, if you don’t mind.® 

‘Oh, I’m so sorry, I’ll try a little farther along. It is rather 
confusing, isn’t it, all these doors?’ 

‘I suppose it must be, the first time you come. . . . No, that’s 
no good, that’s a W.C.’ 

Eustace’s imaginary interlocutor began to laugh, not very 
pleasantly. 

‘Oh dear, what a lot of mistakes I make.® 

‘Yes, you haven’t been very lucky so far, have you^ Try the 
passage on the right.® 

If only Antony had been awake when he came down! But he 
was asleep in a great tornado of bed-clothes, beside his untasted 
tea, and Eustace hadn’t the heart to wake him. 

The agitation of his thoughts had taken his steps through the 
gate in Ae railing and into the garden. He turned to the right, 
away from the Banqueting Hall. This was the new part, despised 
by Antony. What rows of windows^ Hilda must be behind one of 
them. If only he could transfer a thought to her, a hint that she 
should hang a towel out, as had once been done at Glamis 
Castle. But that wouldn’t make it much easier, inside, to find 
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which room the towd belonged to. Eustace wondered if Anchor- 
stone Hall was haunted, and if so, by what sort of ghost. Dick 
would certainly say it was, and invent a ghost on the spur of the 
moment. One couldn’t associate him with a ghost, he was too 
corporeal. Ghostly and bodily. Perhaps more easily with a devil? 

Eustace followed the path to the right under some chestnuts. 
The path was not much used: it was earthy and dank; this was 
not the show side of the house, perhaps the chestnuts had been 
planted to hide it. Here the screen stopped; here the new part 
ended in a plain Georgian front which was perhaps the library. 
It was a relief, after the self-conscious Elizabethanism of the 
Victorian wing. Now came a bridge over the stream that fed the 
moat. The rivulet wandered away rather charmingly through 
banks of azaleas, as though it had finished its military service and 
returned to civil life, 

A tubby boat of nondescript bxiild, with the paint peeling off, 
was moored to the bank. Inside lay a paddle, and Eustace was 
tempted to embark and drift downstream on the bright, shallow 
water through the azaleas, until he came out into the open sea. 
A line from Emily Bronte slid into his mind: ‘Eternally, entirely 
free.* How soothing to be borne away, with no volition of hk 
own, past gardens with trim lawns and brick embankments, past 
backyards with washing hanging from the line, through corn- 
fields and allotments, under elders and alders — a. landscape that 
alternated perpetually between the inhabited and the im- 
inhabited, the desert and the sown. Now the stream is going 
faster; ahead, look, it divides — ^what is that noise, that deep, 
grinding noise? It must be a mill, a water-mill, and he hadn’t 
seen the danger in time; he was heading straight for the grim 
stone building, stretched across the stream, blank and windowless 
above, but below pierced with black, roundheaded holes where 
the mill-wheels turned. The boat would not answer to the paddle ; 
it swung sideways and hastened to its doom. And suddenly Hilda 
was with him in the boat: they were together, like Tom and 
Maggie TuUiver in the ‘MiU on the Floss’. 

Eustace looked again at the boat and laughed to think of the 
melodramatic end he had imagined for his voyage. The little 
craft renewed its invitation: he stepped down the bank and found 
that it was chained to a stake, and padlocked. Never mind, he 
would ask Dick for the key. 
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Crossing a bridge, he found himself in line with the front of the 
house, the famous front that was illustrated in railway carriages 
and books on house architecture. He walked out into the park to 
have a good view. 

It was early Jacobean, he supposed, and rather like the front 
of a college, with the tower over the gateway and the wings 
flanking it. Flints were embedded in the grey stone, dark, spark- 
ling points in the ashen-coloured wall. No trouble here to identify 
his bedroom: his window was on the left of the oriel window, 
which was Antony’s. Mentally he marked it with a cross. Yes, 
Stephen, that is my window, Ae window of the room I sleep in 
when I’m staying at Anchorstone Hall. How patiently the cen- 
turies had waited for his coming! They were still alive, im- 
prisoned in that proud building. Uplifted, he stared at the mass 
of time-resisting masonry; and the outline of the space of which 
it robbed the sky was becoirdng printed on his mmd when he was 
gradually aware of another shadow in the background. Around, 
above, beyond the silhouette of Anchorstone Hall, dwarfing that 
nice little place, towered the tremendous walls of Whaplode. 

Eustace crossed the bridge over the moat and received a salute 
from the janitor in his top-hat. Returning the salute, he followed 
the path under the windows. They came down low enough for 
him to see in. There, on an indoor ledge, were the hdmets 
Antony had spoken of: three of them, one lying on its side; they 
looked forgotten and at once romantic and slightly ridiculous, 
with their air of dusty defiance, of issuing a challenge which had 
expired centuries ago, and which no one, not even a housemaid, 
took up. 

Eustace turned the comer, leaving the stream, no longer 
canalised for defence, to throw a wide, shining crescent of water, 
almost a lake, between the garden and the park. Grey stone gave 
place to red; the path dipped; he was below the windows of the 
Banqueting Hall, too far below, he was glad to think, to be visible 
to the bre^asters. Towards the end of the wide lawn a wooden 
bridge with spokes, half Chippendale, half Chinese, led to an 
opening which must be the flower-garden, for through the gap 
came a burst of brightness and flashes of white and red. Declining 
its invitation, Eustace went straight on and suddenly found him- 
self standing on the edge of a litde ruin. From the uncut grass, 
now nearly grown to hay, rose here a pillar, there a fragment of 
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wall. Much was upright, but more was lying flat; some of the 
stones were quite embedded in the grass, which flowed round and 
over them like water. That long stone with a cross on it might 
have been a coflSn lid; the broken octagon, with a criss-cross 
moulding much weathered, standing on a pedestal, must have 
been a font. On one side the ruins were bounded by the wall of 
the Banqueting Hall; clinging to its pinkish face were fragments 
of tracery, bosses, corbels, capitals; some had caught the rain and 
were crusted with moss; here a door seemed to have been filled 
in, there a window. Eustace tried to see the logical connection of 
these remnants, and make a mental reconstruction of the wall as 
it must once have looked ; but the clues were all at different levels ; 
the door was half-way up the wall, the window disappeared into 
the ground: nothing fitted. Perhaps there had been a crypt. 

“Taking a look round?” said a voice behind him. 

Eustace turned with a start. Dick Staveley was standing there; 
he was leaning on the font, with his arms crossed. 

“Pm afraid I was,” said Eustace, always apt to apologise for 
any activity, however blameless. “I was tr^ng to see how all that 
tracery fitted in. This was a chapel, I suppose?” 

“You’re right; lots of little Staveleys have been baptised in this 
font,” Dick said. “But at the time of Ae Reformation the Staveley 
of the day became such an ardent Protestant that he pulled the 
chapel down and used the stones for building purposes.” 

“What a vandal!” Eustace hoped this was not too strong a 
word to use of Dick’s ancestor. 

“Yes, and it’s said he had the site deconsecrated; do you smell a 
religious spring-cleaning?” 

“I can’t say I do,” saidrEustace. “It seems a charming place, 
and full of atmosphere. I should come here often, if it belonged 
to me.” 

“I like it too,” said Dick unexpectedly, “better than a church 
witharoof. . . . Are you going to church, by the way? There’s no 
compulsion.” 

“I thought I would,” Eustace said; “but first I wanted to get 
hold of Hilda and ask her how her hands are, only I didn’t know 
which was her bedroom.” 

“I could have told you,” said Dick. “But in any case, you 
would have found her name on the door.” 

“Of course!” cried Eustace. “What a fool I am,” 
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Realising that if he had used his common sense he would have 
spared himself a great deal of 'worry, he was overcome with 
vexation and self-reproach. 

“I don’t suppose you’ve seen her?” he said. 

Dick strmghtened himself slightly on the font. 

“Not this mormng. I must ask her about her hands too. Is she 
a church-goer?” 

Eustace thought a moment. 

“No, she doesn’t go to church much. She’s not religious in the 
conventional sense.” 

“I thought she might be,” said Dick from across the font. 

Since the last evening Eustace had pictured him as always in 
violent motion, and was surprised that he could stand so still. 

“She has very strong principles, though, and high standards,” 
said Eustace, astonished to find himself talking so intimately to 
Dick. “But they’re more to do “with working hard, and doing 
good in the world— you know what I mean.” 

“Yes, I think I get you,” Dick said. 

“She judges people by the work they get done,” Eustace went 
on. 

“Not by the way they conduct their private lives?” 

“No,” said Eustace. “I don’t think she thinkg much about 
that.” 

“But I suppose she has a private life of her o'wn?” 

Eustace hesitated. 

“With us, of course, in the family, she has. Outside the family, 
she doesn’t seem to tike much interest in people except as they 
affect her work at the clinic.” He paused. Talking of Hilda, he 
heard himself using a special voice, deeper than his own, pompous 
almost. He could not speak of her lightly, tiy as he would. 
“Purely personal relationships 'woxdd seem a form of self-indul- 
gence to her, I fancy,” he went on. “Of course, I don’t know.” 

“You mean, she wouldn’t take them very seriously?” said 
Dick; and before Eustace coixld answer, he added, “Doesn’t she 
interest herself in yours?” 

Eustace coloured. His life suddenly seemed bare of interesting 
personal rdationships. But he did not want Dick to think so. 

“Oh no,” he said airily. “She leaves me to go my own way.” 

How untrue that was; and yet in the sense Dick meant, it was 
true. 
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“And you leave her to go hers? You don’t feel you ought to 
play the heavy father to her?” 

Eustace laughed. 

“It wouldn’t be any good me trying. You see, she’s a good deal 
older than I am. Even my father, when he was alive, never 
exercised much parental control over her, and Mother died while 
she was a child.” 

“So you’re all alone in the world — orphans of the storm?” 

“Except for my younger sister, who’s married now, and my 
aunt, who makes a home for us. We have no other near relations.” 

“I see,” said Dick. “No one to mind what you do.” He leaned 
over the font and, taking hold of a bit of masonry that stuck out, 
tooth-like, from the gash in its side, wrenched the fragment off. 

To Eustace it was as if the stone cried out, and he could not 
hide the pain he felt. 

“Don’t distress yourself,” said Dick, smiling, “it would have 
had to come off, anyhow. I’m just forestalling wind and weather.” 
He threw the fragment playfully at Eustace, who caught and put 
it in his pocket. 

“Is your sister as fond of old places as you are?” 

Eustace wondered what answer Dick would want him to make. 

“I don’t think she is,” he said. “Of course, she might learn to 
be. But she thinks things ought to be shaken up. She likes 
chaise and distrusts the status quo; she looks forward not back.” 

“She doesn’t let the past worry her?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace. “She puts it clean out of her mind.” 

“She cuts her losses, in fact. Very sensible of her. Tell me,” 
Dick went on, “at this clinic of hers does she give parties and 
beanos and so on? Excuse me asking you all these questions, but 
I always like to know how my friends live. I’m full of curiosity, 
I’m afraid.” 

“Oh yes,” said Eustace. “She arranges entertainments for the 
children, Christmas trees and conjxirers, and picnics in the 
smmner.” 

“But nothing more — ^more adult? No dances for the staff, or 
cocktail parties for the parents, or midnight foUies for the doc- 
tors?” 

Eustace laughed. 

“If she does, she hasn’t told me. She’s not fond of dancing, and 
she doesn’t care for entertainments as such. They’re like a bazaar 
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to her, or a flag-day; she works hard to make them a success, and 
then they’re over till the next one comes.” 

“A clean slate again.” 

"Yes, I suppose so.” 

Eustace took a glance at the portiait of Hilda which, with Dick 
guiding the pencil, seemed to be growing under his hand. It was 
not quite the Hilda he knew, this self-reliant young woman who 
was always cutting her losses and wiping the slate clean; but it 
had many of her characteristics. Above all, it seemed to please 
Dick, and Eustace was always pleased to please. 

"Why should we stand?” said Dick suddenly. "Let’s sit down. 
You look a bit tired. Feeling all right?” 

AU at once Eustace was conscious of feeling tired, and at the 
same time he was touched that Dick had noticed it. Picking their 
way through the long grass and the debris, they came to the 
remains of a sedilia and sat down. It was an austere kind of 
seat. 

"Damned imcomfortable these old monks must have been,” 
Dick said. "Still, we shall be able to bear it for a minute or two. 
You’re not in a hurry to go?” 

"No,” said Eustace. "I should like just to have a word with 
Hilda before we go to church.” 

"Oh, you’ll have plenty of time for that. . . . Smoke?” 

Eustace took a cigarette from Dick’s gold cigarette-case. 

"Must be a long time ago we met you and your sister on the 
sands,” Dick said. 

“Fourteen or fifteen years,” said Eustace. 

"As much as that? Funny I should remember it so clearly.” 

"I do too,” said Eustace. "I could find the exact place. In 
fact, I was going to ask you if you’d mind if Hilda and I walked 
there this afternoon, just to see what it was like.” 

Dick seemed amused at this request. 

"Of course. We could all go, if you like, and take our shrimp- 
ing nets. I dare say we could find some. Unless” — ^Dick paused — 
"unless they happen to have made some other plan.” 

"Oh, in that case cried Eustace. 

“W^, we’ll see. Do you remember Nancy Steptoe, the girl 
who was with us that day?” 

"Yes indeed,” said Eustace. "I’ve often wondered what 
happened to her.” 
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"She married a smart-looking chap called Alberic,’’ said Dick; 
"but he turned out no good, I donH know whether they’re still 
together. Better not to marry, don’t you think?” 

Memories of Barbara’s rather hugger-mugger but happy- 
seeming nuptials drifted into Eustace’s mind. 

"Oh, I don’t know,” he said. 

Dick pulled up a piece of grass and sucked it. 

"I notice you haven’t taken the plunge,” he said. 

"I’m not in a position to,” Eustace answered, "yet.” 

"I guarantee,” said Dick, "you’ll have more fiin sunning your- 
self on the Lido with Aunt Nelly than you would setting up a 
house and paying people to push perambulators.” 

"Oh, did Lady Nelly tell you about that?” said Eustace. 

"Yes, you made quite a hit with her, you know. Charming 
woman — ^but I’m sure she’s been a lot happier since my lamented 
uncle died. He was a mill-stone round her neck. Never let 
yourself get tied up, that’s my motto. It seems to be the motto of 
a good many people in this house.” 

Just as he spoke Sir John and Lady Staveley came through the 
iron gate and passed close by without noticing them. Though 
they were waling in the opposite direction, they had the dedi- 
cated and purposeful air of people going to church. 

"There, you see,” Eustace ventured to say. 

"Well, yes. My father always likes to be ten minutes early for 
church, so Mama has to be too, to oblige him. It all ends in 
that.” 

"What does?” asked Eustace. 

"Marriage. Unless it first goes on the rocks.” 

"Well,” said Eustace vaguely, "I suppose there has to be a 
certain amount of give and take.” 

As soon as he had uttered this remark he was ashamed of its 
triteness. At Oxford his friends might have quoted it against him, 
‘Eustace says there has to be a certain amount of give and take in 
marriage.’ He would have had to live it down. But Dick did not 
appear to be conversationally fastidious, for he only said, "That 
sort of bargaining doesn’t appeal to me. HuUo,” he added, "the 
bells have begun. Did you think of going to church? There’s no 
compulsion, mind.” 

The sound of the peal filled the air with an irresistible sense of 
Sunday, which Dick’s tweed suit had somehow banished 
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Eustace’s mind. He had meant to go, but he felt something was 
hanging on the conversation and did not want to break it off. 

"'‘Were you going^” he temporised, 
might, for a consideration.” 

“What would that be?” asked Eustace. 

Getting no answer, Eustace turned his head and saw that Dick, 
forgetful of his presence, was staring across the lawn to where, 
through the gap in the hedge, the gay, seductive colours of the 
garden gleamed. Over the grass the light, irregular interplay of 
voices reached them, mingling with the rhythmic sinking and 
swelling of the bells. But the speakers were invisible. 

“Sounds like the girls,” said Dick. “Ah, there they are.” 

As they came through the gap in their bright flowery dresses 
they seemed to bring the freshness of the garden with them. On 
the chinoiserie bridge they stopped and looked down into the 
water. 

Leaning this way and that, their slender arms continuing the 
pattern of the delicate spokes below, they made a charming 
picture. 

“They look like dryads,” exclaimed Eustace. 

“I wouldn’t call Monica a dryad,” said Dick, not taking his 
eyes off the little group, “or Anne, either, bless her. Your sister, 
yes.” 

“Oh, do you think so?” cried Eustace. “That reminds me, I 
must go and ask her about her hands, and tell her about this 
afternoon,” 

He started up, but Dick said, *‘Wait a moment. Don’t let them 
see we’ve seen them.” 

The trio drifted across the lawn, Hilda in the middle. Eustace 
was pleased to see that her dress, though again somehow more 
emphatic than theirs, obviously had the same intention, even if 
more loudly proclaimed, and she kept in step with them, although 
the spring of her stride seemed cramped by strolling. Their faces 
looked friendly, almost respectful, as they turned towards her, 
while hers had the air it so often wore with strangers, of explaining 
something. If their conversation had not gone beyond the ques- 
tion and answer stage, at any rate they were not silent. 

When they were hidden from view behind the angle of the 
Banqueting Hall Eustace got up again and said, “I think I’ll run 
after Hilda now. I shall just catch her before she goes to church.” 
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Dick had not taken his eyes off the place where the dryads were 
last seen. 

“I shouldn’t interrupt their girlish confidences,” he said, look- 
ing up at Eustace and not ofTering to move. “They’re getting to 
know each other, and young women don’t find that easy. Won’t 
your message wait till after church?” 

“I suppose it will,” said Eustace uneasily. 

“Then sit down again and tell me some more.” 

Feeling he had betrayed a trust, Eustace obediently re-seated 
himself on the pinkish stone. 

“What shall I teU you?” 

“Tell me about the first man who was in love with your sister.” 
The question staggered Eustace. It seemed unfair, against the 
rules, below the belt, the kind of question no gentleman would 
ask. In the passing of thirty seconds he discarded as many 
answers. 

“In love with her?” he repeated. 

“Yes.” 

“I couldn’t tell you,” said Eustace slowly, trying to keep re- 
sentment out of his voice, 

“You couldn’t? You must be very unobservant. Well, the 
first man who kissed her, then.” 

Amid the confusion of his thoughts, Eustace suddenly realised 
that the bells had stopped ringing, all except one, which went on 
monotonously repeating its summons until his brain seemed to 
throb beneath the strokes. 

“I don’t think any man has, except me,” he said. 

“Oh, come,” said Dick, polite but incredulous. He rose un- 
hurriedly from the stone, brushed himself cursorily, and fixing on 
Eustace, whose expression had got quite out of control, a look of 
sceptical amusement, he added, “you can tell me as we go.” 

The hanmer strokes were ringing in Eustace’s head. 

“I’ve left something in my room,” he muttered. “You go on. 
I’ll catch you up.” 

“As you like,” said Dick, almost indifferently, “you know 
where the church is,” and they parted. 

‘Enter not into judgment with Thy servant, O Lord, for in Thy 
sight shall no man living be justified.’ 

Making as little noise as he could, Eustace shut the iron-studded 
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door and sat down breathless in the nearest pew. The unpunc- 
tuality that he deplored and dreaded had again overtaken him. 
The very principle of lateness moved faster than he did : it always 
caught him up. Why had he felt obliged to go to his room, just 
because he had told Dick he was going? To make his excuse seem 
genuine, he supposed. A childish piece of self-deception, for Dick 
knew as well as he did that he had nothing to go for. Yet his 
conscience, or whatever did duty for it, had demanded that he 
should climb right up to his room and after searching his mind 
for something to remember, decide on another half-crown for the 
collection. Well, now he had brought it he would have to give it, 
and that would be a lesson to him. Eustace felt abased. 

‘'Enter not into judgment with Thy servant, O Lord.’ 

The party from Anchorstone Hall were sitting in the choir, on 
both sides of it apparently; through the painted screen, mutilated 
but lovely, he cotild see Sir John and Lady Staveley and Anne, 
and Dick at the end; the others must be facing them. He could 
not see Hilda, and not seeing her he was more than ever cut off 
from communion with her thoughts. She was not religious, at 
least she received no support from religion; if anything, she lent 
religion her support. She was so self-sufficient, so used to doing 
things for other people, that even religion could do nothing for 
her. Was that spiritual pride? Even to offer a prayer for her 
seemed an impertinence, or at any rate an irrelevance, just as it 
would be to offer a prayer for a saint. In childhood Eustace had 
always prayed for her, and he found himself wanting to now; but 
to pray for her was an admission of her fallibility, and Eustace’s 
conception of her as infallible confused his thoughts. And for 
what benefit should he intercede? 

He looked round him. There were about fifty people in a 
church that would easily have held five hundred. They would 
know he was a stranger, of course, but they would not know he 
was a guest at the Hall, because he was not sitting in the seats of 
the mighty, but in the body of the church with fishermen, farm- 
labourers and such — or with their wives, for only a few men were 
present. These looked so conscious of their collars that you 
could tell they wore them but once a week. Eustace felt like a 
first-class passenger whom circumstances had obliged to travel 
third. 

Perhaps his host and hostess would be annoyed, and imagine 
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that by segregating himself he was advertising socialist opinions. 
He might have broken an important convention by not sitting 
with them. He would come out carrying some invisible but per- 
ceptible stigma of proletarianism. Moreover, he would miss see- 
ing the back of the choir screen which was the glory of Anchor- 
stone church. All things considered, he had better have kept 
away. Xo doubt he woxildn’t have come if he hadn’t hoped to 
make a good impression on the Staveleys, and be gaped at by 
yokels as he sat in a feudal and privileged position on the horns of 
the altar. 

‘Enter not into judgment with Thy servant, O Lord.’ 

He had been half angry, or at any rate surprised, when Dick 
asked him that question about Hilda. What question? No 
matter. Better not think about it here. But why not? What more 
natural for a man like Dick to ask a question like that? Stephen 
too had asked him a lot of questions, but not that one. At Oxford 
Eustace lived in a specialised society that didn’t ask such ques- 
tions. But they asked others which would have seemed just as 
surprising, no doubt, to Dick, and probably in still worse 
taste. In the war, in the Ministry of Labour, in the wide world, 
which included his tightly collared fellow-worshippers in this very 
church, that question (no matter what it was !) was often asked — 
not perhaps about his, but about other men’s sisters. How childish 
to take flight or umbrage, as if no one had ever been — ^well — 
kissed, as if Barbara and her Jimmy had never got married ! 
Would he have minded if Dick or anyone else had asked him who 
was the first man to kiss Barbara? No, he would have laughed, 
and felt rather pleased, and proud of Barbara’s many conquests. 
A kind of crust had formed round his relationship with Hilda, 
impervious to air and sunlight, banishing humour, making for 
stiffness. What right had he to fasten on Hilda feelings which he 
only imagined for her? He ought to be grateful to Dick, not 
annoyed with him. A shrine was one thing, but a shrine was for 
the dead not the living. 

I must see Miss FothcrgiU’s grave, he thought, as soon as the 
service is over. There’ll just be time, while they are coming out, 
and then I can catch Hilda up, and find out about her hands, and 
ask her how she’s getting on, and where her room is, and say 
anything else that occurs to me. 

‘Enter not into judgment with Thy servant, O Lord.’ 
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With the conviction of his own unworthiness Eustace's resent- 
ment against Dick passed. 

Self-abasement brought peace of mind. Ceasing to criticise 
others, he ceased to feel at odds with himself, and began to listen 
to the service, which by now was half-way through. 

But he miscalculated the time it would take the manorial party 
to get out of church. Standing by the marble tombstone with 
‘Sacred to the memory of Janet Fothergill' in lettering as black 
and fresh as if it had been engraved yesterday, he could see them 
walking down the path that led to tie park gateway — ^Dick and 
Hilda in front. They must have come through a door in the 
transept. He tried to fix his thoughts on Miss Fothergill, but the 
glistening black and staring white of her headstone recalled no- 
thing of the faded reds and purples that she loved, just as the 
sunshine had nothing to do with the half-light that even on the 
brightest day bedimmed the drawing-room at Laburnum Lodge. 
Turning away, he hurried after the others. For a moment, how- 
ever, the pond in front of the church detained him. Tree- 
shadowed and duck-haimted, it brought a pang of authentic 
recollection, almost the first his visit had vouchsafed him. So 
strongly did he feel his childhood pressing round him, usurping his 
present self, that the Tudor gateway seemed a barrier against his 
entry, defending the privacy of the park against him, the public. 
As on Highcross Hill, though with a far, far feebler utterance, 
something warned him to turn back, making his steps difficult and 
slow, so that he slunk through like a trespasser. 

Deserted, the courtyard swdtered in the sunshine, and some- 
how seemed the hotter for being empty. Eustace stood in doubt, 
watching the spirals of heat as they flickered up from the baking 
cobbles. Suddenly he heard a shout, coming apparently from 
nowhere, and a moment later Antony was there, outstripping, as 
so often, all the visible signs of his approach. 

“Oh, Eustace, I've been looking for you. We saw you in the 
churchyard, but you were staring so sadly at a tombstone that we 
didn't Hke to disturb you. What are you doing now?” 

“I was just wondering where Hilda is,” said Eustace. 

“Oh, I can tell you. Dick's taking her round the house. The 
others have all seen it,” he added. 
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“I should rather like to see it,” said Eustace. “But perhaps ” 

He left the sentence unfinished. “We shouldn't know where to 
find them, should we?” 

Antony thought a moment. “They might be anywhere. I 
know, Fll take you. There’s not much to look at, really. The 
library’s rather nice, but wasted on them, for they never open a 
book, except Cousin Edie. You don’t want to explore the Vic- 
torian dormitory, do you? All the rooms are named after de- 
parted kings and queens who couldn’t possibly have slept in them, 
unless their ghosts were fireproof. It’s really rather awful, beds 
* made out of battlements, you know, and water colours of the house 
done by maiden Staveleys in the ’sixties — and in their sixties.” 

“Sh!” said Eustace, for all the windows seemed to be bending 
outwards to drink in the sound of Antony’s voice. “I’d rather like 
to see the bedrooms.” 

“Believe me, you wouldn’t,” said Antony firmly. “Let’s go to 
the dungeons first, and if Didk has locked your sister up we shall 
be able to rescue her.” 

They did not, in fact, come across Dick and Hilda in the course 
of their tour. But just before limcheon, as Eustace was patrolling 
the courtyard in order not to be late. Fate lifted its ban and pre- 
sented him with Hilda. The thing seemed so easy when it 
happened, that he cotild not believe he had spent the whole 
morning trying to bring it about. He realised how exaggerated 
was his relief in seeing her when she, on seeing him, betrayed no 
emotion beyond a look of wonder. 

“Oh, Hilda!” he cried. “I couldn’t find you; you were always 
being spirited away fi:om me. How are your poor hands?” 

“My hands?” echoed Hilda. “My hands? Oh, I see what you 
mean. My hands. Yes, they’re quite all right.” She held them 
out to him, first with the knuckles upwards, then the palms. One 
nail was a little tom, and a few bruises still showed yellowish 
under the healthy skin. 

“Why, were you worrying about my hands?” 

“I was, a little,” Eustace unwillingly confessed, for he knew 
how much any kind of anxiety on her account irritated Hilda. 

“My hands are quite all right,” said Hilda again. 

“And you’re all right?” persisted Eustace, hoping there could 
be no occasion for offence in an inquiry couched in such general 
terms. 
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‘Tcs, I’m quite all right,” repeated Hilda. 

‘‘Enjoying yourself?” 

“Do I look as if I wasn’t?” 

If she did, it was wiser not to say so. “Not bored?” 

“Not more bored than I expected to be,” Hilda said. 

“Not worried about anything^” 

“No,” said Hilda. “Why should I be worried?” 

“No reason, of course, but I just wondered” — ^Eustace was 
determined to rid himself of this tormenting uncertainty, ridicu- 
lous as he knew it would sound when uttered — “if your room was 
all right?” 

Hilda stiffened, and Eustace felt that he had tried her too far. 

“You know I don’t care where I sleep,” she said sombrely, and 
added as if it was an afterthought — ^“Dick may be taking me up 
in his aeroplane when we get this meal over.” 

“Oh, Hilda, don’t do that!” 

She turned on him as if he were a fly that had settled on her, 
but fly-like he disregarded the gesture. “Promise me you won’t,” 
he urged. 

Instead of reiterating her resolve, she gave him an abstracted 
look which seemed to be weighing factors in the proposal more 
important than his liking or not liking it. 

“You might come too,” she said. 

“Oh,” cried Eustace, “I couldn’t! There wouldn’t be room, 
and I should be air-sick, and anyhow, Dick hasn’t 

“What haven’t I done?” said a voice at his elbow. “What’s 
this?” Dick went on, coming between them, “a family confer- 
ence?” He looked sternly at Eustace, and then began to smile. 
“You know, I shall have to stand up for you,” he said. “In the 
name of my sex I shall protest against the tyranny of petticoat 
government.” 

“Oh,” said Eustace, “but it was I He stopped. 

“Well, whoever it was,” said Dick firmly, “mustn’t. Now I 
shall sweep you into luncheon, or my father will be getting 
restive.” 



Chapter X 

The Sixth Heaven 


T he moment the aeroplane began to move, Eustace was con- 
vinced that something had gone wrong with it. It slid along, 
rapidly gathering pace, but with its impotent-looking wheels, so 
imequal to its weight, hanging only a foot or two above the 
ground. Not very far ahead, three or four hundred yards at 
most, the trees of die park loomed up, innocent objects once, now 
suddenly charged with dread. The aeroplane would never clear 
them. If only Dick would stop while there was time, and start 
again or, better still, call the venture off! 

Eustace glanced at his companions, drawn up as if on the 
touch-line at a football match. But there was no consternation on 
their faces. They were all laughing and waving. The nearest 
thing to a scream was Lady Staveley’s cry, ‘^Expect you back for 
tea!*’ which Dick and Hilda seemed to hear, for they turned and 
waved. To Eustace any parting was an emotional experience: 
how could they all take this so calmly? He held his breath while, 
with a triumphant roar as though it had only pretended to be 
earthbound, the aeroplane drew away from the grass and space 
showed between it and the ground. Space but not sky, for the trees 
still overtopped the line of its flight. Then, with a transition too 
qxiick to follow, the trees had shrunk to bushes, with a wide strip 
of blue between them and the aeroplane. Wheeling, it brushed 
the tree-tops, seeming to lose height; now it was travelling across a 
backgroimd of massed green foliage, a steel point boring into the 
soft body of the air. The drone of the engine grew fainter, then 
louder again, and Eustace realised that the aeroplane was coming 
back. Had they run out of petrol? Had Hilda asked to be put 
down? In vain to speculate on something that moved quicker 
than his thoughts. The roar increased: for a moment it seemed 
as though the machine stood still above their heads, a timeless 
interval in which Eustace imagined all kinds of happenings — 
wavings, leanings over the side, even an exchange of remarks — 
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which his memory could not afterwards confirm. Hardly had the 
contact been established before the aeroplane and its living 
freight became again depersonalised, a thing of sight and sound. 
Darkening, black, invisible, it swung into the sun, to reappear far 
off, transparent and insubstantial. Purposefully now it held to its 
course; swaying slightly, it dipped its wing to the sun, receiving 
in return a silvery salutation. 

Watching its flight, Eustace felt his mind growing tenuous in 
sympathy. Something that he had laimched had taken wing and 
was flying far beyond his control, with a strength which was not 
his, but which he had had it in him to release. Somewhere in his 
dull being, as in the messy cells of a battery, that dynamism had 
slumbered; now it was off to its native ether, not taking him with 
it — that could not be — ^but leaving him exalted and tingling 
with the energy of its discharge. The sense of Mfilment he 
had felt when Hilda promised to come to Anchorstone re- 
turned to him, the ecstasy of achievement which is only realised 
in dreams. 

As the sound of the engine died away, he turned to the others, 
expecting to sec on their faces a counterpart of his own elation. 
But just as he had been surprised by their light-heartedness at the 
terrifying moment of the take-ojfiF, so now he was disappointed by 
their prosaic acceptance of the apotheosis. Lady Staveley, who 
scanned the sky still longer than he did, heaved a sigh, but the 
others might have been watching somebody catch a bus, 

“You look so pleased,” said Lady Nelly. “Do you always look 
like that when you speed your sister off into the void?” 

“I never have brfore,” answered Eustace. “I didn’t know I 
shoxild fed like that. I didn’t want her to go. I tried to persuade 
her not to.” 

“But now she has gone, you feel it’s for the best?” 

Eustace regarded this question firom several angles before he 
answered. 

“I suddenly fdt that the air was her dement,” he said shyly. 

“I agree with you,” said Lady Ndly, “and now she’s in it. But 
when she comes back,” she added playfully, “I shall tdl her that 
whichever heaven she was in, you were certamly in the sixth,” 

“Oh, you mustn’t,” cried Eustace. “She might misunderstand 
and even think I was glad to get rid of her.” 

“Wdl, weren’t you?” 
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“Oh !«?,” exclaimed Eustace, horrified. “It was only that I 
somehow liked to think of her in the sky.” 

“We shall all be there one day,” said Lady Nelly, rather tartly. 
“Shall you like that? Does your face break into smiles whenever 
any of us soars aloft? Now I know the kind of treat to arrange for 
you — an orgy of obituary notices, a festa of funerals.” 

Eustace laughed. He liked this kind of teasing. 

“But I noticed you didn’t try to give us any entertainment of 
the sort yourself,” Lady Nelly went on. “You didn’t speak up 
when Dick asked for volunteers.” 

“Well,” said Eustace defensively, “nobody did. They wanted 
Hilda to go.” 

“That’s what you prefer to think. I saw disappointment on 
several faces.” 

Eustace looked troubled. 

“I suppose Dick did rather hurry over it. What a pity there 
wasn’t room for another. But I expect they’d all been up before, 
and Hilda hadn’t, that was why he wanted her.” 

“Perhaps it was,” said Lady Nelly. 

“You do think she’ll be quite safe?” asked Eustace with a sud- 
den plunge into anxiety. “I couldn’t bear the idea of her going 
at first, but when I saw them soaring up like — ^like larks, it seemed 
quite all right. I suppose Dick’s had plenty of experience.” 

“Yes, he’s had a lot of experience, in one way and another,” 
said Lady Nelly. “And if they did crash, they’d crash together. 
He wouldn’t be so ungentlemanly as to throw her out, like ballast, 
to lighten the load. But you needn’t worry, he’s a very good 
pUot.” 

“You think I needn’t?” said Eustace, who could never be 
reassured too often. 

“I’m certain.” 

They had reached the lake. Compared to Eustace’s memories 
of it, dating from the evening of Ae picnic on the downs, it 
seemed a small sheet of water. But it possessed in a peculiar de- 
gree the power still water has to calm the fret and ferment of the 
spirit. It is the movement in the mind that hurts, and the sight of 
water in which movement is imperceptible somehow brings the 
mind’s traffic to a stand; and by presenting it with an unruffled 
likeness of itself, persuades it to peace. Here was no muddy 
bank, no hint that the element was being imprisoned against its 
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will. The sweet, short grass grew right to the edge, and on the 
reedy margin the water was clear and sparkling. Across the 
feathery indented border the image of the house was spread out 
before them, the pink of the Banqueting Hall, the glinting, lively 
grey of the flint-flecked ifront; elongated and wavy, inflexions of 
the chimneys trembled into the rushes at their feet. The house 
had the mirror to itself, tmdiminished by the rivalry of Whaplode. 

The rest of the party were strolling away to the right, towards 
the house, but Lady Nelly made no movement to follow them. 

‘T like the look of that bower over there,” she said, pointing to 
a group of willows whose silvery foliage, enclosing dark shadows, 
gave mystery to the top end of the lake. “As we can’t have an 
aeroplane and ride off into the blue, shall we take a little stroll 
this way? I might even slip into the water, and then you would 
have the pleasure of saying I was in my right dement. I shouldn’t 
expect you to rescue me, of course. That would spoil every- 
thing.” 

Eustace glanced at her, and at her lilac dress on which the 
little touches of pink had the effect of coquetting self-consciously 
but altogether charmingly with her age. She had asked him a 
question, but there was no inquiry in her face; the slight smile 
simply said that she was saving him the trouble of voicing their 
joint wishes. Her thoughts showed his the way. 

“When we get back to tea,” she said, as they moved off in the 
direction of the willows, “we’ll tell them we’ve had our escapade 
too.” 

More than ever, Eustace fdt in bliss. 

“Why did you say ‘the sixth heaven’ a moment ago?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, I expect you always keep one in reserve.” 

But their return was not to be so triumphal. Faces looked up 
rather quickly and then away again, as though they had been 
expecting someone else. Sir John Stavdey rose from the larger 
of the two round tea-tables and said, “Come and sit with us, 
Ndly.” Eustace’s orders seemed to hang fire, but presently he 
foxmd himself installed at the other table, with Anne and Monica 
and Victor Trumpington, and an empty chair. Eustace glanced 
wistfully at the senior table and at the late companion of his walk, 
who now seemed separated fix>m him by an unbridgeable gulf. 
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Antony was there too, talking with immense animation to Lady 
Staveley, his elbow stuck out in the attitude of the fisherman in 
‘The Boyhood of Raleigh’. As she warmed to the fire of his dis- 
course, Eustace could see the family likeness. Sir John, talking 
to Lady Nelly, frowned occasionally, and drew back his head like 
an offended tortoise, as though to escape the impact of Antony’s 
volubility. 

“Tea, Mr. Cherrington, or iced coffee?” 

“Oh, tea, thank you,” said Eustace. 

“I never drink tea if there’s iced coffee,” remarked Victor 
Trumpmgton. 

Eustace wondered if this was a challenge. Victor’s face was 
perfectly impassive; he seemed too indolent to change his ex- 
pression. Eustace started out with the intention of liking every- 
one, and regarded failure as his fault, not theirs. It might be true, 
as Stephen had more than once told him, that he had the instincts 
of an accompanist, and did not know what people were really 
like. But this did not seem the moment to change his social 
technique. 

“I imagine that coffee keeps me awake,” he said placatingly. 

“Well, you can’t always be asleep,” said Victor Trumpington 
in his lazy voice. 

Eustace could think of no suitable riposte, and was relieved 
when Anne, handing Eustace his tea, said: 

“That doesn’t come well from you, Victor. You’re a regular 
dormouse.” 

“I certainly sleep more than Dick does,” Victor remarked. 
“He seems to me to be awake half the night.” 

“Oh, he’s always kept very late hours,” said Anne. 

“And early ones too.” 

“Yes, he’s got too much energy. I wish I had. More coffee, 
Victor?” 

“Thanks. But doesn’t this political business absorb some of it?” 

“It seemed to, for a time. What do you think, Monica?” 

Eustace looked at Monica. She had a large face, indined to 
redness, a decided nose, gooseberry-green eyes that looked small 
between eyelids heavy from headache, and a halo of wiry hair the 
colour of dried hay. The whole effect was too vital and good- 
natured to be unpleasing, but Eustace missed the look of serenity 
she had worn the night before. 
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don’t think he quite knows what he wants,” she said. ‘*1 
shouldn’t be surprised if he went back to Irak after all. In fact, 
he told me he might.” 

“How terrible for those poor Arabs,” drawled Victor. “Excuse 
me, Anne, but you know what I mean, he must give them no 
peace. Physical jerks before breakfast and all tents neatly folded 
by nightfall.” 

“I think he iSnds their way of life more to his taste than ours,” 
said Anne. “Freer, you know.” 

“What do Arab women do?” asked Victor. “We never seem 
to hear about them. There must be some. I fancy they’re always 
being abducted ; but what do they do between-timcs? Sit in their 
tents mending their yashmaks^” 

“Dick says it’s a man’s coimtry,” said Monica. “The women 
don’t count for much. He gave me some reports to read on that 
very question, and asked me to look up some facts for him in 
London; but we haven’t had a moment to go over them.” 

“Isn’t it about time they were back?” said Victor. He made a 
movement to consult his watch, but finding that it was hidden 
imder his sleeve, desisted. “How long do these joy-rides usually 
last?” 

Involuntarily Anne looked at Monica. 

“Not more than a couple of hours, generally,” she said. Since 
they had begun to talk about Dick she had recovered some of her 
lost liveliness. “He usually goes on for about half an hour after 
one has asked him to turn round — do you find that?” 

“He certainly has no mercy,” sfdd Anne. “But then, I don’t 
enjoy flying as you do.” 

“Yes, I love it,” said Monica, and added vaguely, “in ordinary 
circumstances.” 

Eustace got the impression that they all looked away from him, 
as though he were to blame for Monica’s missing her ride. Lady 
Nelly was right: there had been disappointment. 

“Will they land on Palmer’s Plot?” asked Victor. 

“Dairy Haye’s a better pitch, I think.” 

“Dick says it’s too bumpy.” 

“Why not the Old Meadow, then?” 

“Not long enough.” 

Ix>st among these allusions to places he did not know, which 
were household words and landmarks to the others, Eustace let his 
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eyes slide from face to face, like a dog that waits to hear its name 
called. 

^'Either there or in the Forty Acre,” Monica was saying. ‘‘But 
thafs further away, and Dick hates walking. I often tease him 
about it. He’s so energetic in most ways, but he’d take a car to 
go a hundred yards. I remember She stopped. 

“Did I hear you say the Forty Acre?” Sir John called out from 
the other table. “He’d better not try to land there— it’s full of 
cows.” 

“Wouldn’t they be in the cow-shed by this time?” said Eustace, 
anxious to pull his weight in the conversation. 

His contribution fell flat, but Victor said: 

“It would take more than a cow to upset an aeroplane, 
surely.” 

“I wasn’t thinking of the aeroplane, I was thinking of the 
cows,” said Sir John, “and the compensation we should have to 
pay.” 

“Oh, Papa, what a heartless speech,” said Anne. “Here we 
are tiying not to worry, and Mr. Cherrington has hardly touched 
his tea, and you talk about casualties to cows as if nothing else 
mattered.” 

“You’re not really worried, are you?” said Sir John. “It’s six 
o’clock. Yes, I suppose they ought to be back.” He paused, and 
for the first time a tremor of anxiety made itself felt in the 
room. 

“I’ve known him often come back later than this,” said 
Monica. 

“What’s that? T/Vhat’s that?” asked Sir John, who was apt to 
become deaf when preoccupied. 

“Monica said she’s often known Dick come back later than 
this,” repeated Anne, raising her voice, and Monica reddened 
slightly. 

“Pity you couldn’t go too, Monica,” said Sir John, “just to 
rcnodndhimofthelime. He wouldn’t be so unpunctual with you, 
I dare say.” 

Across the silver tea-kettle Lady Staveley’s straight gaze tele- 
graphed a warning. Trying to repair his blunder Sir John 
floimdered more deeply. “Miss . . . Miss . . .” He groped for 
the name. 

“Cherrington, my dear,” prompted his wife. 



The Sixth Heaven 405 

‘‘Of course — ^how stupid of me. Miss Gherrington doesn’t 
know Dick’s habits as well as Momca docs.” 

No one found anything to say to this. Eustace felt himself the 
object of resentful dioughts, and suddenly realised how little he 
must mean to most of these people who had never seen him before 
and probably did not want to see him again. In spite of their 
friendly manner they had a common life behind park walls and 
ring fences which he did not share. They were withdrawing from 
him, all of them, even Lady Nelly, even Antony, and looking 
down at him from upper windows, belonging to bedrooms he 
could not trace, as he stood alone in the courtyard, with his 
luggage beside him. He was alone, Hilda was not with him, and 
for a frightening moment he saw himself as something alien and 
inimical, a noxious little creature from outside who had crept 
into this ancient and guarded enclosure to do it harm. 

“Perhaps Miss Cherrington’s sense of time is just as good as 
Monica’s,” said Victor Trumpington in his flat voice. “What do 
you think, Gherrington?” 

Eustace started. 

“Hilda’s absolutely punctual as a rule,” he told them earnestly. 
“She has to be, you know, at the clinic.” He paused, to let the 
empressement with which he always mentioned the word ‘clinic’ 
have its effect. But this time they did not respond, and he went on 
quickly, “But sometimes she forgets about time altogether, much 
more than I should.” 

“Let’s hope this isn’t one of those times,” said Victor lazily. 
“Shall we go out and scan the sky-line?” 

Everyone agreed that this would be a good idea, and they 
drifted away from the tea-tables. Isolated among the sofas, Eus- 
tace involuntarily waited for Antony; but he had attached him- 
self to Lady Nelly, and Eustace, almost with a pang, saw them 
turn to each other gladly, like the old friends that they were. 

The party followed each other through the iron gateway and 
past the mined chapel up an incline overlooking the lawn, to a 
point where only roofs and chimneys stood between them and the 
horizon. 

“That’s where they’d be coming from,” said Monica. “At 
least, if Dick’s gone the way he usually goes.” 

Their eyes followed the line of her arm into the cloudless sky, 
but not a speck rewarded their scrutiny, and disappointment 
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dulled the faces which had been alight with eagerness and 
hope. 

*®What are we all standing here for?” said Sir John, testily. 
‘'Looking for them won’t bring them. There’s nothing to worry 
about; they’ve probably come down somewhere and are having 
tea.” He spoke as though to convince himself, and for a moment 
Eustace wondered if he were not more worried than any of them. 
“Why don’t you four go and play lawn-tennis?” he went on 
almost irritably, turning to Anne, who was standing with Monica 
and Victor and Eustace in an uneasy bunch. “The court’s there, 
and nobody ever uses it.” 

Aime looked interrogatively at her companions, who hastily 
nodded. Even Eustace nodded. His host’s displeasure was more 
to be dreaded than his doctor’s. 

“That’s settled, then,” Sir John said, mollified and seeming to 
repent of his ill humour. “Hope you’ll have a good game. I’ll 
make Crosby ring up the golf-links to send along two boys to 
throw the balls up. Can’t play lawn-tennis if you have to fag the 
balls. You might have thought of that, Anne.” 

“No one proposed that we should play tennis till a moment 
ago, Papa.” 

“Just so. You leave me to think of everything. What will you 
do, Nelly? Will you watch? Or will you make a four at bridge 
with Edith and Antony and me?” 

“Antony doesn’t play,” said Lady Nelly. “He hasn’t been 
properly brought up. He’ll have to take me for a stroll as a 
punishment.” 

“Wen, you mustn’t let him talk too much,” said Sir John, 
giving Antony a glance of mock severity, “or you’ll never get 
anywhere.” 

“I don’t want to,” said Lady Nelly. “I ask nothing more than 
to hang upon his lips.” 

Sir John shook his head as if to signify that the case was hope- 
less. Lady Staveley took a last look at the sky and then said she 
must go and write some letters. 

“Letters, letters,” said Sir John. “I don’t know how you find 
so many letters to write. No one ever writes to me.” 

“That’s because you don’t write to them, my dear,” said Lady 
Stavdey crisply. “I shall be in my sitting-room,” i^e added to 
the others generally, “in case you have any news.” 
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She took her husband’s arm, and they walked down the slope 
towards the house, she very upright, he leaning towards her, 

“I expect we ought to go too,” Lady Nelly said. Her look 
signalled a regretful farewell to the others, a delighted welcome 
to Antony. They moved away to take the same walk in reverse, 
it seemed to Eustace, that he had had with her earlier in the 
afternoon. 

''Well, now we’ve got our orders,” said Anne, "I suppose we 
must go and change. But are you sure you want to play? Papa 
won’t really mind if we don’t.” 

"He will, Anne,” said Victor. "He’ll question us closely about 
every ball and tell us how we should have played it. I shouldn’t 
be surprised if he comes out to coach us. He doesn’t like the way 
you produce your back-hand, Anne.” 

"I know,” said Anne, "but I’m too old to change.” 

"I expect Cherrington is a star performer,” Victor proceeded. 
"Let’s make him and Monica play an exhibition match while we 
look on.” 

"You always want to look on,” said Anne. 

"Well, don’t you?” 

Anne said nothing, and Eustace, fearful lest they should get a 
false idea of his prowess, exclaimed, ^'Oh, I’m no good at all. I 
can hardly hit the ball.” 

"Is he speaking the truth, I wonder?” asked Victor. 

"Oh, I expect so,” said Anne absently, as though taking it for 
granted that Eustace couldn’t play tennis, and as though it didn’t 
matter very much whether he could or not. "I beg your pardon,” 
she took herself up. "That sounded rather rude. I meant, it 
doesn’t matter a bit if you don’t play well — ^none of us is any good 
except Monica. She even plays singles with Dick. Think of the 
energy.” Involuntarily they all looked up at the sky. "I do think 
it’s rather inconsiderate of him,” said Anne suddenly. "I’m not 
worried, becaxise I know he’ll turn up all right, but Mama and 
Papa wiU be. He really is a little selfish.” 

"Oh, you mustn’t be hard on him,” said Monica. "It’s only 
because he has a different way of looking at things. He told me 
once that he woxild fed all wrong with himself if he didn’t take 
risks.” 

"It isn’t his taking risks that I mind,” said Anne. "At least, I 
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do rather mind; but as you say, it’s his nature. No, what I mind 
is his not coming back when he says he will, and leaving us to 
wonder what’s happened,” 

“I’m sure he doesn’t mean to be inconsiderate,” said Monica 
warmly. “He just forgets about everything. Nowadays I can 
generally make him come back, but there was a time when I 
couldn’t.” 

After a moment’s pause, Anne said to Eustace: 

“Is this the first time your sister’s been up?” 

“With Dick, do you mean?” asked Eustace. 

“No, not specially with him, with anyone.” Anne spoke a little 
impatiently. 

“Yes, she did go once,” said Eustace. “But that was at some 
seaside town where there was a professional pilot taking people up 
at so much a time. She’s never been in a private aeroplane 
before. I didn’t want her to go,” he added helplessly, feeling 
more than ever that they blamed him for Dick’s lapse. 

“I don’t think any of us pressed her to go,” said Anne. 

“Well, Dick did, a little,” said Eustace. 

“Isn’t it fiinny,” said Monica, “how Dick will press people to do 
something, not much caring whether they want to or not, and the 
moment they say ‘yes’ he loses interest? I’ve often noticed it. If 
Miss Cherrington hadn’t hesitated, I believe he would have been 
back long ago,” 

“Was your sister air-sick when she took that trip at the sea- 
side?” Aime asked. She seemed unwilling now to call Hilda by 
her name, though she had done so, Eustace remembered, when 
they were playing billiard-fives the night before. 

“She wasn’t up very long then,” he said. “But I don’t think 
she ever would be. She’s very strong, you know.” 

“She looks as if she was,” said Anne. “But being strong hasn’t 
much to do with it.” 

“Dick hates one to feel air-sick,” said Monica. “He told me 
once that if I ever was, he’d never take me up again.” 

“And were you?” asked Victor Trumpington, with languid 
interest. 

Monica flushed. 

“No.” 

“Anne, what a dawdler you are,” cried Victor with unwonted 
decision. “We really must get started, or what will your father 
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say? rm sure he’s on the court now, chafing with impatience and 
swearing at the ball-boys. Do your ‘Sister Anne’ act, and then 
let’s go.” 

They stood in a row automatically shading their eyes from the 
glare. But the light had lost its fierceness. Dropping their hands, 
they felt the soft air bathe their eyes like water. The coolness and 
fulfilment of the day flowed round them but could find no entry. 
Not seeing what they sought had blocked with anxiety the portals 
of their minds. They walked in silence down the grassy slope 
towards the house. 

Parting from the others at the door of the Victorian wing, 
Eustace was aware of feeling worried, but not so much on Hilda’s 
account, he was surprised to find, as because of the spirit of un- 
friendliness that seemed to underlie their recent conversation. 
Hilda, Eustace now felt, was immortal; she could be hurt or 
injured, but the idea of her being killed never occurred to him as 
a possibility. True, he had caught the infection of anxiety fn>m 
the others; but at the back of his mind, possessing it, was still the 
strange exaltation he had felt when he saw Hilda whirled into the 
blue. The episode had been like a consummation of his thought 
of her: it was an apotheosis, comparable to the glorious exit of 
Bacchus and Ariadne, launched into the skies. He could not 
believe that the empyrean, her native element, would in any 
sense, least of all the literal sense, let Hilda down. 

He would have liked to say to the others, calming their fears, 
‘No harm will come to Dick, while Hilda’s there!’ But, thought 
Eustace, searching frantically for his white trousers, they hadn’t 
seemed to worry about Hilda; their anxiety was all for Dick. 
They didn’t seem to care, or even to realise, that they both ran 
the same risk. At tea they had scarcely referred to her, and when 
at last they did, and Anne asked him whether she had ever flown 
before, there was no warmth of interest in the question; they 
hadn’t pursued it except to inquire, rather tastelessly, Eustace 
thought, whether she had been air-si<i. And they had even tried 
to make out that Dick hadn’t very much wanted to go, and Hilda 
had — ^which was simply untrue. Really, from the meagreness and 
reticence of their references to her, HGlda might have been some 
kind of unmentionable disease — and he a lesser symptom of the 
same disease, equally to be hushed up. It was all so different jfrom 
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last night, when everyone had seemed interested and pleased and 
welcoming. Of course, there had been moments of coolness and 
reserve, especially on Lady Staveley’s part, as was natural be- 
tween &ti angers; but at the billiard-fives match Hilda and he had 
seemed to belong to the party, to be old habitues of Anchorstone, 
sharing m family jokes and stories and catchwords. Now they 
were like strangers, and unwanted strangers too. The greatest 
change was in Monica. Last night she had been gay and jolly 
and forthcoming; at dinner they had talked like old friends. But 
to-day she kept him at a distance and the welcome was gone out 
of her glance. Eustace did not want to think ill of people, but 
surely there was something almost ill-bred in the way she spoke of 
Dick as if she owned him, and constituted herself his interpreter. 
Even Anne hadnH quite liked it, Eustace thought; he had caught 
her looking at Monica as if she wished she would shut up. 

Only the trousers were missing. Eustace had collected every- 
thing else. It was too exasperating. None of this would have 
happened if he had left his tennis things at home; but he believed 
them to be indispensable to a coimtry house visit. They were to 
wear, not to play in. Dick must not think him too much of a 
crock, nor must Ae servants. If he was asked to play, he had told 
himself, he could easily find some excuse. Sir Jolm’s command 
had taken him by surprise; now his bluff was called; now he was 
punished. 

There were two chests of drawers in the room and a built-in 
cupboard, with white doors. Both the doors were ajar, and at 
subtly different angles, which increased the impression of dis- 
comfort; most of the drawers were half-way out, and one had 
come right out, defying all Eustace^s efforts to put it back. Mixed 
up with the dothcs which he had taken off, and which were lying 
on the floor, were some he had pulled out in his hurry; the ends 
of two or three ties peeped coyly over the edge of one drawer, a 
loop of his relief braces drooped from another. The swing pier- 
gla^ that always hung its head, and the long mirror attached to 
the wall, trebled the scene of disorder; and wherever he moved he 
saw two reflections of his thighs, too thin or too fat whichever 
way you cared to look at them, covered, but hardly to the point 
of decency, by his flapping shiiirtails. 

They must all be waiting for him, getting more and more im- 
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patient. Where’s that Gherrington, or whatever he’s called? 
Why doesn’t he turn up? Not content with persuading his pre- 
cious sister to get Dick killed, he keeps us hanging about. . , . 
And meanwhile Sir John Staveley, faced by an empty tennis- 
court, grows more and more irritable and vents his ill-humour on 
the innocent ball-boys. ‘Stop playing about’ Stand still, can’t 
you^ Don’t you know I can have you birched for this? Stop 
blubbering, you fool, for God’s sake!’ 

WTiat should he do^ Useless to ring, for the bell didn’t ring, 
and if it did, how terrible to face, after ten minutes’ wait, the 
raised eyebrows, the outraged stare, of the entering footman. 


‘Did you ring, sir?’ 

‘Yes, I did. I’m afraid I can’t find my white flannel trousers.’ 

‘If you’ll excuse my saying so, sir, it’s not likely you’ll find them 
under all that mess. That mess ^1 take me at least fifty-five 
minutes to clear up, and this is my evening out.’ 

‘Oh, I am so sorry.’ 

‘It’s no good your apologising, sir, I was only saying to them in 
the Hall, that, of all the guests who’ve ever stayed here in my 
experience, man and boy, you’ve given far the most trouble. We 
wondered where you had been brought up, sir, we did, straight. 
Not in a gentleman’s house, I said, believe me.’ 

Eustace looked round in despair. He had been through all the 
drawers three times; now he must go through them again. The 
first drawer stuck at an obstinate angle, and would not budge 
either way. Perhaps it would be best just to tidy things up, put on 
his Simday suit again, walk composedly down to the tennis-court 
(only he didn’t know the way) and say in his most ordinary voice, 
‘Isn’t it maddening, but I find that I haven’t got any flannel 
trousers (or I’ve left my trousers behind, or my trousers are lost, 
or the moths have eaten my trousers, or my trousers have 
vanished into thin air). I’m sorry to disappoint you, but these 
things will happen, won’t they? and three makes quite a good 
game. Yes, Sirjohn, those ball-boys are rather troublesome. No 
home discipline, I fear. They’re just the same at our place.’ 

What a drab prospect; but at any rate to face the facts and act 
realistically would win the approval of Stephen, who had often 
warned Eustace that he did not give facts their proper value. 
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Dejectedly he scooped up some of the things from the floor and 
replaced them in the drawers ; next the eavesdropping ties (he had 
brought ten, in all; how could he expect to wear them?) rejoined 
their companions; then the yellow felt braces, that seemed to be 
straining for hberty, were laid on the dress trousers to which they 
were attached. As he was doing this Eustace gave the braces a 
tweak; the black garment fell forward; and there, exactly be- 
neath, like the sun in total eclipse, were the white trousers he had 
been looking for. All thought of restoring order among his 
possessions forgotten, Eustace struggled into his trousers, dashed 
downstairs and charged across the courtyard. By the iron gate 
stood Victor, a tall, solitary figure practising an imaginary fore- 
hand drive which even at this distance gave Eustace an uneasy 
feeling of being outclassed. 

“Hullo,” said Victor, withdrawing his weight from his left foot 
and undulating upwards. “How quick you’ve been. Those girls 
are not down yet. Why do women always take such ages to get 
ready^ Let’s walk along to the tennis-court, shall we, and have a 
knock up. No sign of the prodigals returning, I suppose?” He 
gave the sky a perfunctory glance, and looked altogether as unlike 
Stout Cortez as it was possible to look. “Feeling anxious about 
your sister?” he asked, amiably but with the minimum of inquiry 
in his tone. 

Eustace said he didn’t feel really anxious. 

“Dick usually brings ’em back,” remarked Victor with some- 
thing like a sigh. 

They walked in silence tmder the chestnuts, then Victor said; 

“A diap I know told me he heard you read a paper at Oxford 
— something about Nineteenth-century Mystics.” 

“Oh, did he?” exclaimed Eustace. 

“I said he couldn’t have, because there weren’t any.” 

“Well, not perhaps in the sense that St. Teresa of Avila was a 
mystic,” said Eustace cautiously. 

“Anyhow, he said it was a damned good paper.” 

This simple statement changed Eustace’s whole outlook. He 
had misjudged Victor. Far Scorn being just a man at the Foreign 
Office, and a supercilious one, he had a fine, sensitive spirit which 
he concealed from all but Eustace. Would it be safe to pursue the 
mystic way with him? 

Eustace thought not, but ventured to say: 
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“There was Emily Bronte, for instance,” 

“‘No coward soul is mine’ — ^and all that.” Victor’s habitual 
languor of utterance was so markedly at variance with Emily’s 
spirit, that Eustace could hardly suppress a smile. 

“Well,” he said diffidently, “I think ‘Last Lines’ is more onto- 
logical than mystical — she had outgrown her mysticism when she 
wrote that.” 

“Good Lord, what words you use. I don’t know what mys- 
ticism is, but can you grow out of it, like a weak chest or a ten- 
dency to chilblains?” 

“Wordsworth thought so,” smd Eustace. “In the ‘Ode on the 
Intimations of Immortality’” — ^he stopped to dear his voice of 
didacticism — ^“of course Wordsworth was speaking of nature 
mysticism; Christian mysticism is different — ^it’s an aspect of faith, 
I suppose — and perhaps you couldn’t grow out of that unless you 
lost your faith. But nature mysticism may fade into the light of 
common day, or even be choked, I should think, by hard facts 
that stop up the outlets of the soul.” 

“Qjioting from your paper?” said Victor, genially suspicious. 

Eustace blushed. 

“WeU, the last Kttlc bit.” 

“You say that hard facts may — er — ^stop up the outlets of the 
soul.” Victor’s voice, like a pair of tongs, dangled the phrase dis- 
tastefully. “But what I don’t imderstand is this. Isn’t mysticism 
a way of escaping from hard facts, and the harder they are don’t 
they the more confirm the mystic in his mysticism?” 

Eustace heaved a sigh. “In some cases they may. But not all 
mystics are unhappy, or driven to mysticism by unhappiness. 
Blake was a very happy man, and St. Teresa was a very practical 
woman, not in the least afi^d of facts. But all mystics have a 
commutative faculty in the mind which enables them, at the 
moment of vision, to be unconscious of all facts, or rather all facts 
but one- If they were conscious of the smallest fact, a toe-nail, for 
instance, separate fi:om the experience, they would lose the ex- 
perience- "V^at I meant was, that a fact might become too — ^too 
sdf-assertive to yield to the mind’s transforming quality. Then 
you could have no sense of union with reality, because reality 
would be tethered, so to speak, to the fact, whatever it was.” 

“Do you speak from experience?” asked Victor, swinging his 
racquet at an imaginary b^- 
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“Oh no,” said Eustace. “I have no claim whatever to be a 
mystic. My sense of external reality is imperfect, so they tell me, 
but that’s not at all the same thing.” Just a blind creature, he 
thought, moving about in a world not realised. He laughed awk- 
warcfiy. Victor’s unlooked-for sympathy had surprised him out 
of his usual reticence, and he wondered what this conversation 
would sound hke if reported to Dick. 

“That’s what I shall say when I miss the ball” — ^Victor gave 
Eustace a sidelong glance. “ ‘Excuse me, but my sense of external 
reality is imperfect.’ I must be a mystic, for I have a sense of 
complete union with the ball when it’s not there.” He leaned 
forward and swooped into another imaginary drive. 

They came to a gate in the belt of chestnuts. “Here we are,” 
said Victor, “on the threshold of reality.” 

The court lay immediately before them, a terracotta expanse 
flickering behind wire-netting. At the far end, by the little pavi- 
lion, two small boys, in attitudes of intense absorption, were 
bouncing the balls up and down apparently to see which could 
make them bounce the highest. 

“It’s easy to tell Sir John isn’t here,” said Victor. “By God, 
I’ll have their blood.” His voice betrayed no anxiety to execute 
t his threat, and at their approach the boys, with an admirable 
blend of dignity and haste, dissociated themselves from their 
game, and the smaller one began to walk down the court in an 
aloof manner, whistling unconcernedly at the sky. 

Once inside the netting Eustace experienced the exciting re- 
newal of personality that a tennis-court always gave him. He was 
on trial again, and though the sensation was not altogether 
pleasant, something in him welcomed it. He took off his coat and 
rolled up his sleeves, A boy advanced, and with a measuring eye 
bounced two balls towards him. 

“Do you like three, sir?” He spoke in an awed voice, as though 
to Wilding or Tilden or Norman Brookes, Eustace shook his head 
and called across the net to Victor: 

“I’m awfully bad, you know.” 

“We all say that,” said Victor. “I expect you’re a dark horse 
really.” 
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I ADY STAVELEY had given ©rders that the curtains should 
J not be drawn. Perhaps she thought that when darkness fell 
the lighted windows might serve as a beacon to the returning 
aeroplane, circling in uncertainty above the sand-banks of the 
cold North Sea; or else she hoped to catch a glimpse of it streaking 
past the great window in the twilight, and be the first to say 'Here 
he is’ or (she must school herself to remember) ‘Here they areT 
She sat facing the window, and Eustace, on her left, with Victor 
Trumpington opposite, could turn his head and watch the day- 
light fading from the sky, and lingering on the heads of the white 
rhododendrons and azaleas, when their crimson and orange 
neighbours were shadows of thdbr former hue. At a man’s height 
from the floor an open lattice in the amber wall let in the air and 
showed the true tones of the evening. 

It had been nearly nine when they sat down to dinner. Now 
the meal was half-way through. The tension had increased, but 
the irritability and veiled recrimination had gone; hope was 
anaesthetised and they were facing the inevitable. Th^ were, or 
seemed to be; Eustace was not. Their eyes told him, the con- 
sciously hushed movements of the servants told him, reason told 
him, that he had little hope of seeing Hilda alive. But his heart 
told him otherwise; the exultation he had felt at the moment of 
her taking off still glowed there, and glowed more brightly now 
that there was no longer blame and hostility on the faces round 
him. He could not testify to his confidence, for it would only 
sound silly and callous to them, and at times his mind shared their 
anxiety. Besides, they had given him no chance: the conversation, 
whether general or particular, had by common consent turned on 
indifferent matters, ignoiing the challenge of the empty chairs. 
When they did spe^ of Dick and Hilda, it was in ordinary tones, 
as of people who had just gone out of the room and would come 
back at any moment. 

415 
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shall follow your sister’s career with great interest,” Lady 
Stavdey was saying, “and I hope we shall have the opportunity 
of seeing her again, Fm sorry she can’t stay over Monday. I 
expect her work keeps her pretty busy.” 

“Oh yes, it does,” said Eustace. “At any rate” — ^he smiled — 
“she thinks it does. She always says that if anything happened to 
her, the clinic would go to pieces the next day.” 

The words slipped out before he was aware of them; too late, 
he bit his lip. Lady Stavdey quickly rearranged her remaining 
knives and forks, and crumbled a bit of bread. She was wearing 
a day dress, Eustace noticed, and almost no jewdlery. 

“You must persuade her to come again,” she said. “This has 
been such a short visit, and she’s hardly seen anything of the 
place. You missed your walk on the sands with her, didn’t you?” 

Eustace said that didn’t matter. 

“Next time you come, we won’t let Dick monopolise her,” Lady 
Stavdey said. “I was thinking about your first visit, so long ago. 
Dick was only a boy then, wasn’t he?” 

“About fifteen or sixteen,” Eustace said; “but he seemed very 
grown up to me.” 

“It’s his birthday in July,” said Lady Stavdey. “We were 

going to She stopped. “Excuse me, so stupid of me, I forget 

what we were going to do. Do you make a great deal of birthdays 
in your family, Mr, Cherrington?” 

“We’ve always kept Hilda’s,” said Eustace, “for some reason, 
much more than mine or Barbara’s — she’s my younger sister — 
though as a matter of fact, Barbara gets more presents than dther 
of us, and Hilda doesn’t really care about that sort of thing.” 

“When is her birthday?” asked Lady Stavdey. 

“In May,” said Eustace, and something impelled him to add, 
“she was twenty-dght.” 

“Dick will be thirty-two,” said Lady Stavdey. “How young 
you aU seem.” 

Eustace saw that her lips trembled, and he would have liked 
to change the subject, but he lacked the conversational resource, 
and it was Victor Trumpington who said ; 

“Did I hear you say young, Lady Stavdey? I fed older than 
the chair on which I sit.” 

They all laughed immoderatdy at this sally, partly, Eustace 
guessed, because it relieved the strain, and partly because Victor 
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was evidently a licensed jester, privileged to make jokes which 
would have been condemned as contrary to the canon if uttered 
by anyone else. Feeling that Victor had won his hostess in fair 
fight, Eustace addressed himself to Anne, who had no other 
neighbour except an empty chair. Lady Nelly, on Sir John 
Stavdey^s right, seemed very far away, and Monica, on his left, 
hardly more than a blur across the red-shaded candles. Antony 
was tdking to her; Eustace could see the line of his jaw; he ex- 
pressed himself with everything he had, even hfa bones seemed to 
be articulate. A vacant place came next him, bristling with 
knives and forks. 

‘*We don’t seem to have arranged the table very well to-night,” 
Anne said. Unlike Lady Stavdey, she was wearing an evening 
dress and more make-up than the night before. ‘‘Mama left it to 
me, and I didn’t seem able to divide the family.” 

‘‘But you have divided it,” said Eustace, renewing his survey 
of the disposition of the diners. “Aren’t all the Stavelcys separ- 
ated, except Sir John and Lady Nelly?” 

“We shan’t be when Dick comes back,” said Anne. “This 
place” — she made a movement with her left hand—- ‘«is for him. 
And there’s your sister, over there.” 

Eustace glanced across the table, almost expecting to see Hilda 
materialise before him. He did not know what to say to Anne, 
whose hidden distress belied her brave words and the rouge which 
gave them colour. 

“I’m sure Dick won’t find fault with the arrangement,” he 
said, “if you don’t.” 

“He’s oddly particular about little things like that,” said Anne. 
“He won’t really be pleased to see Mama in a day dress. He has 
a great regard for appearances.” 

“Has he?” said Eustace, surprised. “For all of them? I thought 
he was rather unconventionaL” 

Anne hesitated. 

“In a way he is,” she said, bringing Dick back into the present 
tense. “But not where clothes are concerned. He can’t bear one 
to be dowdy or untidy. He’s always on to me about it.” 

“But you’re beautifully dressed!” exclaimed Eustace, looking 
in open admiration at what he could see of Anne’s lavender-grey 
gown, which seemed to him the height of fashion. He did 
not believe it possible that any Staveley, or any member of the 
0 
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aristocracy, for that matter, could conceive of another as dowdy 
or untidy, 

‘*Fm ^raid he doesn’t think so,” said Anne, with that resigned, 
almost welcoming acceptance of an unwelcome fact that Eustace 
had more than once noticed in her. “But Fm glad you do. And 
I hope he’ll like this, because I got it for him — ^to wear at his 
birthday party, that Mama was telling you about.” 

“But you put it on to-night!” 

“Yes,” said Anne, “I thought I would.” 

There was a pause. 

“Have you got him a present?” asked Eustace. 

“As a matter of fact, I haven’t,” said Anne. “He isn’t easy to 
give a present to. But I’m going up to London soon. What do 
you suggest?” 

Eustace thought hard, but the harder he thought the more 
completely did the thinking part of his mind succumb to Anne’s 
conviction that her brother was dead. 

“I expect he has most of the things he wants,” was the only 
contribution he could make. “It’s the same with Hilda in a way, 
though of course she hasn’t so many things as Dick. I often think 
that she would rather have something taken away from her than 
given to her. The things I give her never seem to become part of 
her, if you know what I mean.” 

Anne smiled her rare, sweet smile. 

“Yes, I do know. But Dick isn’t like that. He wants things 
very much, only he doesn’t want them long.” 

“After he’s got them, you mean,” said Eustace. 

“Yes, he wants them for a long time before he gets them,” 
Anne said. “And sometimes, I must say, he likes them after- 
wards. He kept a tobacco pouch I’d given him for years and had 
the rubber part renewed when it wore out,” 

“Why not give him another?” asked Eustace. 

“I wanted to give him something rather special this time,” said 
Axme. 

Eustace fdt drawn towards her, 

“I think one should give people presents, don’t you?” he said. 
“Even if one enjoys the giving more than they do the receiving. 
Of course, some people are much more present-able than others. 
I can imagine wanthig to give Dick a present. I should like to 
give him one mysdf.” 



The Sixth Heaven g 

‘‘I think you have given him one by coming here,” Anne said. 
She smiled again, and Eustace wondered how he could ever have 
thought her indifferent and reserved. “He*s often talked about 
you lately and said how much he wished we could get you 
down.” 

“I am pleased to hear that,” cried Eustace. “I didn’t think he 
could care much about me, I’m not really his sort. But I think he 
likes Hilda, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Anne slowly, “I think he does.” She waited for the 
talk round them to gather volume. “Do you thiiik she likes him?” 

Eustace wondered what Anne wanted him to say. 

“Would you like her to?” 

Anne kept her eyes fixed on her plate. 

“I don’t think that’s got much to do with it. I might say, 
would you?” 

“Yes.” Eustace drew a long breath. The monosyllable, out at 
last, released in him a shining wave of glory. He did not notice its 
effect on her until he heard her say, in a smothered voice: 

“Oh, nothing would matter, if only they were here.” 

She had turned away from him, and he saw her shoulders 
shaking. 

With a tremor in it of unwonted feeling, Sir John’s voice came 
down the table. The butler was bending over his chair. 

“Edie, my dear, Crosby wants to know if you’d like the hall 
lights put out now?” 

Everyone instinctively looked towards the great window, which 
the pale-blue dusk outside was turning from amber to green. 

Lady Stavdey hesitated. “Is it late?” she said. 

“Yes, it is ra&er late,” said Sir John gently. 

Eustace realised that the port-wine glass and the dessert-plate 
meant the meal was nearly at an end. He did not remember them 
being brought; without notidng he had taken coffee, which he 
never drank. 

“Yes, put them out,” Lady Stavdey was saying. “I know you 
like the candles best.” 

Crosby then asked Sir John another question; Eustace could 
not hear what it was, but Sir John nodded, and Crosby must have 
given some signal, for immediatdy the two footmen appeared one 
on each side of the table and began to draw away the chairs 
which had been left for Dick and Hilda. When Lady Stavdey 
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saw what they were doing, “No, no,” she said, “please leave 
them.” 

For a moment the men stood in doubt, their large hands on the 
backs of the chairs, their silver buttons gleaming, their feces 
expressionless. “Put them back, then,” said Sir John, “if her 
ladyship wishes it.” 

The men complied, and disappeared soft-footed down the steps 
of the dais. A switch clicked, and the room was in darkness except 
for the four pairs of candles. 

It was like being in a theatre when the lights went down. The 
window was the proscenium arch and the night the stage. The 
darkness crowded against the window panes; beyond the lattice 
it thinned away into the silvery blue of the moonlit sky. 

The party sat passive and expectant, looking out, awaitii^ 
some development on the shadowy earth or in the luminous sky. 
But none came, and the thoi:^ht crossed Eustace’s mind, ‘Perhaps 
it is we who are on the stage, and the night is looking in at us with 
its thousand eyes, waiting for us to do something.’ But it was not 
for him, he fdt, to open the play, and he sat listening to the 
silence which had become like a presence in the room. Sir John’s 
voice broke it. 

“The port is with you, Cherrington,” he said. 

With a guilty start Eustace poured himself a glass and handed 
the decanter to Anne. She was passing it on mechanically without 
so much as a glance at it when all at once she changed her mind 
and filled her glass half full. 

Raising the wine to bis lips, Eustace turned to her and mur- 
mured: 

“To thdr safe return!” 

But Anne would not pledge him. With a tiny shake of her head 
and a look half reproachful, half sad, die put down the glass 
untasted. “I’ll wait,” she said. 

litile spurts of conversation started and blew themselves out 
like pufik of wind on a still day. Eustace did not venture into the 
field again, but listened with admiration and envy to Antony and 
Lady Nelly, who seemed to find things to say which jarr^ on 
nobody, and to Victor Trumpington, who could strike the rig^t 
note merdly by being himself. Monica was silent, and fixim the 
way that ndther Sir John nor Antony looked at her when they 
spoke, he thought die must be cryhog. 
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Mct a time, when everyone seemed to feel that the effort of 
peaJdng was greater than the words were worth, Lady Staveley, 
oaking the familiar gesture of rearrangement on the site of her 
vanished knives and forks, said: 

‘‘Do you want us to leave you now, John?” 

Sir John gave a little cough. 

“Well, my dear, that’s for you to say. It’s always nice to have 
he ladies with us.” 

“I feel a little tired, perhaps we all do,” said Lady Staveley. 
Her glance travelled half-way down the table and then stopped, 
IS though imable to encoimter the sympathy of so many eyes. “I 

;han’t go to bed, but I thought she broke off. The social 

jffort was taking toll of her too much. She wanted to be alone 
mih her family, but did not know how to say so. 

“What about a short rubber of bridge?” suggested Sir John, 
-ather in the tone of a doctor prescribing to his patient an obvious 
but tmwelcome remedy. 

The cards rose up at Lady Staveley, the fat King of Spades, the 
smirking Queen of Diamonds, the raf&h Knave of Hearts, mock- 
ing and taunting her. Habit and tradition made it extremely dis- 
agreeable to her to show the weakness that an iiifringement of the 
day’s routine implied, but she was a woman, and she knew that 
ilie masculine nature seldom resented the custom-breaking exac- 
tions of feminine caprice. But in word she always deferred to her 
husband, and she meant to do so now. 

“Perhaps some of the others would like to play,” she said. “I 

shall Again she stopped, hoping, with a ruih of feeling akin 

to hysteria, that her husband would help her out. But he only 
looked at her with ptizzled attentiveness, digging his chin in 
slightly, which was his way of showing embarrassment; and it was 
Lady Nelly who said: 

“Couldn’t we persuade Mr. Trumpington to play us one little 
piece on the piano, and then I expect some of us will want to go 
to bed.” 

Lady Staveley snatched at this straw as if it was heaven- 
sent. 

“Yes, please do, Victor,” she said. 

“Now, no prima-donna stuff,” said Sir John. “Fdlow plays 
like a professional, you know, but it’s horses’ work to get him 
started.” 
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But Victor was already on his feet and half-way down the 
steps. 

“Can you see?” called Anne. Victor said he knew the way and 
a moment later they heard his footsteps sounding loud and hollow 
on the spiral staircase that led up to the gallery. When he turned 
on the light by the piano, his head and shoulders were visible over 
the balustrade. Eustace and the others on his side of the table 
turned their chairs round to watch him — so far removed from 
them now, not only by space but by his talent, which Eustace at 
once realised was considerable. 

He played Franck’s Prelude, Aria and Finale. The noble, 
declamatory music with its military stride and confident accent 
marched through the room, filling it with flags and cheering 
crowds, a gallant expedition setting out in the morning of life to 
win a spiritual prize. Eustace thought he knew why Victor chose 
this piece; not only was it, superficially at any rate, the very 
breath of encouragement, but it expressed all those sentiments 
which he, Victor, so sedulously kept out of his daily manner. 
Here, at the piano, protected by the anonymity of art, he could 
walk in old heroic traces without bring betrayed. Sir John was 
right to say that he played like a professional. He had the even- 
ness of touch, the restrained, impersonal approach to emotion; he 
did not hurry when the music was easy, and slow up when it was 
difi&cult. He could let go without letting himself go. He did not 
single out morsels for special attention, lingering over them, 
detachir^ them Scorn the context. But alongside these virtues of 
discipline and self-control went a certain mechanical quality, a 
want of intimacy and individuaHty, a tendency to hide the con- 
tours of the music under a glitter of execution, an inclination to 
play rather loudly all the time and sometimes to play very loudly 
indeed. 

It was in a lull following one of these salvoes that Eustace first 
heard the aeroplane. That is to say, his ear heard but his mind 
was unconvinced, and the next moment thefaint, purposeful purr- 
ing was drowned by a new fortissimo. He stole a look at the others 
and saw that they had not heard what he had. Their faces were 
folded in sorrow or closed in respectful attention to the music; 
their heads were bowed; Lady Nelly’s nodded. Eustace guessed 
that it was a relief to Lady Stavdey to be able to look as unhappy 
as she felt. 
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Again the steady hum creeping across the sky-line of his car. If 
only he could be sure! ‘Enough!’ he longed to say, ‘Listen, lis- 
ten! It’s them! They’re back!’ But ifhe should be wrong? ‘Xo, 
Mr. Cherrington, that was the electric-light engine. You 
wouldn’t know, but it always goes about this time, A natural 
mistake, but we wish you hadn’t made it.’ 

He listened again, but the sound, so meaningless in itself, so 
meaningful to all their hearts, had ceased without (he looked 
again for confirmation) leaving a ripple of its passage on the faces 
round him. Victor played on. The music seemed triumphant 
now — ^triumphant over the throb of yearning and unsatisfied 
desire that beat through it. As the climax approached, his 
features, regular to the point of insignificance, stiffened into a 
mask of sternness and impasavity, on which the Kttle blond 
moustache seemed to have been stuck by a practic^ joker. The 
last chord came, and he sat for a moment as if in silent colloquy 
with the instnmient; then the light went out, his silhouette dis- 
appeared, and they heard his footsteps coming down the stair- 
case. 

A ragged round of applause greeted him. 

“Bravo, Victor.” 

“Thank you very much, that was lovely.” 

“He’s missed his real vocation,” , tt n « 

“Ifhe only let his hair grow, he could play at the Albert Hall. 

They all laughed dutifully at Sir John’s well-worn pleasantry, 
flnH Victor, whose face had resumed its xnondame manner, 
remarked: 

“Rather sentimental, but I like it.” 

No one took this up. Lady Nelly’s hands slid from h^ l^^P to 
the chair seat and she straightened herself slightly. Lady Stavdey 
rose, and they all followed her example. How tired and shroidien 
they looked, mannequins of thdir own clothes, dummies of them- 
selves, unequal to the splendour of the room and the centuries of 

success stored up in it, ^ . . 

“Well,” said Lady Stavdey in an xmcertam voice, I wish you 

all good-night.” i • 

“Good-night,” they answered in curiously r^pectiul voices, 

and were moving to follow her when Sir JohB said: 

“Turn on the light, Victor, there’k a good fellow, and we u put 
out the candles.” 
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Blinded by the glare of the electric light, the shaded candles 
darkened from living rose to lifeless crimson. Sir John uncovered 
his, and extinguished the feeble flame with a wave of the hand. 
Etistacc tried to do the same but he lacked the technique. As he 
was bending forward to blow out the flame it suddenly streamed 
away from him. He looked up, surprised by the draught, and saw 
the door opening. It swung to, then opened again, and Hilda 
stood on the threshold, with Dick’s head and shoulders outlined 
against the sky behind. Dazzled and blinking, with jerky, 
cramped movements, she came down the steps like a marionette, 
and Dick followed her, his arms swinging a little from the 
elbows. 

“They’re back!” said Lady Staveley in a wondering tone. 

“We’d almost given you up,” said Sir John. “What on earth 
happened to you?” 

Dick walked past Hilda and rested his knuckles on the table as 
if he was going to make a speech. 

“We came down rather unexpectedly,” he said. “You didn’t 
worry about us, did you?” 

Victor was the first to recover himsdf. 

“Oh no,” he said. “We never gave you a thought. We just 
went about our Sunday duties.” 

But for once nobody paid him any attention, they all crowded 
roimd Dick as if they wanted to touch him. 

Hilda was standing by herself outside the circle, enveloped m 
her own sense of strangeness and fixed in the spotlight of her 
vitality. She did not answer Eustace’s look. 

Dick turned to her and their eyes all followed his. 

“We’re very himgry,” he said. “Is there anything to eat?” 

Lady Stavdey recollected herself with a start. “My dear,” she 
said, turning to Hilda, “of course there is. You must be famished. 
Where did you have your last meal?” 

“Ah!” said Dick. 

‘*Well, no doubt you’U tell us later. Ring the bdl for Crosby, 
would you?” 

“Is there a bell, Mama?” 

Lady Staveley was reminded that Dick did not like to be asked 
to do small jobs. 

“It doesn’t matter. . . . Here he is. Mr. Richard is back, 
Crosby.” 
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“Yes, my lady. We heard the aeroplane.” 

“What? You heard the aeroplane and didn’t tell us?” 

“We thought you’d hear it too, my lady, and besides, we under- 
stood that Mr. Trumpington was playing the piano.” 

There was a general smile at this. 

Lady Staveley went across to Sir John and murmured some- 
thing in his ear. 

“Well,” said Sir John, “it’s poison at this hour, but have it if 
you like. Bring us some champagne, Crosby.” 

“And would you like the curtains drawn. Sir John?” 

“Yes, draw the curtains.” 

The night was shut out and forgotten. 

“Now,” said Sir John, “would you like us to watch you eat, or 
would you rather we went away and amused ourselves with a 
rubber till you’ve finished?” 

“We must stay to drink their healths,” said Lady Staveley 
quickly. 

“Why, Edie, you wanted to go to bed a minute ago. I never 
knew you so changeable. Let’s all sit down, then, and light the 
candles. Here’s your place, Miss Cherrington, we kept it for you. 
I should think you’re quite glad to be separated firom Dick — ^you 
won’t want to trust yourself to him again.” 

“I’m afraid it was my fault as such as his,” said Hilda. 

“You’ll have to explain that statement later, young lady,” said 
Sir John. 

She smiled at him as, with a touch of gallemtry, he bent over 
her chair and helped to pxish it to the table. As if struck by a 
sudden impulse she raised her hands to her head with a proud, 
firee gesture, and took her hat off; and speaking in tones more 
natural because more commanding than any she had used here 
since she came, said to Sir John: 

“Will you take my hat?” 

“Of course I will,” he answered, and holding the hat in front 
of him with a reverent air he laid it on the chair beside his cap. 

A look of surprise appeared on several faces; but Lady Nelly 
and Antony both smiled. 

The glasses clinked on the silver tray as the footman carried 
them up the steps, and Crosby followed with the champ^ne 
foaming into its napkin. As the bottle went its round, and 
another was brought to supplement it, Eustace marvdled at the 
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transformation in the faces roxmd him. Nothing, they seemed to 
say, could ever go wrong again. 

Sir John stood up and tapped on the table. 

“Now we must drink the health of the happy — of the happily 
returned pair,” he said. 

The company rose to their feet, leaving Dick and Hilda seated. 

They seemed a little doubtful how to frame the toast; ‘Dick’, 
of course, was on every lip, and in the glorious excitement of the 
moment, Eustace did not mind if some voices said ‘Miss Gher- 
rington’ instead of ‘Hilda’, for they were one and the same person, 
and she was his sister, Hilda Cherrington, an honoured guest, nay 
the guest of honour, at Anchorstone Hall. 

They did not return to the drawing-room but said their good- 
nights, which for some were good-byes, outside the door of the 
New Building, under the stars. When Eustace and Antony had 
climbed the college staircaise, Eustace said: 

“They never told us where they’d been.” 

Antony followed him into his room and sat down on Eustace’s 
dressing-gown which was draped over a chair. 

“Oh, that’s Dick all over,” he said. “He likes to make a 
mystery of everything. The plain truth bores him. I expect they 
just went to Southend. Perhaps your sister will tell us in the train 
tP-morrow.” 

Eustace wondered how he could get his dressing-gown from 
under Antony without seeming to reproach him for sitting 
on it. 

“I don’t suppose she wiU,” he said, “if Dick asked her not to. 
She didn’t tdl Victor Trumpington, even when he asked her 
straight out.” 

“She was quite rigftt,” said Antony, taking the cord of the 
dressing-gown and absent-mindedly winding it round his neck. 
“It woidd have been like telling the town crier. But she’ll tell 
you.” 

“I’m not sure,” said Eustace. “She doesn’t tell me a great deal. 
But why shotald they mind us knowing?” 

“I don’t suppose your sister objects,” said Antony. “It’s be- 
cause Dick deUghts in mystification. No doubt that’s how he got 
roimd the Arabs. He kept them guessing. Perhaps we shall never 
know where they went. Should you mind?” 
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From over the cord of the dressing-gown, which he had tied in 
an enormous bow, he suddenly gave Eustace a look of piercing 
inquiry. 

“Sir John and Lady Staveley will think it rather odd,” said 
Eustace. “Besides, they must have been somewkere,^^ 

“Now you’re playing Dick’s game for him,” said Antony. 
“He’ll be prowling about his room with wolfish strides, doing his 
nightly exercises, and saying to himself, ‘Eustace is wondering 
where I and Hilda went to.’ In that order — of course he’d put 
himself first. Anyhow, we shall know when the postcard comes.” 

“We shall be gone before then,” said Eustace. 

“Perhaps they never sent it,” said Antony — ^“you remember 
Sir John asking where they could have bought a postcard on a 
Sunday.” 

“That was when Hilda swallowed her champagne the wrong 
way. She isn’t used to it and doesn’t like it really.” 

“Yes, and Sir John patted her on the back, which I thought 
rather familiar.” 

Eustace laughed. 

“Well, as long as it doesn’t matter,” he said. 

Antony seemed lost in thought. 

“Oh, I don’t think it matters,*^ he said, “what matters is that 
they got back, I’m sure that’s all Sir John and Cousin Edie arc 
thinking about.” 

“You don’t think they blamed Hilda?” said Eustace. “They 
didn’t seem to, but she said it was partly her fault,” 

“She had to say that,” said Antony. “Women always do — I 
mean — ^you know what I mean. If you knew our hosts as well as 
I, you would realise how pleased they were. They were not only 
articulate, they were almost demonstrative. And the champagne ! 
And Sir John’s birthday-bridal toast! I daren’t look at you while 
he said it. He’s clearly losing grip, poor old gentleman.” 

“I’m not sure that Lady Staveley thought that funny,” said 
Eustace. 

“Well, you know how mothers fed on such occasions.” 

“But you said Lady Staveley was so thankful to see them back.” 

“Of course she was. But Fixing on Eustace a dark and 

enigmatic look, Antony sprang to his feet. The captive dressing- 
gown, tethered by its bdt, swung into the air, then setded grace- 
fully round his slight figure. 
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‘‘Don’t you think we shall soon hear of the engagement?” he 
said slyly. 

“The engagement?” echoed Eustace. 

“Well, everything points that way.” 

Catching sight of himself in a looking-glass, he twitched the 
crimson mantle. 

Eustace also rose to his feet. 

“Do you mean Dick and Hilda?” 

Antony inclined his head. “Don’t you like the idea?” he 
asked, as Eustace was silent. 

“I don’t know what to think,” said Eustace at last. 

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” said Antony, and before Eus- 
tace could answer he was gone, the crimson cloud streaming from 
his shoulders. 

The warmth of the bed contributed deliciously to the wine- 
warmed glow of Eustace’s thoughts. What a momentous evening 
it had been — all the broken threads of the day drawing together, 
aU the disparities and antagonisms (if such they were) united in 
one current of feeling! A climacteric. The empyrean that had 
received Hilda had at last received them aU and they had wan- 
dered in it imchecked. The absolute sense of spiritual well-being 
that Eustace had coveted all his life now enveloped him; it 
breathed in every glance of admiration bestowed on Hilda, in 
every xmderstanding smile accorded to himself. He felt, as he had 
felt then in the sunshine of their appreciation, an extraordinary 
lightness and freedom. They had taken something from him, 
something off him; a burden, a weight, the stone of Sisyphus. 

His life’s work had been achieved, and he was sinking, sinking, 
through layers of accomplished effort, or of effort that need no 
longer be accomplished, into a soft ecstasy of being where Lady 
Ndlly^s smile, shining down from the interminable parapets of 
Whaplode, performed for him vicariously all that the world, at 
its most demanding, had ever expected of him. She was his 
justification, at the mere mention of whose name all newspapers, 
statesmen, poets, archbishops and aristocrats did homage: and he 
wore her like a crown. She was his firmament, in the tinchallenge- 
able order of which Dick and Hilda and Sir John and Lady 
Staveley had their appointed places and shone for ever, a mighty 
constellation. Oh, if he could only share with Hilda his rapture 
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at her apotheosis ! If only he could glide along those passages — 
pass^es that were as good as hers now— and pour his pride and 
happiness, like a farewell, in her ear! 

‘Yes, of coune, Mr. Cherrington, naturally you want to see 
yoiur sister, who wouldn’t at a time lie this? Wait until I put the 
light on. Now.’ The passage was flooded with light except where 
the shadows, the hig^ rectangular shadows, marlf^ the many 
doorways; but Eustace could not quite see who his interlocutor 
was. KKs voice was not very cultured; could he be a burglar? 
‘Oh, but you’ve got no dressing-gown; won’t you catch cold? 
Oughtn’t you to go back and fetch it? Of course we don’t minH 
how you look, I was only thinking of yomr health. . . . The 
Honourable Antony Lachish took it with hiTWj did he? How 
thoughtless of him. But why not go back and ask for it? I’ll 
wait for you here. Don’t go down into the courtyard, you might 
get a cMQ, there’s a way through tiie house — ^you’U finH it.’ 

But Eustace was a long time finding it because the other pas- 
sages were in darkness and he didn’t know where the switches 
were. He began to feel very cold, and there were so many doors. 
But at last he was standing in Antony’s room. The moon%ht 
shone in. The room was bigger than he remembered, and clothes 
in heaps were lying all about. How could he tell which was his 
dressing-gown? He didn’t want to wake Antony up. But in the 
end he had to. ‘Oh, Antony, where’s my drestii^-gown? I’m so 
sorry, but I must have it to go and see Hilda. I want to tdl her 
how happy I am.’ ‘Can’t you tell her in the morning?’ ‘No, I 
must tell her now. Besides there’s someone waitii^ for me.* 

Antony got out of bed. ‘Wdtt, here it is, but you must be care- 
ful with the cord because it might trip you up or curl rormd yoxir 
neck and choke you. I had a narrow escape myself.’ ‘Oh I think 
I can mam^ it.’ 

Warmer now Eustace sped down into the quadrangle. But the 
door of the New Building was locked and he had to start again 
jQrom his own bedroom. It was a loi^ business and at first he 
thouglit his guide had forgotten to wait; but suddenly he spoke 
fixim the shadow of a doorway and said, ‘Oh, here you are; that’s 
much better, but what’s the thing crawling round your neck?’ 
‘Oh, just the girdle of my dressing-gown, it has a way of doing 
that.* ‘Wdl, don’t let it catch on a nail. Now come this way.’ 
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Something started ahead of him; Eustace had the feeling that 
he was following his own shadow, ‘This door should be your 
sister’s because, you see, she has put her dress outside. What a 
fuimy thing to do.’ ‘Oh, I expect she thought they would clean 
it and press it. She isn’t used to staying in houses like this — she 
didn’t want to, really, you know. It was I who persuaded her. 
But, of course, the house belongs to her in a way, doesn’t it?’ ‘Yes, 
but why has she put all her clothes outside? Here are her stock- 
ings and her— everything — What can she be wearing? She 
can’t have any clothes on at all, she must be a regular Lady 
Godiva,’ 

Tf you knock,’ said Eustace, gathering the clothes into his 
amos, ‘I’ll bring tihcm all in,’ ‘She doesn’t answer,’ said the guide. 
‘Perhaps she has just left all her clothes there and gone for a walk 
in the park.’ ‘Oh no, she wouldn’t do that, she doesn’t do that 
even at home — ^try the door.’ There was a pause. ‘It’s locked,’ 
said the guide, ‘locked on the inside — ^that shows she doesn’t want 
you to come in. She doesn’t want anyone to come in.’ ‘I’ll call 
her,’ cried Eustace in an agony. ‘Hilda! Hilda!’ 

With the sound of her name in his ears Eustace woke up. For 
a moment all the horror and distress of nightmare clogged his 
unfolding senses. But soon the blessedness of reality began to 
assert itself, doubly sweet for the fears that it suppressed. He lay 
awake, savouring the contrast. Why did his dreams never get the 
facts right? The dream suggested that Hilda had gone out naked 
into the night, whereas the truth was that she had come in from 
the night, clothed in more than her own clothes, clothed in the 
glory and radiance of Anchorstone Hall. 

\^^lat a different home-coming from that other — ^when he had 
been brought back to Cambo from this very house — ^guilty, ill, 
almost dying, to be greeted by sparse words and tense faces, by 
an anxiety too strained to show its tenderness. No champagne 
then, no fatted calf for the prodigal who had preferred the way of 
pleasxxre to the path of duty. For Dick and Hilda — also, it 
might be said, absent without leave — a rousii:^ welcome had been 
prepared; and that welcome, Eustace obscurely felt, had made 
amends for the other, had repaid him for what he suffered then. 
How fascinating it was to try to trace a pattern in one’s life. By 
giving way to HSIda (for in spite of his attempted rebellion she had 
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prevailed in the end) he had inherited Miss Fothergill*s legacy; 
by giving way to him in the matter of coming to Anchorstone, 
Hilda was to inherit Anchorstone itself. 

No wonder, Eustace thought confusedly, that Justice was de- 
picted bearing a pair of scales. He realised the truth of what, 
until now, he had always doubted : that one might know what was 
best for other people and be justified in urging them to take a 
certain course and bringing moral pressure to bear on them, 
however much against their will. For Hilda to overcome such an 
obstacle as this, and the dead weight of circumstance too, was 
easy; for him it had been supremely difficult; yet his success had 
been even more startling than hers. He was glad now that he had 
failed in one of his minor projects — ^to walk with Hilda along the 
sands to revisit the scene of their old-time pond-making. Had they 
gone, that flight — ^that almost nuptial flight — ^into the 2enith 
could not have happened — ^and who knows? — ^Anchorstone 
might still be a-begging and Hilda deprived of her reward. And 
besides, it woxild have been a cowardly sneaking back to the past, 
a feeble poor-spirited attempt to revive the joys of childhood, a 
journey k la recherche du temps perdu, interesting as a literary 
experiment perhaps, but to modem minds a most serious sin — ^the 
denial of life. At ^ costs one must go forward. Hilda had always 
known that — she had only not wanted to visit Anchorstone 
because in this particular instance she coxild not see where the 
true path of her development lay. But she had never been afiiaid 
of big things. She had never sh^ed his weakness for the motion- 
less and the miniature and the embalmed; she never clung, as he 
did, to the forms of things after the spirit had gone out of them. 
He had never got the chance to ask her to go for that sentimental 
journey on the sands; but no doubt she would have refused if he 
had. She did not like retracing her steps. She would not have 
wanted to look for a sea-anemone in a pool or stop outside the 
white gate of Cambo and try to recapture their feelings when last 
they stood there. 

Perhaps Eustace did not really want to either, for as he began 
to evoke the brown fa9ade, with the rather grand bow window on 
the left and the small flat one on the right that did not match, the 
smell of food coming through the door, and the voice inside telling 
him to hurry up, the vision faded; and now his car, a Rolls Royce, 
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was stopping outside another doorway, upon whose grey stone 
pediment reclined in proud abandon porty rococo ang^ blowing 
trumpets. On cither side, ferther than Ids car-boimd eye could 
see, extended the mighty walls of Whaplode, a Palmerston Parade 
celestially amplified; and down the steps came six butlers, their 
normally impassive features lively with expectation. ‘They think 
you’re someone else? whispered ^e chauifeur, holding the door 
open; but before he could put bis foot to the ground Eustace was 
adeep. 
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PART ONE 

Of the terrible doubt of appearances, 

Of the uncertainty after all — ^that we may be deluded. 

WHITMAN 




Chapter I 

La^ Melly Expects a Visitor 


1 ADY NELLY came out from the cool, porphyry-tinted twilight 
J of St. Mark’s into the strong white sunshine of the Piazza. 
The heat, like a lover, had possessed the day; its presence, as 
positive and self-confident as an Italian tenor’s, rifled the senses 
and would not be denied. Lady Nelly moved on into the glare; 
she wore dark glasses to shield her eyes, and her face looked pale 
under her broad-brimmed hat, for the fashion for being sunburnt 
was one she did not follow. A true Venetian, she did not try to 
avoid treading on the pigeons, which nodded to each other as dicy 
bustled about her feet; but when she came in line with the three 
flag-poles she paused and looked around her. 

The scene was too familiar for her to take in its detail, though 
as always she felt unconsciously uplifted by it. The drawing-room 
of Europe, Henry James had called it, and as befitted a drawing- 
room, it was well furnished with chairs. Those on the right, 
belonging to the caffe of Lavena and the Qpadri, and enjoying 
the full sunlight, were already well patronised; even to her 
darkened vision the white coats of the waiters flashing to and fro 
looked blindingly bright. But at Florian’s, on the left, where the 
shadow fell on all but the outermost tiers of tables, hardly anyone 
was sitting, and the waiters stood like a group of statues, mutely 
contemplating their lack of custom. 

Indescribably loud, the report of the midday gun startled Lady 
Nelly from her meditation. The pigeons latmdied themselves into 
the air as though the phenomenon was new to them; the loiterers 
checked their watches or stared into the sky; there was a general 
feeling of d6tente, as if a crisis had been passed and nerves could 
relax for another twenty-four hours. 

To Lady Nelly it was now clear that she wanted to go to 
Florian’s. As she bent her steps that way, the waiters sighted her 
from afar, and began to talk among themselves as though spe- 
culating which of them would have the pleasure of serving her. 

435 
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Each had his province beyond whose bounds he might not pass. 
This Lady NeUy well knew, and she had her favourite, though she 
made her arrival in his domain seem quite accidental. With a 
smilft that seemed to circle romad the top of his bald head he came 
out to meet her and held the chair for her, as she sat down. 

“Buon giomo. Signora Contessa.” 

“Buon giomo, Angelo.” 

“La Contessa h sola?” asked Angdo diffidently. He contrived 
to suggest that, amazing as it was that Lady Nelly should be alon^ 
it was also fitting, since no company was worthy of her. 

“Si, sono sola,” said Lady Nelly, but naade it soiSnd as if the 
burden of lonel^ess was greatly reduced by the pleasure of 
Angdio’s attendance. 

“La Contessa prende un vermouth bianco, come al solito?” 
su^ested the waiter. 

“Yes, please, a white vermouth” — ^Lady Nelly sddom talked 
Italian for long. 

“Senza gin?” inquired Angdo, with the air of one offering a 
temptation possibly too cmde for an educated palate. 

“Yes, without gin.” 

Lady Ndly sipped her vermouth. It was still too early in the 
year for the fashionable cosmopolitan world to have alighted upon 
Venice. Lady Ndly did not mind being alone, and she enjoyed 
solitary dght-seeing, hence her visit to St. Mark’s. Although on 
particidar occasions her entrances were often late, for the spec- 
tade of life she liked to take her seat early. She had begun to 
think of herself as a spectator, and did not quite reaUse that to 
her friends she still seemed the centre of the play. Sddom was a 
human contact really distasteful to her; she had almost no pre- 
judices, and the love she lavished on a few she did not withhold 
fiwm the multitude. With Shdley she fdt that it grew bright 
gazing on noany truths. The d 4 ;nity which, in the eyes of some, 
she jeopardised by her unconventionality meant as much or as 
little to her as her birth: both were inalienable and she took 
both for granted. The naturalness of her attitude to life was her 
great defence against its slings and arrows. She was aware 
that her dxarms might wane, and she took a good deal of trouble, 
not unmixed with humour, to maintain them; but about the 
charm which even her critics allowed her, she took no trouble at 
all. 
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It has been said that if you sit in the Piazza long enough every- 
one you have known in your life will eventually pass by, and Lady 
Nelly was placidly awaiting the fulfilment of this prophecy when 
a figure detached itself firom the slowly sauntering throng and 
halted by her chair. 

“Good morning, Nelly,’’ said a cultivated voice with a slight 
edge to it 

Lady Nelly looked up and saw a tall spare man of about fifty- 
five wearing a suit of white drill, a white felt hat very new-looking, 
and a monocle which dropped out as he spoke. 

“Why, good morning, Jasper,” said Lady Nelly. ^^Who would 
have thought of finding you here?” 

“Well, might have,” said the tall man, his eye kindling a 
little as he replaced the monocle. With a critical glance at the 
seat of the chair Lady Ndly offered him, and an indefinable 
movement in his clothes as if he were preparing them for some 
kind of ordeal, he sat down. “How long have you been in 
Venice?” he demanded. 

“Oh, hardly any time,” said Lady Ndly. “Tuesday, I think; 
but I lose count of the days. Don’t tell me you’ve been here all 
the time, I should be heartbroken.” 

“I’ve been here since the twentieth of June,” said Jasper 
Bentwich grimly. “It’s now the sixth of July, and there hasn’t 
been a cat in the place, not a cat,” he said, looking at her 
accusingly. 

“I rather like it like this. I hadn’t noticed mysdf feeling londy 
till you came,” said Lady Ndly. 

“I expect you have a houseftd of people,” said her companion, 
as though making a charge. 

“No,” said Lady Ndly, “I’m quite alone, as a matter of 
fact.” 

“You must be terribly bored. Where are you?” 

“At the Sfortunato.” 

“And haunted, too.” 

“I don’t fed anything,” said Lady Ndly. “I never did, when 
I used to have it before the war. Tlie b^ luck bdongs to the 
family, I think; it doesn’t go with the house.” 

“I dare say you’re proof against it, Ndly.” Jasper’s tone 
convicted her of inscnsitivencss. “I must say I never have a 
comfortable moment there.” 
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“But you’ll risk coming to see me?” 

“I’d much rather you came to me.” 

“As you like. Have you still the same cook, the divine Don- 
nizzetta?” 

“Yes, but oh how tired I get of the things she does.” 

“You’re difficult to please, you know,” said Lady Nelly. “She’s 
far the best cook in Venice. And said to be the best-looking. You 
won’t be able to keep me away from your table.” 

“Come to-night, then.” 

“Delighted. But could you put up with a young man 
too?” 

“Oh dear, I knew there was a snag somewhere,” said Jasper. 
His monocle fell out and he eyed it with rancour. “You said you 
were alone.” 

“Well, I may be,” said Lady Nelly. “I’m not sure if he’s com- 
ing or not.” 

“Who is he? Do I know him?” 

“I shouldn’t think you would,” said Lady Nelly, “but you 
might.” She tried to place him for Jasper. “He’s a friend of 
Antony Lachish’s. I met him staying with John and Edie. He’s 
quite harmless — ^you wouldn’t notice he was there.” 

“Why do you ask someone to stay if you don’t notice that he’s 
there?” 

“I meant, you wouldn’t. I shall.” 

“That’s just what I’m afraid of,” said Jasper crossly. “Won’t 
he be tired after the journey? Couldn’t you let him dine at 
home?” 

“Oh, but think what a pleasure for him, meeting you his first 
evening in Venice.” 

“Well, tell me more about him.” 

“I will, but you must have a cocktail first.” 

“Is it as bad as that?” 

“No, but I don’t like to see you looking thirsty. Angelo !” 

In a moment the waiter was at her side. He turned a rather 
experimental smile on Jasper Bentwich. 

“What will you have?” asked Lady Nelly* 

“Their white vermouth is poison, I wonder you dare drink 
it.” 

“Try the red, with some soda. I think they call it an Ameri- 
cano.” 
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“Americano very good,” said the waiter, giving Jasper a plead- 
ing look* 

“Very good for Americans, I dare say,” said Jasper, “but very 
bad for me. I think I’ll have some plain gin and water.” 

^^Oh.y Jasper, how could you, and in Venice, too.” 

“I like it for the same reason that you like your friends — ^be- 
cause I hardly notice that it’s there. What’s his name, by the 
way?” 

“Eustace Cherrington.” 

“Ought I to know that name?” 

“No, but you asked me. He’s at Oxford, at St. Joseph’s, and 
he’s an orphan and lives with his aunt. He’s reading for schools 
or whatever they do, and I thought it might be nice for him 
to come and read here. I’ve promised him that he shan’t 
see me.” 

“Then I don’t understand why he’s coming,” 

“To see Venice, of course. And we shall meet for meals* He 
may like to read at meals, too — ^I don’t know.” 

“You don’t seem to know him very wdl.” 

“No, that was partly why I asked him to come here, to get to 
know him better.” 

“You won’t, if you never see him.” 

“Well, we shall meet on the stairs, and also, I hope, at your 
hospitable board.” 

Jasper raised his glass of gin to the sky and gave it a searching 
look. 

“It doesn’t sound to me as if he’d get much work done.” 

“Dear Jasper, how you always look on the dark side. Between 
ourselves, I shouldn’t much mind if he didn’t. I think he’s in need 
of the sim, he seemed a little shut up and colourless.” 

“That’s the worst thing you’ve told me yet. You know how I 
dislike colourless people.” 

‘Tou should meet his aster, then. There’s no lack of colour 
there.” 

“Is she as ruddy as their name? No, thank you, Ndly, I fed 
that one Cherrin^on is enough. She was for Dick, I suppose?” 

Lady Nelly’s eyes were mysterious bdiind her dark glasses. 

“He did pay her a certain amount of attention. We mustn’t 
jump to condusions, but I thought Edie seemed a Ettle anxious.” 

“No wonder, but on whose accoimt?” 
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“Wdl, you know, he’s the only son. But Fm a&aid my mis- 
givings were rather for her. Dick can look after himself.” 

“I suppose so. What’s the girl’s name?” 

“Hada.” 

Jasper screwed his monocle into his eye, and his whole face 
seemed to rally to it in outraged repudiation. 

“Hilda!” he exclaimed. “You can’t mean it! You must be 
joking!” 

“There was a St. Hilda, you know,” said Lady Ndly placat- 
ingly, “a very good woman. I connect her with Whitby.” 

“Such an ungracious piece of coast! But surely not with 
Anchorstone?” 

“Well, that was where I met her.” 

“So t^ Eustace is to be your nephew-in-law?” 

“Privately, I don’t think so.” 

“Reme mb er that he falls within the prohibited degrees! His 
cradle is d 6 fendu, vietato, verboten!” 

“Really, Jasper, I won’t talk to you any more ! It would serve 
you right ifl 1 ^ you to pay the bill!” 

When Jasper Md made a half-hearted attempt to claim this 
honour, they strolled together down the colonnade lined with 
shops towards the ‘mouth’ of the Piazza. 

“Let me give you a lift,” said Lady Nelly; “my boat is at the 
Luna.” 

“Very obliging of you, I’m sure,” said her companion. “But 
you know I never ride in them — ^they’re full of fleas and all 
gondoliers are rogues.” 

“Mine isn’t,” said Lady Ndly, “and he spends horns every 
morning deaning the gondola. He washes it ftom head to foot. 
No flea could possibly survive. I’ll give you a pound for every one 
you catch.” 

“I can’t catch them,” said Jasper. “ThaPs just it But if you 
let me look at your gondola. I’ll tell you if I dare take the risk.” 

They walk^ towards the landing-stage. Sitting on the balus- 
trade was a gondolier reading a newspaper. Over his white sailor 
suit he had a blue sash and a blue ribbon round his broad- 
brimmed straw hat. As soon as he saw them he jumped to his feet 
and called in a stentorian voice, “Erminio !” 

At the summons, the head and shoulders of a much smaller and 
younger gondolier suddenly appeared above the balustrade. He 
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seemed to be standing on air, but they cotild now see that he was 
mounted on the poop of the gondola, the hold of which was in 
position at the bottom of the steps, ready to receive them^ 
said Jasper, “I see youVe got Silvestro.” 

“Wasn’t I lucky?” said Lady Nelly, “But first come, first 
served. Every day I am told of imploring letters, messages, tele- 
grams, threats and attempted bribes pouring in firom heartbroken 
padroni who say Venice not be the same to them without him. 
But his loyalty to me remains unshakwi.” 

“It remains to be seen,” said Jasper. “Still, I grant you he is 
better than most.” 

“And so good-looking,” said Lady Nelly. 

“Yes, I suppose so. . . . But I think that’s all rather a bore, 
don’t you, the myth of the gondolier with his flashing black eyes, 
always ready with a stiletto or a kiss? It’s all so stagey. Most of 
those I see are utterly moth-eaten and reck of garlic.” 

“Silvestro’s eyes are blue,” said Lady Nelly with spirit, “and 
he doesn’t flash them: they are simply the windows of his soul. 
The trouble with you, Jasper, if I may say so, is that you’ve lived 
in Venice too long. I’m not sure that I ought to let my cam 
Eustace meet you: you might disillusion him, and I’m sure he’s 
brimful of illusions. Now I’m going to make you admire some- 
thing for a change.” She took his arm and drew him towards the 
riva; Silvestro, with his hat under his arm, preceded them down 
the steps. 

“Now don’t you call that beautiful?” said Lady Nelly. “Just 
say the word — ^I don’t bdieve you can.” 

The gondola had a dark-blue carpet and two little black-and- 
gilt chairs riding tandem. Above the twin humps of the black seat 
was a wooden decoration, pierced and carved, also in gilt: it had 
an ogive outline, and beneath the point was a shield with a flam- 
boyant ‘S* repouss6 on it. 

The polished black woodwork of the gondola flashed almost 
unbearably in the sun; Lady NeUy could see her face in it as in a 
mirror. TTie strips of brass with which it was lavishly adorned 
shone too. All the brittle brightness of the Venetian day, and the 
dazzling flicker of its reflections, seemed concentrated on those 
glittering surfaces of black and gold. 

“We were saying how beautiful your gondola is, Silvestro,” 
said Lady NeUy in Italian. 
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The gondoKer smiled, a slightly automatic smile, as if he ex- 
pected to hear his craft complimented. 

“It certainly is like Cleopatra*s barge,” said Jasper. “It burns 
on the water. But ought you to have all that gold? Isn’t it rather 
vulgar? Wasn’t there a sumptuary law condemning gondolas to 
be black? Isn’t the gold just a concession to the forestieri who like 
to make a bella figura on the Grand Canal?” 

“Jasper, you’re hopeless,” said Lady Nelly. “You ought to live 
in Shoreditch.” Accepting the support of Silvestro’s bent arm, 
which he held out to her as stiff as a ramrod, and treading care- 
fully on the wooden board which made a bridge between the 
gondola and the steps, she embarked. 

“Now take care, Jasper,” she warned him. “If you fall in I 
shall know it was on purpose.” 

Their exit from the narrow inlet was not easy. Insignificant 
boatmen who had dared to use it for their unimportant purposes 
had to be admonished and ordered out of the way; there were 
black looks, raised voices, repartees, grunts. But at last they were 
out on the dancing water, with the cloud-grey dome of the Salute 
in front of them, in the heart of pictorial Venice. 

Neither Lady Nelly nor her companion spoke for a moment; 
the impression was too strong to find an outlet in words. To her 
it seemed to contradict and annul his mood of criticism, and he, by 
his silence, seemed to admit that it did. 

The tide was flowing against them, and the gondola, to be out 
of the main current, hugged the fringe of palaces on their right. 

“Where do you want to go, Jasper?” said Lady Ndly at last. 

“Drop me at the Accademia Bridge, would you, Nelly? I’ll 
walk the rest of the way. I mustn’t be seen arriving in a gondola, 
even with you.” 

“You won’t object to me arriving in one this evening?” said 
Lady Nelly. 

“Not if you come alone.” 

“I can’t promise.” 

“I shoulii’t bdieve you if you did.” 

Outside the Accademia the water, churned into a fierce brown 
wash by the departure of a vaporino, forbade an immediate 
landing. Jasper Bentwich showed signs of impatience, and when 
the boat did draw up to the riva, to be feebly hooked by an infirm- 
looking rampino, he disregarded Silvestro’s warning and his 
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proffered arm, and made an awkward landing. There was a look 
of irritation on his face as he turned to say good-bye. A moment 
later he had recovered his poise, and his tall, erect, well-tailored 
figure, striding purposefully through the drifting throng by the 
dust-pink wall of the Accademia, left them looking more than 
ever aimless and untidy. Somehow Lady Nelly liked them the 
better for it. 

un tipo originale, Signor Baintwich,” observed SUvestro. 
‘‘Ha poca simpatia per i gondolieri, tutti quanti.” 

Lady Nelly did not disagree with him, though she was not sure 
that it was a sign of originality to be ill-disposed towards gondo- 
liers. But Silvestro had not finished. 

“Mah!*’ he exclaimed. “Forse ha ragione. Sono lazzaroni, la 
piii gran parte.” 

Lady Nelly was about to challenge this damaging statement 
when he added, “Scusi, Signora Contessa, ma mi sono dimenti- 
cato — c^h im telegramma e due lettere, una per lei e una per un 
signore di cui non posso dir il nome.” 

He produced the letters from one of the many pigeon-holes 
with which the gondola was structurally provided. 

The telegram said at great length and with many apologies 
that Eustace was arriving by the train-de-luxe that afternoon. 
One of the letters was for him; the other Lady Ndly opened. 

Ancjhorstone Hall, 
Norfolk. 

Darling Nelly (she read), 

I have been inexcusably long in writing to you, and I expect 
that by now you will be in Venice. I know how you love it and 
I almost wish I was with you — ^in spite of the heat and the 
smells and the mosquitoes and the rather queer people who are 
going there now, I’m told. When John and I spent our honey- 
moon in Venice (how long 2^0 it seems) , there were some really 
nice English people who had houses there, and one or two 
Americans, half English, of course, quite a little society. We 
had letters of introduction and dined out several times. I re- 
member we were rather amused, because one old lady was 
rather particular about whom she ‘received’ and actually (so I 
heard afterwards) made inquiries about us! Of course, meet- 
ings of that kind don’t commit one to anything, so we went 
wherever we were asked. Even then I got the impression that 
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they were all a little d6pays6 and secretly longing to be in 
England, but I admit I’m prejudiced in favour of my own 
country and dear Anchorstone. Here, at any rate, one knows 
where one ir, and at my time of life that is a comfort, but then 
I never did care much for experiments! — ^though sometimes 
they are forced on me. 

You wrote so appreciatively about our little party. All’s well 
that ends well 1 — ^but I don’t think I have ever felt more miser- 
ably nervous about Dick, even when he was in France or doing 
those rather dangerous missions in Irak. He is a dear boy, but 
I do wish he could settle down. The postcard did arrive; it 
came from Holland, just fancy ! I expect girls who are orphans, 
like Miss Cherrington, take such things more lightly than we 
did, who had the background of parents and a comfortable 
home. Miss Cherrington is to come again for Dick’s birthday; 
her brother wrote to me that he couldn’t because he was going 
out to stay with you. Monica will be here too. I am so fond of 
her — she is a sweet girl, but she wasn’t at her best, or looking 
her best, when you were here. 

Of course, Miss Cherrington (somehow I can’t call her 
Hilda) is very striking to look at, and more so than ever when 
she is nervous or excited, and in spite of what John says, I 
think, and Anne thinks, that Dick is rather taken by her. You 
know how maddeningly difficult he is to talk to about such 
matters. We could have saved him so much trouble (and 
others too) if he would only have confided a little in us. I think 
some old childish fear of being thought 'a mother’s boy’ makes 
him keep us at a distance. As I told you, I couldn’t make much 
of her. I suppose one couldn’t expect her to be very forth- 
coming when everything was so stimige to her and (to speak 
frankly) different from what she was used to. She obviously 
has a very decided and determined character, and I don’t think 
she’s at hll adaptable. Anne says that whenever she speaks it is 
like knocking down a xxine-pin. She doesn’t seem to me like a 
fortune hunter or interested in material advantages — ^less so 
than her brother; sometimes she seemed almost hostile to the 
things we stand for. But in that case, why did she come? 

What she feels for Dick I don’t know — ^the little signs one 
might tell by are absent. She looks at him as she looks at us, 
rather startled and 6gar6e. 
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You’ll think I’m making a mountain out of a molehill and 
perhaps I am, but I do feel it would be a pity if Dick is really 
in earnest, their backgroimds are so different; and if he isn’t, 
then I feel for her sake we ought to take some steps, for she looks 
the kind of girl who might suffer, and Dick hasn’t always shown 
himself very considerate. But of course she may have the ex- 
perience to know quite well what she is doing, in which case 
we needn’t waste much sympathy on her. 

Remember me to Mr. Gherrington — ^and with all my love 
to you, dear Nelly, and best wishes for a happy Venice. 

Yours affectionately, 

Edie. 

“Scia ! Scia !” barked a voice in front of her, tense with anxety. 
There was a sudden swish and a foaming wave as the gondoliers 
pulled up. Recalled from a vision of Anchorstone Hail, Lady 
Nelly looked up, half dazed, at the pediment above the door. It 
was the door in the side canal; Silvestro objected to using the 
other, because the wash left by steamers and launches in the 
Grand Canal was ruination, he declared, to the delicate fabric of 
the gondola. Lady Ndly collected herself. 

^'Silvestro,” she said, ^‘'a friend of mine is arriving this after- 
noon.” She spoke in English, and his look of troubled intelligent 
non-comprehension reminded her of a golden Labrador trying to 
understand what is wanted of it. She began again. 

“Un signore arriva nd pomeriggio col lusso” — she glanced at 
the tdegram — ^*‘ane due e mezza.” 

“Si, signora. Che nome ha?” 

Lady Ndly showed him Eustace’s name on the envelope. 
“Ghcr-reeng-tong,” said the gondolier slowly. “Nome diffi- 
cile.” Then his eye brightened. 

“Sherry h un vino spagnolo molto forte?” 

Lady Ndly smiled at the thought of Eustace being a strong 
Spanish wine, and, feeling that the gondolier coiild not dispute 
her etymology, explained that Gherrington meant Cherrytown. 

At this innocent, non-alcoholic rendering of Eustace’s name, 
Silvestro looked a little disappointed. 

“Gome lo distinguo?” he asked. “E alto, magro, con baffi 
pendenti?” 

Atypical Englishman, tall, thin and with a drooping moustache; 
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the description did not fit Eustace. But he was not easy to describe. 
Confronted by a trainful of passengers pouring out of the station 
with harassed, luggage-lorn faces, Lady Nelly was not sure she 
would recognise him herself. 

di statura media,” she began, but Silvestro’s face, under- 
standably enough, betrayed no confidence of being able to pick 
out a gentleman of nuddle height. 

“E giovane o vecchio?” 

Lady Nelly said that Eustace was about twenty-five. 

‘‘'Un bel giovanotto,” said Silvestro thoughtfidly. 

In the interest of identification Lady Nelly felt she could not 
let this pass. Eustace was not a handsome young man. 

“Non tanto bello, neanche,” she said regretfully. 

“Non bello? Piuttosto brutto, allora?” 

How they see everything black or white, thought Lady Nelly, 
But you couldn’t call Eustace ugly. 

“Nfc brutto, ni bello,” she said. “Ha una faccia simpatica.” 

She was pleased to have contributed something positive to the 
description of Eustace’s appearance, but Silvestro’s response was 
disappointing. 

“Ah, Signora Gontessa, ma ci sono tante facce simpatiche — 
almeno fra noi Italian! ce ne sono.” 

Lady Ndly agreed that most Italians were sympathetic-looking, 
but mziintained that for an Englishman Eustace was noticeably 
so. Then she had an inspiration, and said that his face was 
troubled and anxious — ^pensieroso. Silvestro, however, did not 
find the description helpful; in these uncertain times, with the 
cost of living mounting every day, everyone’s face was troubled 
and anxious. 

“E Hondo o moro?” he demanded. 

Eustace was neither fair nor dark; his complexion was not 
easy to fit into any category. 

“E pih Hondo che moro,” she heard herself say. 

“Forse avrJi la faccia limga lunga?” suggested Silvestro, evi- 
dently obsessed by the idea that Englishmen had long faces. 

“No, h piuttosto tonda,” said Lady Nelly, dissatisfied with 
herself, and a little aggrieved with Eustace for being so nonde- 
script. 

“Forse avrk il naso Ixingo?” Silvestro ventured, still anchored 
to the idea of length. 



Eustace and Hilda 447 

h corto, credo/* said Lady Nelly. She could not remember 
what Eustace*s nose was like; indeed, his whole face was rapidly 
fading from her mind. Silvestro would think, and say, that she 
was entertaining an absolute stranger. 

“Sari vcstito elegante, con molto chic?** asked Silvestro, so 
hopefully, that it went to Lady Nclly*s heart to tell him that 
Eustace’s clothes would almost certainly not be smart. 

“E sposato, Signora Gontessa^** The gondolier put into the 
question so much delicacy that Lady N^y was quite startled. 
“Per caso porteri un aneUo matrimoniale, o un altro anello, di 
stile piii distinto?** 

Lady Nelly said that Eustace was not married, and she did not 
think he wore a ring, distinctive or otherwise. 

“Sari un tipo im po* comune?** said the gondolier, excusably 
enough, as it seemed to Lady Nelly. But she knew that Silvestro’s 
behaviour to guests was influenced by his conception of their 
importance, and she did not want Him to start off with the idea 
that Eustace W2u> a common type. How could she convince him 
that Eustace had claims to consideration that might not strike a 
casual cye^ 

“E un signore molto studioso,** she said hopefully. “Fa i suoi 
studi all’Universiti di Oxford.** 

Silvestro did not seem greatly impressed. 

“Ah gli studenti. Signora Contessa!*’ he exclaimed, mourn- 
fully; “sono gente dbe fanno molto disturbo! Sono tutti Comu- 
nisti, ma tutti, tutd!** 

Lady Nelly felt she must at once rid Silvestro’s mind of the idea 
that her guest was a mischief-making communist, and she ex- 
plained that he took no interest in politics, but meant to be a 
writer when he had finished his studies. 

“Un professore, allora?** said Silvestro, delighted to be on firm 
ground at last. “Sari facile distinguerlo, perche porteri la barba 
e gli occhiali grossi.** 

Wearily, and with a growing sense of defeat, Lady Nelly de- 
clared that Eustace was not a professor, nor did he wear a beard 
or spectacles. She was dismayed by the number of negatives that 
the idea of him conjured up, and began to wonder if he had any 
existence at all. Silvestro evidently sWed her doubt, but he w^ 
determined to discover in Eustace some distinguishing mark, if 
not some mark of distinction. 
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“Ma non altro, Signora?*^ he persisted. “Non avrii con 
sk un cane, per esempio?” 

“Dio mio, spero di no !” cried Lady Nelly, not that she disliked 
dogs, but she could not imagine Eustace with one. 

“Ah ben po’!** cried the gondolier, spreading out his hands as 
though to indicate that the problem must now be approztehed 
from an entirely different angle. “Sar^i lui, il signorino, che dovri 
riconoscermi, me SUvestro!” 

He extended his arms, drew himself up, puffed his chest out and 
fixed Lady Nelly with a challenging eye. She could not deny that 
thus inflated, projected, underlined and emphasised he had a 
high degree of recognisability; she could have told him a mile 
off. But why should Eustace be able to? Diffidently she put 
this question to the gondolier. But he was not in the least taken 
aback. 

“Ma tutti mi conosconoP* he cried, in genuine astonishment 
“Tutti! tutti!’* 

If everyone knew Silvestro, then it followed logically that 
Eustace would know him too. Lady Nelly let it go at that, the 
more willingly because her major-domo, in his extremely correct 
black suit, had appeared on the steps and was listening to the 
conversation without, however, deigning to look at Silvestro, a 
calculated slight which the ruddy back of the gondolier’s neck, 
now a deeper shade of terra-cotta, seemed to be returning with 
interest. 

Just before five o’clock, when Jasper Bentwich was sipping his 
imported China tea in the sala that all visitors to Venice who 
valued the completeness of thdr impressions hoped to see, his 
maid brought him a note. 

Jasper dear, (he read) 

Do forgive me, but Mr. Cherrington is rather tired after the 

journey, as you thought he might be, and if you don’t mind 

we’ll dine quietly here. 

/ mind very much, in fact I’m heart-broken and so is he (I 

couldn’t resist telling him a little of what we were missing). 

In the hope of being forgiven and asked again. 

Your disappointed but devoted 

N.S. 
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Jasper rose from his tea, went to his green-and-gold-lacquered 
writing-table and wrote a note. Dissatisfied, he tore it up and 
wrote another, ending ‘Yours to countermand*, but he destroyed 
that too. 

The third invited Lady Nelly and her guest to dinner the next 
day, subject to none of them being too tired. 



Chapter II 

Time's Winged Chariot 


G IACINTO, who brought Eustace his breakfast, spoke a little 
English. 

**Have you everything you want, signore?” he asked as he put 
the tray on Eustace’s bed. 

“Everything, thank you.” 

“You do not want any bacon and eggs?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“Nor any porreege?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“And if you want anything else you will ring?” 

“Yes, please,” said Eustace, growing a little bewildered. 

“And the Countess says that if it is fine weather you will be 
going for a nice peek-neek in the gondola at twelve o’clock.” 

“How lovely,” said Eustace. “Will it be fine, do you think?” 
He associated picnics with rain. 

“Pardon, signore?” said Giacinto, who was better at talking 
than understanding. 

“Will the weather be good?” 

“Oh yes, signore, in Venice we have always good weather. 
Desidera altro, signore?” 

Eustace said quite sincerely that he had nothing left to wish 
for, and Giacinto with a smile and a bow withdrew. 

Careful not to entangle himself in the furled wings of the snowy 
mosquito net, Eustace got out of bed and walked to the window. 
There were three windows in the room: two facing the bed, 
widely spaced like far-apart eyes, and one in the far right-hand 
comer, a cross-light. 

Eustace visited them each in turn, but it was the third he Hked 
best, for it had a long view down the Grand Canal, terminating 
in a level iron bridge, a concesssion to utility without which Venice 
to his ascetic northern eye seemed almost overdressed. His 
thoughts were at home with the bridge; elsewhere they were still 
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uneasily resisting the seduction of the undisciplined, unashamed 
opulence around him. He felt more at ease with the Gothic than 
the Baroque, and with brick than stone or stucco; happily this 
palace, the Palazzo Contarini FaKer, was Gothic, and the win- 
dow he was looking out of, though to an eye accustomed to lancets 
their outlines seemed wanting in modesty, were undoubtedly 
Gothic windows. 

Everything Eustace saw clamoured for attention. The scene 
was like an orchestra without a conductor; and to add to the 
confusion the sights, unlike the sounds, did not come from any one 
place: they attacked him from all sides, and even the back of his 
head felt bombarded by impressions. There was no refuge from 
the criss-cross flights of the Venetian visual missiles, no calculating 
the pace at which they came. That huge square palace opposite, 
with its deep windows like eye-sockets in a skull, was on you in a 
moment with its frontal attack. The building next to it, red, 
shabby and almost unadorned, was withholding its fire, but the 
onslaught would come — ^Eustace could see it collecting its charm, 
marshalling its simplicity, winging its pensive arrow. Nor, looking 
at the water, did the eye get any rest. Always broken, it was for 
ever busy with the light, taking it on one side of a ripple, sending 
it back from the other; and the boats, instead of going straight up 
and down, crossed each other’s path at innumerable angles that 
were like a geometrician’s nightmare, and at varying degrees of 
slowness that were like a challenge to a quadratic equation. The 
rhythm within him which, in Eustace’s case, was to some extent 
determined by the rhythm outside him, kept starting and stopping 
like a defective motor-engine, while the variations in the quality 
of the light made him fed that he was taking messages from a 
hundred heliographs. Even the angle of the walls between the 
two windows was not, he suddenly noticed, a true right angle— 
it was slightly acute; he fdt it compressing him like a pair of scis- 
sors. Upon examination, every angle in the room seemed out of 
true; he was living in a trapezium, and would never be able to 
fed a mathematical rdationship with his surroundings. Good-bye 
to the sense of squareness ! But could a thing, or a person, be fair 
without being square? 

How did Venetians ever achieve stability of mind, Eustoce 
wondered, turning away from the window. Rope ladders of light 
chased each other across the ceiling. He fdt extraordinarily 
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stimvilated and renewed. Watching, taking in, was an arduous 
exercise, but it loosened the spirit and discovered delicious new 
sensations. 

On the dressing-table, draped in sprigged muslin, his personal 
possessions seemed to have lost their quality of belonging to him; 
they wore a reproachful look. Even Stephen’s letter, which had 
greeted him with the face of a friend, mutely accused him of dis- 
loyalty. Stepping from rug to rug to avoid the cold touch of the 
polished brawn-like pavement, he took the letter back with him 
to bed. He would re-read it with his breakfast. 

Blagkstone’s Bxjildings, 
Essex St., W.C.2. 

My dear Eustace, 

Distasteful as it may be to receive reminders of your dis- 
carded life, I feel constrained to write, if only to allay the sense 
of guilt which (so you told me) was aggravating your natural 
terrors at the prospect of such a portentous journey — I wish you 
woxild not worry yourself about the Moral Law: Marx xmder- 
mined it and Freud has exploded it. You cannot have any 
personal responsibility for your actions if your whole thought 
is conditioned by the class of society in which you were brought 
up, stiU less if yotar mind was infected by an (Edipus Complex 
before it had attained to self-consciousness. I do not say that 
yours was, but it might have been, which is good enough for 
the argument; and I do not of course know whether the social 
stratum which you now adorn has achieved an awareness of 
moral standards outside the automatic functioning of its no 
doubt numerous taboos. I should think not, to judge by the 
behaviour of His Royal Highness. But he is too high for me; 
and besides — ^at enim — ^you will say that neither a man’s 
moral standards nor his moral worth can be inferred from his 
acts, even in the case of a Royal personage. To which I reply, 
rather tartly, that a tree is Imown by its fruit (I am leaving 
Lakewater out of the discussion). 

But I know that you have ambitions in the moral field and 
believe that progress is possible there, even, I suspect, without 
the aid of Divine Grace (Pdagius was not an Englishman for 
nothing). And so, though I cannot form any opinion as to the 
lightfulness or wrongfulness of what you may be doing in 
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Venice (a city notoriously given to vanity and pleasure), I can 
reassure you on one point. Since you went away everything 
has gone, as they say, swimmingly; even more swiinmingly, 
dare I suggest? than when you were here to supervise our nata- 
tion. I never quite knew what it was you were afraid of; but 
anyhow, it hasn*t happened. All your fears are groundless. 
The clinic still stands; in fact, it goes from strength to strength, 
if you will pardon the expression; and (I believe this may sur- 
prise you) I have been vouchsafed a glimpse of what I expect 
you are now learning to call Palazzo Cherrington. 

The day after you left for Venice I received an invitation 
from your aunt to dine at ^Villesden. You can imagine my 
trepidation, and with what an anxious eye I studied my meagre 
wardrobe (your aunt had told me not to dress), thinking, this 
pin-stripe might pass muster with Miss Cherrington, but Miss 
Hilda will certainly pronoimce it dull; or, these socks, their 
clocks indicating the upward trend of duty, might satisfy Miss 
Hilda, but to Miss Cherrington they will seem too emphatic, 
over defined, and perhaps even suggestive, as though the arrow 
were pointing up my leg to who knows what destination! Of 
course if I had known that your sister, Mrs. Grankshaw, would 
be there with her so different sartorial requirements I should 
have died, like a chameleon on a rainbow! But I was not 
expecting, though immensely flattered, to find what might 
justly be described as a gathering of the clans. 

You can imagine how excited I was to be present at the 
scene of so many famous happenings. A place of pilgrimage! 
As we passed the staircase I murmured to Mrs. Grankshaw, 
“Is this where you used to put the furniture?” and when we 
went into the drawing-room I said, “Is this where you turned 
back the carpet?” I was afraid I had been over-bold, but they 
all laughed, Miss Hilda loudest of all. How tolerant women 
are! I shouldn’t have dared to say such a thing had Mr. 
Grankshaw been present, but he was away, keeping a date with 
a dynamo, I think, Mrs. Grankshaw showed me his photo- 
graph: a striking-looking, but not what I should call an 
engine^iumed face. 

From what you told me I expected to find your aunt a little 
austere, but she could not have been more gracious, and you 
would have been touched (as I was) by the pride she showed in 



454 Eustace and Hilda 

your academic trophies. All your school prizes came out: The 
Naturalist on the Amazon^ The Cruise of the Cachalot^ Ants^ Bees and 
Wasps^ Whales and how to Harpoon Them, With Pick and Pack in the 
Gobi jD^j^r^—what a double life you lead, my dear Eustace! 
And I was shown yoiir trinkets and bibelots and even asked if 
I thought you would care to part with some of them, especially 
that Chaldaean paper-weight (if such it be: it is certainly very 
heavy, how the papyrus must have groaned *). But I was loyal 
and said No, something of your spirit had passed into these 
things, and in years to come, when you were famous, and a 
hundred years hence, when you had died, people would 
scramble for them. 

Upon your social achievements we touched more lightly, but 
Mrs. Crankshaw was very anxious to know when we might 
expect to see your photograph in the Sketch and TatUr, prone 
or supine on the Lido, and would it say ‘Lady Nelly Staveley 
and Mr. Eustace Cherrington*, or just ‘Lady N. S. and friend^? 
Your aunt did not contribute much to this discussion, but Miss 
Hilda said, “Perhaps she will have found another friend by 
then.’* I thought I ought to warn you. 

Miss Hilda was in remarkably good form. Her animation 
almost overflowed the hoiise, not that it’s small, but you know 
how she requires a spacious setting — such as I gather from you 
Anchorstone Hall must have been. She didn’t say much about 
that; perhaps she imagined (wrongly) that you had told me 
everything. She said that she had enjoyed herself more than 
she expected to, but would never have gone if you hadn’t 
insisted — you have a will of iron, dear Eustace. I gather you 
have let her in for going again, but she thinks she may get out 
of that. She spoke of Richard Staveley as being a man with a 
future — nearly told her he was a man with a past, but felt you 
would have given her a brotherly warning, and besides, he is a 
valued client of Messrs. Hilliard, Lampeter and Hilliard, and 
I ought to welcome eveiy scrape he gets into. I must add that 
Miss Hilda was charmingly dressed — couldn’t help voicing 
my admiration, and she said you were to blame, you had cor- 
rupted her {there is food for your guilt complex!). Next time 
I see her she will be in the clinical accoutrements with which 
I somehow associate her. 

Daring as ever, I proposed a visit to the clinic one day next 
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week and she raised no objection! — so that I feel I am in 
favour. She has several projects on hand, but the purchase of 
the chicken-nm is at last completed, and without any capital 
outlay on her part, thanks to my defensive measures. 

You see what a steadying influence I have. When you write 
to her, you must not fail to sing my praises. 

This long, too long letter does not mean that I am neglecting 
business. On the contrary, after my delightful and instructive 
evening with your farxiily I feel more than ever that the Gher- 
ringtons are my business, as they are also my pleasure, if I may 
put it like that. 

Good-bye, Eustace. Remember the rate of exchange — 
pounds and lire, though the same sign serves for both, must on 
no account be confused. Nor must soldi and shillings, though 
they are nearly the same in Latin. With these exhortations to 
a realistic outlook I remain. 

Yours affectionately, 

Stephen. 

P.S. I shouldn’t wait until the end of your visit (but, 
Stephen, my visit will never end: Lady Nelly has asked me to 
stay with her/or ever) to tip the servants. Even if the palm is not 
actually outstretched, it will always welcome a little transi- 
tional greasing — ^but let it be a little: I sometimes tremble for 
you — ^you have such inflationary ideas about money. 

Stephen, Eustace reflected, had got an entirely different im- 
pression of his home from the one he had grown up with. Perhaps 
visitors always did. But his family must also have bdhiavcd rather 
differently. Certainly his aunt had. She had never told him she 
meant to invite Stephen, and yet the invitation must have been 
sent almost before he left the house. He could not remember that, 
imprompted by himself or Barbara, she had ever asked anyone to 
dinner before. Perhaps it was not strange that she should have 
wanted to see Stephen for hersdf, for she had always seemed to 
like the idea of him. But it was strange that she should exhibit 
Eustace’s prizes, a thing he had never known her do before. He 
almost wished she hadn’t. The admiration Eustace felt for her 
had never wavered, but the affection had. On his conception of 
her as a just but unloving woman — unloving at least to him — ^hc 
had built up and justified the idea of himself as bring more 
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appreciated abroad than at home. Now he woxdd have to revise 
that conception, and in spite of Stephen’s assurances, suffer the 
sense of guilt that the consciousness of being more loved than 
loving always brought him. 

Touched and saddened, he pictured her grey head bent over 
the prizes, memorials to his past achievements in which she felt she 
could legitimately take pride; for she had made it clear to him, 
and evidently to Stephen too, that she didn’t regard the visit to 
Venice as a feather in his cap. She had been against his going, 
but only passively, as though resigned to it as yet another stage in 
his development, of which she could not approve. But perhaps 
Stephen had made up the episode of the prizes, just as he had 
made up some of their titles; you could not be sure with him, he 
got an idea and then embroidered it. Hilda’s remark about Lady 
Nelly finding another friend was perhaps a little wounding, but 
might not have been meant so; she might just be expressing con- 
cern for his future. Stephen, Eustace was sure, had a genuine 
interest in his welfare, but he liked to constitute himself its direc- 
tor; like so many others, he didn’t want Eustace to be happy in 
his own way — ^wherever that was. 

But everything was going well — ^that was the main fact that had 
emerged from Stephen’s letter. True, there had not been much 
time for anything to go wrong. Eustace had a feeling that any 
ship he left must inevitably sink; but Willesden and the clinic 
were obviously still afloat. More than that, there was a subdued 
excitement in Stephen’s letter that suggested they were actually 
on the move, borne by favourable breezes, with Stephen himself 
at the helm. Towards what destination? The thrill of excitement 
communicated itself to Eustace and increased the elation that he 
already felt firom the presence of Venice, drifting into his room 
with the shouts from below and the wavy lights on the eggshell- 
coloured walls. Hilda had found a friend — yet another friend. 

‘You must come to see los at Anchorstone, Stephen, and spend 
a long week-end with us — 2l week, if you can spare it. Dick is 
longing to see more of you and so am I — ^I’ve got a lot of work for 
you in connection with winding-up the cli^c. And Dick has 
some business for you too, I don’t quite know what it is. You 
didn’t know I was giving up the clinic? Oh, but I had to, you 
see, there’s so much to do here — entertaining and parish work and 
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one thing and another — since Sir John died and my mother-in- 
law went to live at the Dower House, a charming house, though 
^e says it*s too big for her. Of course I shall always take an 
interest in the clinic — a very ifriendly interest. To tell \ ou the truth, 
Dick has partially endowed it; wasn’t it good of him? Yes, 
twenty thousand pounds. How stupid of me — ^you naturally 
would know that, being our solicitor as well as the clinic’s. It is 
such a relief to me, Stephen, to know that the dear old place is in 
such good hands.’ 

Back at Anchorstone, Eustace’s thoughts began to busy them- 
selves with the coming birthday-party. He would have been 
going there, of course, only Lady Nelly had made a special point 
of his coming out to Venice in time for the Feast of the Redeemer. 
He couldn’t do both; the dates, it seemed, clashed. Perhaps it 
was just as well; events never moved while you were watching 
them, and his own particular scrutiny, he sometimes felt, had a 
peculiarly arresting effect. He becalmed things. At a cricket 
match it was always when he had withdrawn his attention that 
the batsman was bowled. He had conscientiously and indeed 
excitedly followed the course of Barbara’s first flirtations; it was 
just when he stopped looking that she got engaged to Jimmy 
Grankshaw. And the same with the clinic. He knew its day-to- 
day history, but the moment when it put forth fresh buds and 
blossoms always took him by surprise. Hilda hated being over- 
looked. She would feel freer out of range of his anxious, watch- 
dog face. Dick would feel freer, too. Perhaps they would both 
fed as though a weight had been lifted. It was much better, 
really, that he shoiild be away. He would not like his ghost to 
haunt those passages, mounting guard over the door that he had 
never seen. 

All the same his thoughts, crossing the mountains, hovered on 
that northern shore; he passed by the window in the College front 
behind which the helmets gleamed; from across the lake he saw 
the brown-pink Banqueting HaU mirrored in the calm water, a 
diamond polished but imcut, so different from the Venetian water 
with its myriad sparkling facets. Soon he was on the site of the 
ruined chapd, where he had talked to Dick; of all the places in 
Anchorstone Hall this was his favourite, perhaps because, being 
a roofless ruin and bdongir^ to the past, it did not repd his 
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imagination with the pride of alien ownership. They had laughed 
at hrnia at home, for bringing away the carved fragment that 
Dick had wrenched off the font; Barbara said he would have to 
pay duty on building material imported into Italy, But Eustace 
had a strong feeling for relics, and it should even earn its passage 
by acting as a paper-weight. The stability of paper-weights 
appealed to him. They tethered things down, they anchored the 
past. The Anchor Stone! Policeman to the Muses, ready to 
arrest any development, it lay on the bureau — grey-green with 
touches of duU gold — ^where Eustace was to work. He jumped out 
of bed. His bathroom was next door, but he lingered a moment in 
the immense gallery, lit by she flamboyant Gothic windows linked 
arm in arm across the end. Many doors opened off it into rooms 
that no doubt would be occupied later, but imtil then Eustace had 
the whole floor to himself. 

He had been working for some time, with half an eye on the 
seductive window on his left, when the door opened and Giacinto 
appeared. 

“Excxise me, sir,** he said, “but the Countess will be ready at 
twelve o*clock.** 

Eustace thanked him and went on making notes; it was only 
just half-past eleven by Miss Fothergill’s watch. 

A few minutes later there came a knock at the door, several 
times repeated in spite of the **Gome in** with which, with a rising 
volume of tone amounting in the end to a yell, Eustace greeted 
each assault. At last the door opened, and a small dark maid with 
hair tightly pulled back stood trans&ed on the threshold. 

^Tardon, Monsieur,** she said, staring at Eustace as though 
hypnotised, “mais Madame la Comtesse sera prfete k partir k 
midi.** 

Eustace thanked her and, wondering, returned to his work. 
His imagination was haunted by a person imder a railway arch 
who had come to this uninviting rendezvous specially at Eustace*s 
request to keep an appointment with him. Eustace had failed to 
turn up and the man was pacing to and fin, wringing his hands, 
while Ae rain poured down outside ajod the opportunities of a life- 
time slipped by him. But it still needed twenty minutes to twelve, 
and Eustace’s dread of being on the wrong side of the clock was 
balanced by an unshakable confidence when on the right side. 
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What was his consternation, therefore, when a few minutes later 
he heard a scurry of steps outside. The door, after hardly 
more than a premonitory rattle, burst open, and the major- 
domo advanced into the room, followed by Giacinto and the 
maid and (as it seemed to Eustace) by several other domestics as 
well. 

^ ^'Signore,” announced the major-domo, composing himself and 
directing a quelling look over each shoulder as though to make 
sure that his aides, though well in sight, were keeping their 
distance — “la Signora Contessa 4 gia in gondola.” 

Lady Nelly already in the gondola! 

Eustace was appalled by the idea, now conveyed to him in 
three languages, that he was keeping her waiting. Without 
staying to see the cloud of messengers disperse, he dashed 
wildly about the room trying to assemble the things that might 
be needed for a picnic. His mackintosh? In spite of the fav- 
ourable weather forecast, yes. A book? On the whole no, Lady 
Nelly might take it as a reflection on her conversational powers. 
Gloves, no. His brandy flask in case he should feel faint? Yes, 
but where was it? A frantic search. His hat, in case he should 
get sun-stroke? Here it was, but more suitable for keeping off a 
thunderstorm. Money — ^w^, Lady Nelly would no doubt pay 
for everything, but a man should never leave the house, his fa&er 
had told Eustace, without money in his pocket. In they all went 
— ^pounds, lire, francs, shillings, soldi, the cosmopolitan gleanings 
of Miss Fothergill’s bequest. Handkerchief, cigarettes, matches — 
starting out into the unknown, Eustace did not feel complete 
without a two days* supply of everything. A wild dash into the 
bath room to wash the ink from his fingers, and Eustace’s body 
was ready, though his mind, still searching, considering, rejecting 
and accepting, was lamentably unprepared. 

Along the gallery he sped and down the pale stone staircase, 
imcarpeted here, but still furnished with the lovely handrail of 
crimson rope, hanging in long shallow loops from staples in the 
wall. No time to avail himself of its support; no one ever had a 
heart-attack going downstairs, and better fall headlong than be 
late. Just a glance at the lower gallery, companion to the upper, 
but with its crimson damask, its pictures and its mirrors, as sump- 
tuous as that was bare. Now his feet were on the red stair-carpet, 
or rather on the rivulet of white drugget that cascaded down its 
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centre, a protection from dirty footmarks, only removed, Eustace 
supposed, for Royal visits, and out into the long, high cavern 
bdow. Far on his left, beWd an iron grille, glittered the water 
of the Grand Canal, but the tall doorway immediately opposite 
was his goal. Bracing himself to meet who knew what indignant 
reproaches or icy reproofs, what suggestions of a curtailed visit or 
immediate return to England, Eustace charged through the 
opening on to the pavement. 

For a moment he was only aware of the impact of the sunshine, 
which was quite blinding. Then, crossing the pavement, he 
looked over the stone coping of the low red wall into the gondola. 
Both gondoliers were there: SUvestro reading his paper, the other 
sitting motionless on the poop. They looked as if they had been 
there for hours. But no sign of Lady Nelly. 

Three or four idlers, of shabby and even diseased appearance, 
who were leaning on the wall and staring in a bemused fashion at 
the gondola, at Eustace’s approach slid their tattered elbows a 
few inches to right or left to make room for him; otherwise, to 
Eustace’s disordered fancy, still moving at high tension in a 
maelstrom of unpunctuality, all movement in heaven and earth 
seemed to be suspended. 

Silvestro looked up from his paper and saw Eustace. He rose 
to his feet and rested his beringed brown hand on the warm 
parapet. 

*‘Buon giomo, signore,” he said. 

“Buon giomo,” panted Eustace, feeling that the conversation 
would have to end there. 

“Manca cinque minuti a mezzo-giomo,” remarked Silvestro. 

Oddly enough this sentence corresponded almost exactly to one 
that Eustace had learned in his phrase book. It was five nainutes 
to twelve. 

‘^Ma la Gontessa” — ^he began, slowly emerging from the 
penumbra of a threatened scolding into the more congenial 
consciousness of a grievance. 

‘*Oh, la Gontessa,” said Silvestro. He turned upwards a much- 
calloused palm, and shmgged his shoulders, as if to indicate that 
Lady Nelly’s ways were unaccountable. “La Gontessa non si 
trova.” 

“The Gountess does not find herself,” volimteered the younger 
gondolier, in a strangely breathy voice, as if in English every 
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word were preceded by an aspirate. Silvestro gave him a wither- 
ing look and he said no more. 

“But I was told ” began Eustace. He stopped, but the 

sense of being ill-used prompted him to try to overcome the 
language difficulty. “The major-domo, the butler, the head of 
the palace 

“Vuol dire il maestro di casa,** ventured the younger gon- 
dolier. 

Silvestro availed himself of the information, but without 
acknowledging its source. 

“Non sa niente, quello li,” he remarked. “E matto.” His 
voice suggested that the maestro di casa was like a contagious 
disease, only to be spoken of because, unfortunately, it existed. 

A little more boldly than before the other gondolier resumed 
the r 61 e of translator. 

“He does not know hanything, that one. Is mahd.” 

Silvestro did not reprove his assistant’s audacity, and went on: 
“I domestici dentro di casa sono tutti matti, salvo il cuoco.” 

“He says the domestics inside are hall m^d, except the cook,” 
repeated the second gondolier, with some imction. 

Eustace was wondering in what hall-madness consisted when 
the mid-day gun fired its tremendous salvo. He jumped ; the faces 
along the wall, after a second’s animation, settled into lines of 
deeper despondency, as though they had now nothing to hope 
for. Silvestro took out his watch. 

“La Gontessa h in ritardo,” he said. 

“Si, si,” said Eustace warmly, delighted to have understood 
something at last. A barge passed by, piled with the furniture of 
a family which was evidently moving house. Intimate objects of 
bedroom use crowned the cargo. An old woman sat in the prow, 
looking undisguisedly woebegone. Perhaps the things were hers. 
The rower had the long handle of the tiller between his bare feet; 
the heavy blade of his oar dripped with water, and he looked 
anxiously and rather angrily ahead. 

Silvestro remonstrated with him for passing too near the 
gondola, the splendour of which made a violent, and in Eustace’s 
eyes a painful, contrast with the cheap, shabby contents of the 
barge. But the bargeman, with a rather touching humility, 
seemed to acknowledge the prior claims of the luxurious vessel, 
stared at it with admiration unmixed with envy, and managed 
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to avoid touching it. The danger averted, Silvestro returned to 
the parapet. 

“Palazzo Sfortunato,” he said, indicating the building at Eus- 
tace*sback. “Belpalazzo. Gottico. Grande. Magnifico. Palazzi 
barocchi, brutti, pesanti. Vuol vedere I’entrata?” 

“He says, would you like to see the hentrance?” offered the 
second gondolier. 

Gratefully Eustace followed Silvestro through the great door- 
way into the cool dusk of the entrata. It went the length of the 
house and corresponded, he saw, to the two great galleries above. 
High overhead the huge rough beams made strong transverse 
lines. Along one wall stood various stone objects hard to identify — 
fragments, perhaps, from groups of statuary. Otherwise the hall 
was empty, with a vast emptiness too stately to seem forlorn, 
except that in the corner nearest the door there was a quantity of 
gear, stacked on trestles or spread on the floor: oars, cushions, 
chairs, carpets, the supplementary furnishings of the gondola; 
and a large humped construction like a howdah, forbiddingly 
black. 

To this heterogeneous yet characteristic collection Silvestro led 
Eustace, and paused impressively before it. 

“Tutta questa roba h mia,” he said. 

The pride in his voice had explained his meaning to Eustace 
even before he heard, coming from behind him, the other gondo- 
lier’s rendering of what he said. 

“He says that hall these goods hare his.” The addition of 
several aspirates gave an overwhelming force to the word ‘his’. 

Eustace turned and saw the interpreter standing in the door- 
way, obviously too shy to come in without invitation; but the 
invitation was not given. 

“Questo,” said Silvestro, indicating the black domed object 
and strokiiig it, “fe il felze.” He paused impressively, clearly hop- 
ing that Erminio would come forward with a translation. But, 
nettled perhaps at not being asked in, Erminio held his peace. 

“Costa molto,” Silvestro proceeded, “costa piii di sei mila 
lire.” 

Remembering Stephen’s injunction, Eustace tried to turn this 
figure into pounds; but all he could do was to look suitably 
astonished. 

“E cosi pesante,” Silvestro continued, “che al solito ci occorre 
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due uomini per portarlo. Soltanto io posso portarlo senza aiuto.” 
As Eustace looked puzzled, Silvestro broke off, waiting for the 
voice from the door. At last, when it still did not come, he looked 
round irritably. 

“Par cossa ti non parla?’* he demanded. 

Thxis appealed to, Erminio found his tongue. “He says the 
felze is so heavy that usually we must have two men to carry hit 
Only he can car:^ hit without help.*’ He spoke with a hint of 
scepticism, but Silvestro ignored it and looked at Eustace to see 
the effect of the announcement Satisfied with the result, he 
proceeded: 

“La gran parte dei gondolieri sono troppo poveri per tenere il 
felze, Soltanto io e mio fratello Giambattista, noi lo teniamo.” 

Again there was a pause. When Erminio still proved recal- 
citrant, Silvestro said, “Ti xe sordomuto?” Taxed with being 
a deaf-mute, Erminio said with obvious xmwillingness: 

“He tdls that the great part of the gondoliers are too poor to 
keep the felze. Only he and his brother, John the Baptist, they 
keep hit” 

Pleased at having made his point Silvestro reintroduced Eustace 
to the felze, and was opening its door with much empressement 
to reveal the silk-lined interior, when Erminio cried, “Attention! 
viene la Contessa!” 

All in a moment, and before Eustace had begun to hear the 
footsteps on the stairs, Silvestro doffed his air of grandeur and 
darted to the door. Eustace followed more slowly, but with a 
distinct feeling ofhaving been caught out in something. When he 
reached the door the gondoliers were already in the boat. He 
turned roimd. 

Lady Ndly was coming down the stairs, followed at ritual 
interv^ by the major-domo, the footman, and her maid. The 
footman carried the picnic basket, but each was well laden with 
provisions for the journey. Lady Nelly’s clothes, of many shades 
between fawn and cream, seemed to float in the air, and she 
herself, ample though she was, seemed to float with them. 
Eustace went forward to meet her. 

“Ah! so you’re here!” she said, as if that made everything all 
right. “I was afraid you were going to be late.” 

“Is that why you sent up to fetch me?” asked Eustace, aware, 
to his great surprise, that his grievance was beginning to ebb. 
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“So they came, did they?” Pausing at the door, Lady Nelly 
embraced her retainers, who had also paused, with a glance 
of affectionate commendation. “I wasn’t sure they would. 
Were you scared?” she asked, smiling. “I wish Pd seen your 
fece.” 

“Well, I was a little startled,” said Eustace. “You see, it was 
only half-past eleven and I ” 

“Don’t trouble to tell me,” said Lady Nelly, moving out into 
the sunshine. “I know what a bore explanations are. You had 
forgotten all about it, you were so immersed in your work. I 
thought you would be, that’s why I sent to remind you. I’ve 
known a great many great writers,” she went on, “and none of 
them had any sense of time, not one.” Eustace was trying to see 
himself among the great writers when she turned to him and said, 
“What’s the time now?” 

“It’s half-past twelve,” said Eustace. 

“Is it really? So latel What a good thing I jogged your 
memory ! Now, don’t let’s waste another minute. En voiture !” 

In the combined effort to help Lady Nelly into the gondola 
Eustace foimd himself left out, so great was the general zeal to 
perform this rite. She seemed to be lowered into the boat with 
silken chains. Following her across the ironing-board drawbridge, 
he watched all the patting and smoothing with which, like some 
large pale bird, she was brought to rest. Indeed, everyone moved 
with exa^erated care, as if carrying a box of explosives into the 
presence of a helpless invalid. Eustace found himself turning 
round and round like a dog before he ventured to sit down beside 
her. The plumped-out cushion subtided under his wdght with a 
soft sigh. But they were not off yet. Lady Ndly bethought her- 
self of several thii^ she had forgotten and which Silvestro, in 
ringing tones of command, demanded of the despised indoor 
servants. Then the awniisg had to be put up. Eustace tried to 
help, but his very difSdent intervention seemed to throw the 
process completdly out of gear and he was adjured with many 
soft-popping natives to rest tranquil. Meanwhile a crowd had 
gathered; the parapet was topped by a line of feces looking down 
with critical or admiring eyes. Silvestro paid no more attention 
to them than does a lion to the riff-raff behind the bars. At last 
the tui^ing and grunting ceased, the linen curtains were in place, 
and Silvestro’s fece, very red and heated, appeared suddenly 
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between them, giving the effect, as it so often die 
nearness. 

“Santa Rosa, Signora C3ontessa?” 

“Si, Santa Rosa, Silvestro.” 

“Santa Rosa, sa?” shouted Silvestro to Erminio, 
ruled out all odicr destinations. 
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Chapter III 

The Picnic at Santa Rosa 


^^HEY tied up at a post, with the lagoon on one side and on the 
-i- other an island of which Eustace could see, by twitching the 
curtain, a confused coast-line of hedges, vines, and vegetables, 
and a rather tumble-down pink cottage, weather-stained and 
peeling here and there, but well filled, to judge by the number 
of children who thronged its water-front and stared with Latin 
fixity. 

*'Ecco Santa Rosa,” said Silvestro. “Grande cittk,” he added 
humorously. Its smallness certainly made a vivid contrast with 
the great bulk of Venice that, beginning a mile or so from where 
they sat, swung away to the right, an horizon in itself, compared to 
which the real horizon, visible to Eustace if he leaned forward, 
looked disappointingly low and flat. 

“Now for our luncheon,” said Lady Nelly. Produced from a 
three-decker Thermos and laid on a table which held them 
wedged in their places, the luncheon was a delectable meal. But 
Eustace was soon in trouble with his spaghetti. 

“You look like Laocoon,” said Lady Nelly, “except that he was 
afraid of being eaten, and you are afraid to eat. Try one at a 
time.” 

Feeling like an inexperienced shark that must turn over to bite, 
Eustace made another attempt to take the bait. The manoeuvre 
gave him a contortionist's view of Lady Nelly’s face, such as 
Tintoretto might have chosen. 

“What would Edie Staveley say,” said Lady Nelly, “if she saw 
us now!” 

Eustace came up to breathe. 

“Do you suppose she ever goes for a picnic?” 

“Not alone with a young man; that would be against her 
principles.” 

Eustace took a sip of his white wine. The fresh, faintly salty 
taste delighted him. But he wished he was not contravening Lady 
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Staveley’s principles. Anyone else’s principles seemed better 
founded than his own. 

“I suppose she is very strict,** he said. 

“She*s very conventional,** said Lady Nelly, ‘‘and that means 
doing things in a certain way. It*s the technique of living, as 
practised by the experts. It may not take you very far, but you*ll 
always fed you are on the right road, and in good company. I 
recommend it to you, Eustace, But perhaps there’s no need.” 

Eustace was not quite sure how to take this, 

“I certainly don’t like getting into a row,” he muttered. 

“Being conventional won’t save you from that,” said Lady 
Nelly. “But it’s a different kind of row, and people will be on 
your side as long as they believe that in spirit you still toe the line. 
You needn’t be afraid that you won’t be able to do a great many 
things that you want to do. Only you have to do them in a cer- 
tain way.” 

“Secretly, I suppose,” said Eustace, privately horrified at the 
idea of a sin not committed, and proclaimed, on the house- 
tops. 

“Well, according to recognised rules, and one is that people 
don’t mind about something that isn’t forced on their notice.” 

“No — 0,” said Eustace, still obsessed by the idea that if there 
must be impropriety it should be as public as possible, 

“Venice was very gay just before the war,” said Lady Nelly. 
“I remember a party at Murano. There, on the right.” She 
pulled back her curtain, and Eustace saw, duplicated in the water, 
the roofs and towers of a long island. “We went over in gondolas 
— there weren’t many launches then — and after supper there was 
a dance and some of the ladies of the party danced with the 
gondoliers. Well, that made a very bad impression on the more 
old-fashioned Venetians; and one old girl, Gontessa Loredan, 
was heard to say, ‘On peut coucher avec un gondolier, si on le 
dfesire; mais on ne danse ipsis avec lui.’” 

Eustace turned scarlet. 

“Have I shocked the boy?” said Lady Nelly. “Fm afraid I 
have. But you sec what convention means. After that, no one 
dared to dance with a gondolier.” 

Eustace withdrew his eyes from Silvestro, who was busying 
himself with the kitchen arrangements in the forepart of the boat; 
he looked as if his dancing days were over, but you couldn’t be 
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sure; he was a kind of sailor, and sailois were agile and sure- 
footed. 

“Don’t imagine that you’ll be made a witness of such scenes 
staying with me,” said Lady Nelly. “When we go to Murano, it 
will be to look at the glass factory. That’s a most blameless sight 
— e3q>ect my sister-m-law saw it when she came here for her 
honeymoon.” 

“Venice is a great place for honeymoons, isn’t it?” said Eustace. 
He saw a picture of Dick and Hilda floatii^ by in a gondola. 

“It used to be,” said Lady Nelly. “But I fancy the rhythm here 
is too slow for modem love. Perfect for friendship, of course. To 
be really up-to-date you’d have to spend your honeymoon in an 
aeroplane.” 

Eustace decided to take a plunge. 

“Do you think that’s how Dick will spend his?” 

At this moment Silvestro came up to change the plates. He 
returned with chicken in an aluminium container. While he 
handed it there was only one preoccupation — to make onesdf as 
gman as possible. Eustace and Lady NeUy writhed outwards. 
When they came together again Lady Nelly said, “It wasn’t just 
greed — couldn’t speak to you Silvestro. You were askmg 

me about Dick, weren’t you?” 

“Oh, he just passed throv^h my mind.” 

“He sometimes passes through mine,” said Lady Nelly. “Not 
intentionally, and not to stay, of course : I shouldn’t flatter myself. 
But I bdiieve he’s fond of you.” 

“Oh, do you think so?” said Eustace. “I thought it was Hilda 
that he liked.” 

Lady Nelly turned to him . 

“Di^’s peculiar,” she said. “I mean, he’s peculiar underneath 
aU the mystery-man stuff. He isn’t the kind of man that women 
undeista^.” 

“He seems to like them,” said Eustace. 

“Oh yes, he does, he does. But on his terms, not ours. I don’t 
think he’s got mudi to offer to a woman, you know, Eustace.” 

“He has Anchorstone,” said Eustace. 

Lady Nelly looked at him. 

“Anchorstone’s a nice little place, and I dare say plenty of girls 
would be glad to have it, but I wasn’t thinkii^ of that. When I said 
‘offer^ I really meant ‘give’. He hasn’t much to give a woman.” 
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“What kind of things hasn’t he?” 

^ “The kind of things women value — ^gentleness, affection, con- 
tinual small attentions, fussing about after them, you know. We 
like to be always in someone’s thoughts. And we like men to be 
rather helpless, at any rate in some ways, and incomplete, and 
even a little ridiculous and pathetic. Not irritatingly so, of course, 
but women aren’t repelled by weakness in the way that some men 
are.” 

Eustace considered this, to him, novel picture of a woman’s 
man. 

“Dick certainly isn’t any of those things.” 

“No, I admit he’s attractive, but he doesn’t give, he takes.” 

“But I thought women liked that.” 

“Some do, of course, but not for long if they have any spirit. 
Imagine being the wife of our oarsman here!” 

“Is he married^” 

“Oh yes, he has a large family. I’m godmother to one,” 

“You wouldn’t like someone you were fond of to marry Dick?” 
Eustace said. 

“Oh, I don’t say that. But she’d have to be a special kind of 
woman, I think, with an elastic nature.” 

“Dick seemed to be very concerned about Hilda when she hurt 
her hands playing billiard-fives,” 

“Your sister Hilda? Yes, I noticed that. What a lovely crea- 
ture she is. I don’t wonder that he was attracted by her,” 

A warm wave of happiness splashed over Eustace. “You 
thought he was?” 

“Well, wasn’t it obvious?” 

“I wish I knew how she felt about him,” Eustace said. 

“Hasn’t she ever been in love?” asked Lady Nelly. 

“No, not to my knowledge,” smd Eustace. 

They had finished the chicken, but still another plate came. 
Eustace took a peach from the basket Silvestro offered him. It 
had a deep, Italian complexion, robuster than an English peach. 
Silvestro filled their cups with coffee, 

“Would she enjoy country life?” said Lady Nelly. “And seeing 
neighbours, and doing good works, and being rather dull?” 

“She wotdd enjoy the good works,” said Eustace eagerly. 
“She wouldn’t be dull if she had them. And I think she would 
enjoy riding — she’s always liked horses. That’s part of country 
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life, isn’t it. She always liked innning risks; she told me she loved 
the aeroplane. She doesn’t care much about social life or casual 
acquaintances, but she would put up with them for Dick’s sake, 
if she thought it was her duty.” 

He hesitated to cut his peach, it looked so beautiful with the 
bloom fresh on it. 

“Dick doesn’t care for them either,” said Lady Nelly. “They 
seem to have a lot in common, don’t they? Looks, aeroplanes, 
riding, risks, a distaste for the social round. Perhaps your sister 
is the girl we’ve all been looking for!” 

Eustace thrilled at her words, and the lazy smile that accom- 
panied them blended with the sweetness of the peach he had now 
begun to eat. 

“Oh, but it seems too wonderful!” he exclaimed. “I can’t 
really believe it. I’ve really wanted it all my life, you know, just 
this very thing to happen to Ehlda !” 

“What a matchmaker you are!” said Lady Nelly indulgently. 
“I believe you brought your sister down to Anchorstone all robed 
and garlanded for the sacrifice.” 

“Well, I had to persuade her,” said Eustace. “She didn’t want 
to come. I think she was afraid of meeting you all. She’s always 
seemed to know what’s best for both of us. If you knew how much 
I owed her! This is the only time she’s done something for me, 
as it were — ^I mean, a considerable thing — against her own 
judgement, and really against her will. Perhaps she would never 
have known what it was to be in love if it hadn’t been for me.” 

“You think she is in love?” said Lady Nelly. “You didn’t seem 
sure a moment ago.” 

“I wasn’t then,” Eustace confessed. “But with Dick and every- 
thing — oh, how could she not be!” 

Lady Nelly drew a longer breath. 

“She is going to his birthday-party, isn’t she?” 

“Yes,” said Eustace, “on the fifteenth — ^the same day as the 
Feast of the Redentore.” 

“The same day?” said Lady Nelly vaguely — ^“are you quite 
sure?” 

“I think you said the same day,” said Eustace, not wanting to 
seem too positive. “You asked me to come out earlier so as not to 
miss it.” 

“I did, didn’t I?” said Lady Nelly, as though reminding herself. 
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“But I*m never very good at dates. We*ll ask Silvestro. I expect 
he’s asleep.” 

Turning round, Eustace peered between the curtain and the 
brass rod to which it was tied. Silvestro lay curled up on a bed 
of Procrustes, all gaps and slats; but perched on the very extremity 
of the gondola, with the expression of one resigned to taking a 
back seat, Erminio kept watch. 

Eustace reported the situation. “Shall I ask Erminio?” he 
said. 

“We must be careful,” said Lady Nelly. “It depends which 
Silvestro minds most: being woken up, or not being consulted. 
Try Erminio.” 

Eustace was glad to be able to address Erminio in English. 

Erminio, however, was too much taken by surprise to have his 
English ready. 

As he was struggling to speak Silvestro opened his eyes, un- 
folded himself, sat up and growled a question. Battle was joined. 
“Oh dear,” said Lady Nelly, “theyVe quarrelling about the date. 
We should have asked Silvestro first. But I suspect Erminio’s 
right, really. That’s the worst of him.” 

She listened. “I can only catch a word here and there, but 
Silvestro seems to be telling Erminio all his faults and Ermimo 
keeps repeating with maddening persistency that the festa is 
always held on the third Sunday in Jidy.” 

By now the hubbub was dying down; Silvestro’s explosive re- 
joinders grew rarer, then ceased, and Erminio, scrupulously 
restrained in triumph, said: 

“Hit is day twenty.” 

“There! you could have gone to Anchorstone after all,” said 
Lady Nelly. “What a monster I am to have brought you out here 
under false pretences. Gan you ever forgive me?” 

Eustace said he would try, but he did not manage to give the 
impression that the effort would be altogether easy. 

“I am sorry,” said Lady Nelly. “But I dare say that in cir- 
cumstances of that kind, the absence of a beloved and adoring 
brother might be a help rather than a hindrance. What do you 
think?” 

Eustace could not but see the force of this, for the same idea had 
occurred to him. 

“Of course,” Lady Ndly went on, almost wistfully, “you 
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probably would have met a lot of charming girls there, I’m very 
fond of Anne myself, though she stays so much in the backgroxmd. 

I thought that you and she rather hit it off.” 

For some reason Eustace did not feel disposed to admit that 
there had been anything much between him and Anne. 

^Touth,” said Lady Nelly, “is altogether channing, isn’t it? 
Nothing takes its place. All those young people with their lives 
before them, bubbling over to tell each other Aings, sharing little 
jokes and the gossip of their day which it seems so vitally import- 
ant to be au courant with, wildly excited to see how it’s going to 
turn out between Dick and your sister — ^perhaps even, in an 
utterly engaging way, a little jealous.” 

Eustace began to wonder whether the party would have been 
such fun for him, after all. 

“I expect Monica would be there, too,” Lady Nelly went on. 
“She’s an old flame of Dick’s, you Imow. I thought you got on 
fairly well with her too, though she ought to have been rather 
suspicious of you, belonging as it were to the other camp. It isn’t 
for lack of other offers that she’s been faithful to Dick for so long. 
One reason why she’s popular is that she doesn’t mind being on 
the losing side. You don’t either, do you, Eustace?” 

“Well, I have to be on my own side,” said Eustace, “and that 
often loses.” 

“I’m not so sure,” said Lady Nelly. “Youth is never really a 
loser, not with age, at any rate- Here in Venice I’m afraid you’ll 
find us all harridans or frumps — ^for the moment, at any rate. 
Later on I hope to be able to offer you something more succulent. 
Meanwhile we shall all fasten on you like harpies. I don’t think 
I shall dare to introduce you to Laura Loredan.” 

“Will she expect me to dance with her?” asked Eustace. 

“No, because I shall dress you up as a gondolier.” 

Eustace blushed. 

“You’ll be safe as long as you’re with me. I should rather like 
to see you in a white blouse with a sailor collar, and wearing a 
blue sash.” 

“As long as you don’t ask me to row the gondola,” said Eus- 
tace. 

“Oh, I shall make no extravagant demands. But I can’t help 
feeling glad, in a way, that I made that mistake about the dates 
and got you out here a day or two earlier. Of coxirse, it was a 
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mistake. You see, they don’t even know the date themselves, so 
how was I to? You’re not still angry with me?” 

Quite sincerely Eustace protested that he was not. 

‘'But at Anchorstone they will be,” said Lady Nelly. "Heigh- 
ho ! I can see poor Edie searching jfrantically in her address book, 
and saying to herself, 'How shall I find a substitute for that 
charming young man?’ ” 

"Perhaps Antony will go,” said Eustace. 

"Antony is quite delightful.” Lady Nelly’s voice seemed to put 
Antony for ever m his place. "He’s promised to come here, you 
know, later in the summer. But Edie suspects he finds them dull, 
and John says he talb too much.” 

"I was afraid I talked too little,” said Eustace. 

"You couldn’t — mean, my dear, from John’s point of view, 
not from mine. That was one reason why he liked you. No, they 
won’t have an easy job replacing you.” 

Not without satisfaction, Eustace imagined the eligible 
bachelors of England being combed in vain to find a substitute for 
Eustace Cherrington. 

"Now,” said Lady Nelly with sudden briskness, '*we mustn’t 
have any more mistakes. What time is it? Don’t ask cither of 
those ignorant men, unless you want to see a stand-up fight. I’m 
sure you’ve got a beautiful watch of your own.” 

Eustace took out his gold watch and said expansively, "Miss 
Fothergill gave me this, the — the old lady I told you about.” 

"Why, yes, I remember. The old lady who left you the legacy. 
You see, Eustace, old ladies have their uses. The young ones arc 
nice to look at, but they never die, they only fade away. What a 
lovely watch. You couldn’t get one like that now. She must have 
had great taste.” 

“I think she had,” said Eustace. “I hadn’t seen much to judge 
by, in those days.” 

"Well, she had a taste for you, so you mustn’t be sceptical 
about her taste in general. That blue enamel line is so chic, I 
think. And the sapphire starting-handle, what a pet.” 

"Oh, you mean the key.” Eustace was delighted. “Once when 
I thought I was going to die,” he said reminiscently, "I made a 
will and left the watch to my old nurse.” He smiled at the 
recollection. 

"Next time you think of dying,” said Lady Nelly, "I hope 
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you’ll leave your watch to me. Unlike your old lady, I want to 
be left things, not to leave them. Now you must put it away before 
I get my clutches on it.” 

Curiously elated by her appreciation of his property, Eustace 
returned the watch to his pocket. It did not occur to him that 
she might be praising it in order to please him and to redress 
a little in his favour the unequal balance of their material 
possessions. 

‘‘Oh, but we never saw what time it was!” Lady Nelly cried. 
“I’m glad, because now I shall see your treasure again.” 

Nothing loath, Eustace produced his time-piece. 

“It certainly is my favourite watch,” said Lady Nelly, looking 
at it covetously. “The only thing about it I don’t like is the time 
it tells. Half-past three. We must be off. Silvestrol” 

“Pronti, Signora Contessa.” 

“I like being called Contessa,” said Lady Nelly. “How I wish 
I was one. I’m just a courtesy countess.” 

To the sound of cautious footwork and much deep breathing 
the gondola, like the Royal George, heeled over on to Eustace’s 
side, and Silvestro’s white trousers filled the gap between the 
side-curtains. A moment later a grunt and a thump announced 
that he was in the hold. The forward curtains parted, and his 
face appeared with its harvest-moon effect of almost unbearable 
proximity. 

“Why does he always seem so close?” murmured Lady Nelly. 
“He’s like the Cheshire cat, in reverse.” Aloud she said: “Tor- 
niamo, Silvestro.” 

“Va bene. Signora Contessa.” 

They started on the homeward journey. As the sun was now 
not quite so hot, and a little breeze had sprung up, grateful 
enough, though it troubled the reflections. Lady Nelly had had 
the awning t^en down, and Eustace had a full view of the 
Laguna Morta. The island of Murano lay on their right; divided 
from it by a narrow strait were the lofty, well-kept pink walls and 
sorrowful cypresses of the cemetery. At this distance no soxmd 
could reach them from either island, nor was any movement 
visible; yet to Eustace the cemetery struck a deeper note of 
silence, as if the stir of life was not only absent but xmimaginable 
there. 

Uneasily he reviewed his conversation with Lady Nelly. She 
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did not try to revive it, so he felt no obligation to. How enjoyable 
it had been. But Eustace took himself to task for his share in the 
dialogue. He had allowed it to centre upon his own concerns, 
himself and the people he knew; he had given Lady Nelly no 
opening to talk about herself and her friends, surely a more 
interesting topic. She would think him an ill-bred egoist, a pro- 
vincial unable to realise the importance of the world outside his 
own back-yard, the world of Whaplode, compared to which even 
the world of Anchorstone was as a planet to a fixed star. Suppos- 
ing he had been privileged to hold converse with Shakespeare? A 
dialogue began to take shape in Ex:istacc’s mind: it went some- 
thing like this. 

‘Good morning, Shakespeare. Glad to see you. Kind of you 
to remember your promise to introduce me to the Mermaid. Let 
me see if there’s anyone I know. Oh yes, there’s Beaumont and 
Fletcher playing darts. I met them once. I adore “The Maid’s 
Tragedy”, don’t you?’ 

‘A lovely and moving piece of work.’ 

‘And “Philaster” too ! So sylvan and sunshiny — or did someone 
say that about “The Beggar’s Bush” ?’ 

“I’m not sure. The dear fellows excel themselves whenever 
they write,’ 

‘I wonder what they are writing now?’ 

‘They tell me it’s called “A King and No King”. Such a good 
title, I think. Wouldn’t wonder if it turns out to be their master- 
piece.’ 

‘Didn’t once have a hand in one of Fletcher’s plays?’ 

‘Well, I did put a few lines into “Henry VIII” one morning 
when Fletcher had a hangover.’ 

‘How wonderful for you. Beaumont is a gentleman, isn’t he? 
I mean, he doesn’t have to write for money?’ 

‘Yes, lucky fellow, he writes for the pure love of the thing.’ 

‘I wonder where he lives?’ 

‘At Anchorstone Hall, in Norfolk.’ 

‘What a divine house# Where do you live, I wonder?’ 

‘At a place called Whaplode.’ 

‘I’m afraid I haven’t heard of that. But what a lot those two 
have done for poetry, haven’t they? I adore their weak endings.’ 

‘More than their strong ones?’ 
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‘Um — ^well, yes. Oh, look, isn’t that John Webster? I met him 
once, too, but he didn’t speak to me.’ 

‘He’s not very talkative. But what a good playwright. When 
I saw his “White Devil” I just threw down my pen.’ 

‘I don’t wonder. I’d give anything to have a word with him.’ 
‘You shall. I’ll introduce you — ^now, if you like.’ 

'Thank you — ^but first, isn’t that Peele? We used to play to- 
gether as children. What a joy his “Arraignment of Paris” is. 
Didn’t he once write something rather rude about you?’ 

‘No, that was Greene. Don’t tell anyone, but they’ve both been 
dead for some years. You have missed an experience and so have 
they, if you see what I mean.’ 

‘I’m not sure I do see. But what luck to have you with me! 
You’re such a wonderful guide to the dramatic world.’ 

‘Always glad to be of use [bowing]. Now that Webster’s forti- 
fied himself with another tankard, shall I take you over to him?’ 
‘Oh, do. It will be the most marvellous moment of my life.’ 

Stung by mortification into wakefulness, Eustace looked up. 
They were following a serpentine channel marked by rough 
wooden posts tipped with pitch, visible, if one stood up, as a dark 
blue streak in the paler water of the lagoon. Already, to Eustace’s 
distress — for he disliked estuaries — ^the mud flats were peeping 
through in places. Soon they were crossing a much wider channel, 
too deep for posts, almost a river; he could hear the current 
gurgling against the boat, carrying it out of its course. Then the 
posts wound into view again, and the gondola followed imder the 
long wall of the Arsenal, a huge pink rampart stained white with 
salty sweat. Other islands appeared on tiheir right — ^Burano, to 
whose inhabitants Silvestro made some slighting reference, and 
far away, high in the haze, Torcello and the pine trees of San 
Francesco del Deserto. Silvestro stopped rowing to announce 
them, as though they were celebrities arriving at a party. Straight 
ahead a long garden wall stretched into the lagoon, trees over- 
hung it; a water-gate gave the impression of depths of green with- 
in, restM to the eye besieged with pink and blue. 

Suddenly, where no opening in the left-hand bastion seemed 
possible, an opening appeared; into it they swung, leaving the 
l^oon behind them. Eustace stood up to take a last look at it, 
firamed in the aperture. By comparison the canal seemed lightless 
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and confined and noisy; washing hung out in festoons; long win- 
dow boxes sported innumerable aspidistras (the patron plant of 
Venice, Lady Nelly had called it) in somewhat garish pots; 
canaries lustily gave tongue, and &e people on the pavement 
greeted or admonished each other raucously across great dis- 
tances. 

Another turn brought two huge palaces, standing comerwise 
to each other. Both had pitifiiUy come down in the world: one 
had shutters painted on its walls with curtains and fashionable 
people peering through; faded as it was, the mural deceit took 
Eustace in for a moment and shocked his northern sense of archi- 
tectural straight dealing. Now the houses, to his relief (for Eustace 
felt a shrinking, akin to terror, from anything shabby or neg- 
lected), were more presentable, though the campanile of the big 
church on the left was leaning almost perilously over the canal. 
Eustace looked forward to the moment when they should have 
passed it. 

Soon his eye was drawn by the sunlight at the end of the canal. 
Above and bdow the slender bridge that spanned it, the sunshine 
was at its glorioxxs and exciting game, playing with the blue and 
white in the water and the blue and white in the sky, gathering 
into itself and giving out again all the confused movement of the 
two elements. The moment before they reached the bridge was 
tense with the radiance waiting to receive them, and when they 
shot through it into the sparkling water of the great basin, heaving 
under them with a deep-sea strength of purpose, Eustace fdt the 
illumination pierce him like a pang. 

Rdaxed and happy Eustace had only a casual eye for the man- 
made splendours of the Grand Canal, exhibiting themsdves with 
serene self-confidence, an epic procession, but a pageant without 
drama. 

They had tea in the lower gallery, now known to Eustace as the 
salone. It had the distinction, unique in Venice, of being 
L-shaped, the L being made structurally possible by a column 
supporting an arch. 

Eustace had not lost the sense of borrowed glory which he had 
always fdt when in the presence of a record; and he gazed at the 
column with an awe disproportionate to its intrinsic interest. 
When tea was over Lady N^y dismissed him to his work. She 
was firm about it. 
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‘^You mmt work and I must rest,” she said. '‘That is what the 
world expects of us. Remember we start for Jasper Bentwich’s at 
eight-fifteen. Don’t be late, or I shall send a deputation for 
you.” She smiled “But I was forgetting you had that lovely 
watch. Couldn’t you give it me now? I don’t want you to die, 
and still more I don’t want to have to wait until you die — oh, 
and Eustace,” she called after him, “don’t forget that you were 
terribly tired after the journey yesterday.” 

“Was I?” said Eustace. 

“Well, I told Jasper you were, so that we could get out of dining 
with him. Does that shock you?” 

“Oh no, Lady Nelly.” 

“Then remember you were absolutely dead-beat. Perhaps 
you’d better say you had a slight heart-attack.” 

“I won’t quite say that,” said Eustace, fearing Fate might 
somehow contrive to take him at his word. “But I can honestly 
say I was tired.” 

“Be honest, then. Only, just a word of warning. You must 
manage to like Jasper. He’ll never forgive you if you don’t.” 

“I’m sure I shall,” said Eustace with confidence, as he took his 
leave. 

Instead of working, however, he wrote a letter to Hilda. The 
letter would be in time to catch her before she went to Anchor- 
stone, and he wanted to give her some advice. But the advice 
would not take shape in his mind. Twinkling with plus and xninus 
signs, black spots before the mind’s eye, it kept cancelling itself 
out, and he began to wonder if he really knew what he meant to 
say. In any case it would probably be unwise to say it, for Hilda’s 
reactions to his suggestions were nearly always contrary, and the 
expedient of saying the opposite of what he meant (a logical ruse, 
but one that sddom worked) depended upon knowing what he 
meant to say. So he embarked on a description of his first day in 
Venice, hoping that would lead naturally to a discussion of 
Hilda’s r61e at Dick’s birthday-party. 

But even here he was handicapped, for Hilda did not care for 
the sight or smell of flesh-pots, and what had the day been but a 
succession of flesh-pots, some indeed grosser than others, but all 
tainted with luxury and self-indulgence. He would describe the 
buildings of Venice, for whose sumptuousness, after all, he was in 
no way to blame. Moreover, some ofthem were very shabby and 
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probably unhygienic, housing children with rickets, whose 
strength had all gone into their lungs. How they shouted! 

So far, Eustace reflected, his letter might have been written by 
a sanitary inspector or a representative of the N.S.P.G.C. detailed 
to spy on child welfare in Italy. Surely he could do better than 
that. If only he could be a little ironical, many fresh topics would 
be thrown open to him. But Hilda did not like irony; to her it 
was a form of shirking, and writing to her Eustace was often 
conscious of being a shirker. He was apt to slip from one sorry 
pose to another, which was unfair between two people who loved 
each other, and strange, because he did not feel self-conscious 
when he was with her. But his pen created a literary personality 
with whom he felt she was out of sympathy. He would turn to 
something practical. 

Lady Nelly has taken a great fancy to the watch Miss 
Fothergill gave me. I ought to give it to her, she has done so 
much for me, hasn^t she? (he knew that Hilda wouldn’t feel she 
had). But I don’t want to part with it just yet, so I’m leaving 
it to her in my will! Don’t laugh. I had pronaised it to Minncy, 
but I think she’ll understand if I give her another: there are 
some quite good jewellers’ shops here. I may have to ask you 
to send me out some more money, though. (Hilda ought not 
to mind that: in her different way she was more extravagant 
than he was.) Of course I haven’t got my will with me, but I 
think a written statement does as well. You see how practical 
I am, setting my affairs in order! (The touch of irony would 
have been better left out, but Eustace did not like to refer to his 
possible demise except in a playfril spirit.) 

(Now for it.) 

Lady Nelly seemed to think that you and Dick have a lot in 
common, so I’m very glad you decided to go to his birthday- 
party. Isn’t it sad — ^I could have been there too, only Lady 
Nelly made a muddle about dates. (A morbid obligation to 
candour made Eustace put this in.) She says that Dick isn’t 
really very fond of parties and so on — so you have that in 
common too, though perhaps it won’t be much consolation at 
a party! By the way, there’ll be a good many parties here, I 
understand, later on when Lady Nelly’s other guests arrive — ^I 
shan’t mind them as much as you would ! Lady Nelly thought 



Eustace and Hilda 


480 

that to be a lot with Dick one would have to be rather elastic. 
Do you remember those exercises we used to do in the dancing 
class in the Town Hall at Anchorstone, bending and stretching 
and so on? You were always much better at them than I was. 
In fact, you won a prize. 

I wish I were going to be with you — ^not that I should be any 
help, or that you need any. I shall often think of you and 
wonder what you’re doing and where you are. You always had 
a much better sense of direction than I have! I could never 
have found you in all those passages — ^but I expect you know 
them by heart. Don’t ever feel that people are against you — 
it’s just that they’re strange and know each other better than 
they know us. Lady Nelly said that they’d probably been wait- 
ing for someone like you — don’t quite know what she meant. 

Give my love to Dick if you think he would like it, and say 
I’m looking forward to basking on the Lido. (W e talked about 
that.) I can’t quite see him doing it, or you either for that 
matter, you both like active things. I know you enjoy taking 
risks, so I won’t vex you by asking you not to. 

I had a nice letter from Stephen saying how much he had 
enjoyed dining at Willesden, and a lot of jokes, you know, at 
my expense, and praise of you. He seems really interested in 
the clinic, and would like to help you in business matters if you 
will let him. Isn’t it amusing that Aimt Sarah has taken such 
a fancy to him? 

Well, dearest Hilda, that is all for the moment, I think I 
shall be able to do quite a lot of work, so don’t let anyone 
imagine I’m wasting my time — and of course being in Venice 
is an education for a Hterary man! Lady Nelly says she will 
introduce me to everyone as ixer literary Jhmd, 

Enjoy yourself at the party. Love and blessings, 

Eustace. 

Eustace looked at his watch, in which he now held only a life 
interest. With the reproachful look of a tried servant promised to 
someone else, it said, seven o’clock. There was a knock at the 
door and Giadnto came in. 

“Permesso, rignore?” he asked softly, a secret smile under his 
sleek silky eyebrows. 

“Oh yes,” said Eustace, always ready to let anybody do any- 
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thing. Giacinto brought out his dress clothes from the serpentine- 
ftonted walnut chest of drawers and laid them on the bed; then 
put his dressing-gown on the chair and his bedroom slippers and 
evening shoes beside them. Delightful ritual; Eustace felt that he 
was being stroked. 

“Desidera altro, signore?” asked Giacinto, his voice honeyed 
with solicitude. “Do you require anything eke?” 

For the second time that day Eustace had been directly asked 
wheth^ he needed anything to complete his happiness, but for 
the fiftieth he fdt that the cup was already full. 

While he was in his bath he had an afterthought, and coming 
back he found there was still time to act on it. Glad only in his 
bath-towel, for the golden heat seemed to eliminate all risk of chill, 
he wrote a postscript to his letter to Hilda. 

Please wear your red dress one evening — I’m sure it suits you, 
and those lacy dark-red shoes look so nice with it. (Eustace 
prided himself on being able to match things: his eye was less 
certain of a contrast in colours.) I know you like blue best, but 
the change to red would be a sign of elasticity, wouldn’t it? 
Though I expect you know better than I do what Dick likes. 

Just as he was finishing the postscript a tremendous clangour of 
bells began. Eustace looked out and saw that the light was fading 
firom the sky; the uproar was a farewell to the day, a welcome to 
the night. 

His twilit journey with Lady Nelly through the litde canak was 
resonant with it, a jangle sometimes cheerful, sometimes melan- 
choly, not easy to talk through, impossible to think against. 

Dominated by thk background, as exciting to the nerves as it 
was deadening to the mind, the datter of footsteps and the ring 
of voices on the pavement above them sounded subdued. Street 
lights began to come out, as yet hardly vkible in the evening glow. 
The bells seemed to hold the last energy of daylight; when they 
stopped the night was already there. 

Tlxc Bentwich palace was unimpressive outside: it seemed to 
belong to the slum from which it rose. In spite of Lady Nelly’s 
encomiums Eustace felt he was dropping a tier in the architec- 
tural hierarchy. They walked up a long rather narrow flight of 
stairs to find themselves in a dim but splendid vestibule which 
Q 
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had, Existace at once saw, achieved a more personal and con- 
sidered perfection than the much larger rooms in Lady Nelly*s 
palace. He stood behind her while she, with her air of finding 
everything arranged to suit her, confronted herself for a moment 
in a long mirror from which all the brighter tones of quicksilver 
had long since vanished, and Eustace saw a Lady Ndly painted 
by an old master, simpMed and meant for the centuries, not for 
the moment. 

“This looking-glass is too tactful,” she said, “too kind to my 
shortcomings. You’d better take it in with you, Eustace, and I’ll 
stay behind.” 

With her head a little bent she passed through the double doors 
that had been opened for her, but before Eustace had time to feel 
he was in the room, a voice like none that he had ever heard, 
except on a concert platform, cried firom the far end “Cara!” 
Along the vibrations of the sound he cautiously advanced, to see 
a rather small woman with jet-black hair and an intensely im- 
perious manner sweeping towards them. 

“Cara Nelly!” she exclaimed, slightly moderating the volume 
but not the authority of her voice. “You are here! Welcome!” 
Immense, involved embraces followed; Lady Nelly bent to the 
impact; but before she had time to disengage hers^ she was al- 
most thrust away by the gesture of repudiation with which the 
dark lady, not scrupling to use both hands, launched upon her. 
“Gattiva!” she cried, her eyes flashing. “Cattivissima! You have 
been here seven, eight days, and never told me! Do not speak,” 
she added, as Lady Nelly, stiU staggering from the assault, was 
beginning to say something. “I wiU accept no excuses. My heart 
is broken, qtiite broken — ^and who is this?” ^e demanded, turn- 
ing from L^y Nelly and bending on Eustace all the energy of her 
himdred horse-power eyes. “He came with you, n’est-ce-pas? 
He is of your party 

Transfbeed where he stood, several paces behind Lady Nelly, 
Eustace neither looked nor fdt as though he belonged to any party. 

Jasper Bentwich had now joined the group. 

“Now do let me say something, Laura; let me get a word in.” 

“But you say nothing,” exclaimed the dark lady indignantly. 
“It is I — ^I, who must make the introductions, and I do not even 
know his name— I have never — come si dice? turned my eyes on 
him before.” 
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In every fibre of him Eiistace knew that this was true. 

“Nor have I, for that matter,” said Jasper, with his air of 
degant exasperation. “But I can tell you his name, if you’ll let 
me. Mr. Eustace Cherrington — Countess Loredan.” 

“Why didn’t you say so before?” exclaimed the Countess, 
advancing upon Eustace with the swoop of a tigress whose appe- 
tite had been whetted by learning the menu of its meal. “Cher- 
rington. Then he must be the great tennis player.” 

“No, no,” cried Eustace. More than once he had been mis- 
taken for thefamous Wimbledon star. “I’m not that Cherrington.” 

Countess Loredan’s face fdl. 

“JVb^ that Cherrington?” she demanded tragically, her out- 
raged gaze sweeping the faces of the others as though they were to 
blame for her disappointment. “Who are you, then?” 

“He’s a literary friend of mine,” said Lady Nelly, and Eustace 
had never been more glad to hear her voice. “He’s come to 
Venice to write a book.” She glanced at Eustace as she spoke. 

“A book!” Suspicion leapt into the Countess’s voice. “Of 
what subject does it treat? Our dear Venice, perhaps?” 

“I believe Venice comes into it,” said Lady Nelly smoothly. 
“But you must never ask an author what he is writing, Laura dear. 
I am very curious too. But Eustace hasn’t told me, and I shan’t 
ask him.” 

“Starely he docs something else besides write?” said the Coun- 
tess. “That would be very dull. It would be dull for him and dull 
for you, Nelly, if I may say so. Does he play bridge?” 

“He hardly plays at ah,” said Eustace, felling automatically 
into the third person. 

“Hardly at dll That’s no good. I cannot invite him unless he 
plays well. Does he dance?” 

“Not very much,” said Lady Nelly, “He’s recovering from a 
long illness and gets rather easily tired.” 

Eustace gave her a look of mingled gratitude and reproach. 

“He’s an invalid, then?” exclaimed the Countess remorse- 
lessly. “He is suifering from a crise-de-ner6, perhaps?” 

He will be in a moment, thought Eustace, but did not want the 
Countess to form such a paUid impression of him. “Oh no, I’m 
very wdl, really,” he said. 

“Gk)t over your fatigue of last night?” Jasper Bentwich in- 
quired. 
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‘‘Oh yes, that was nothing.” 

Jasper’s monocle fell out as he turned to Lady Nelly. 

“You hear that, NcUy?” 

“Yes, Jasper, but no one knows himself how tired he is, and I 
had strict orders from Eustace’s relations not to let him over-exert 
himself. His sister, whose name is a household word in medical 
and philanthropic circles, was adamant about it.” 

“Ah well, these authors,” said Jasper negligently. “By the 
way,” he added, “we haven’t finished introducing ourselves yet. 
I know your name, Cherrington, but I’m sure you don’t know 
mine. NdOly won’t have remembered to tell you.” 

“Oh yes, she has,” protested Eustace. “She told me almost the 
moment I arrived.” 

“What is it?” 

“Bentwich— Jasper Bentwich.” 

“You may call me Jasper if you like,” said Eustace’s host, his 
features rallying irritably to his eyeglass. “I never cared for the 
name Bentwich. It suggests to me a twisted personality in one of 
the Five Towns.” 

“What nonsense he talks,” said the Countess to Lady Nelly in a 
loud aside. “And he is keeping us from our excellent dinner. It 
renders me un poco nervosa, sa, to wait for my food.” 

For the first time, as it seemed to Eustace, his eyes were released 
from the group, and he saw at the other end of the room, indistinct 
in the candlelight, a servant in a white coat standing beside an 
open door. 

There was a decorous skirmish between the two ladies as to who 
should go first. 

“Lead the way, Laura,” said their host. 

“I will not,” said the Countess, pushing Lady Nelly in front of 
her. “I will not. To be last is*not to be least. All Venice is my 
house. I was born Contarini and married a Loredan. I can claim 
the privilege of going last into any assembly.” 

“But you rarely exercise it, cara Laura,” said Jasper, gently 
shepherding Eustace into the space in front of him. 

“Well, what did you think of that?” said Lady NeUy. 

They were back in the gondola, smoothly skimming along one 
of the small canals. The tiny street lights, a relic of wartime black- 
out regulations, served only to emphasise the darkness. Except for 
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an occasional foot-fall, and Silvestro’s warning bellow at the 
corners, there was no sound save the plash of oars. Every now and 
then they passed the dark shell of a boat moored to the side, 
stripped of all its daytime fiimishings — asleep. 

‘‘What did you think of that?” Lady Nelly repeated. 

Eustace started. 

“I’m so sorry, Lady Nelly. I was in a day-dream. I loved the 
evening, it was perfect. But I still feel guilty about the gaffe I 
made.” 

“What gaffe?” 

“Telling Jasper I wasn’t tired last night.” 

“Oh, Aat was nothing. Didn’t you see what a good temper it 
put him in, to have caught me out? You played up to him nobly 
' — I never saw him more continuously gracious.” 

“Isn’t he always?” 

“Oh no, sometimes he’s rather crusty. Itisn’tjust apose. He 
thinks that to be pleasant is the same as turning the other cheek. 
Who was the old boy in the Inferno who told Dante something 
simply in order to give him pain? Jasper can be like that, and he’s 
a great reader of Dante. But he took to you — ^you played up to 
him nobly.” 

“I wasn’t meaning to,” said Eustace defensively. 

“Don’t apologise, my dear, I asked you to. And Laura, what 
did you make of her?” 

“I was a little frightened of her, of course,” said Eustace. “But 
I think I could get to like her, if she liked me. Only I haven’t the 
right qualifications.” 

“Nonsense, my dear, every man has. And she was thiiUed to 
meet an author.” 

“Oh yes,” said Eustace uneasily. “I’d forgotten that.” 

“You mustn’t. After all, it’s safer than being a tennis player. 
Some time we shall have to decide what your book’s about.” 

“Who is this Professor Zanotto she’s going to ask me to meet?” 

“A great authority on the history of Venice,” said Lady Nelly. 
“You’ll be able to pick his brains,” 

Eustace was silent for a moment, thinkix^ of the complications 
this Jekyll and Hyde existence might involve him in. 

“You don’t think it would be simpler if I was just myself?” 

“For me, certainly,” said Lady Nelly, “and I ask nothing 
better. But in Venice— you know that in Venice, among the 



Eustace and Hilda 


486 

popolo, a man often has a *detto’ — a nickname given him for 
some oddity he has. For instance, I used to have a gondolier 
known as ‘Acquastanca’, ‘tired water’, because he always took 
things easily. It’s better to choose your own mckname than to 
have one chosen for you.” 

Eustace considered this. 

“But couldn’t I just be known as your guest?” 

Lady Nelly chuckled a little. 

“I think you ought to have an independent personality as 
well,” she said. “Something to represent you when I’m not 
there.” 

Again Eustace found himself looking forward to this double life 
with some misgiving; but when, on the threshold of the salone, 
they took their separate ways. Lady Nelly said : 

“To-morrow you must sit down and begin to write that 
book.” 



Chapter IV 

Und&r False Colours 


/^N the day of the birthday-party Eustace and Lady Xelly sent 
vy a joint tdegram of loving congratulations to Dick, and Eus- 
tace felt that this message somehow marked an advance in the 
drama unfolding itself petal by petal beyond his view. During the 
next few days he did a good deal of desultory sight-seeing, somc^ 
times with Lady Nelly, sometimes alone, sometimes with the 
gondola, sometimes on foot. He learned to take the traghetto, the 
ferry across the Grand Canal, but could not resist the temptation 
of leaving a lira in the boat instead of the twenty centesimi which 
was the fixed tariff for the crossing. He thought it would be a 
pleasant surprise for the gondolier on traghetto-duty to find the 
large bright coin among the small dull copper ones. He could not 
understand how, when there were nine or ten people in the boat, 
the ferryman knew whether he had been paid or not, so confusing 
did the array of 'chicken food^ look, scattered carelessly on the 
gunwale (as one might call it, no doubt wrongly) of the boat 
But he always seemed to know; and soon a gondolier called 
Eustace back and offered him change for his lira. Eustace waved 
it aside and thereafter, he fancied, his appearance on the frail 
wooden landing-stage — ibzt seemed to dip and heave and sway 
with the moving water— was greeted with special smiles, and 
sometimes when the gondola was already under way, swinging 
round in mid-canal, the gondolier with curious pump-handle 
motions of his oar would come back and fetch him, and t^e pains 
to see him safely off the boat the other side. Such attentions 
pleased Eustace very much. 

He had not forgotten Stephens's injunction to distribute a little 
largesse among the servants before the moment of parting came. 
He looked forward to it. But which of them? And how much was 
a little? Rather cravenly Eustace decided that as Silvestro’s 
demeanour was the most variable and his capacity for enhancing 
or reducing one’s self-respect much the stroi^est, he should be the 

4B7 
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first recipient of the bonus, and of course Enninio could not be 
left out, A hundred lire to Silvestro, fifty to Enninio — ^that, with 
the exchange as it was, would be just over a pound, a mere no- 
thing. 

It needed some manoeuvring to catch the gondoliers apart and 
yet make the gift simultaneous enough to prevent either feeling 
he had been preferred to the other, but in the end Eustace suc- 
ceeded, Erminio made a tremendous display of surprise and 
gratitude: Eustace had never been so often and so deeply bowed 
over. The glow of benefaction ran through him like wine. Sil- 
vestro’s acceptance of the gratuity was startlingly and painfully 
different. He looked at the note as if it was a bribe or the first 
instalment of a woefully inadequate system of blackmail, and his 
features stiffened with disapproval. Eustace was just about to 
take the money back when Silvestro, with the air of one soiling 
his clothing, put it in his pocket, murmuring in a repressive voice, 
‘‘Grazie, signore.” 

Eustace felt he had blundered badly and would never be 
allowed in the gondola again. At their next encounter he dared 
not meet the gondolier’s eye. But surprisingly Silvestro was all 
graciousness. He greeted Eustace with the smile he usually kept 
for Lady Nelly, and when Erminio could be silenced, took to 
giving him Italian lessons which Eustace, busy with lus Hugo, 
fotmd very useful. 

That was several days ago; this morning he had pressed Eustace 
to let him take him to the Piazza in the gondola, although Lady 
Nelly was not coming out; she had some correspondence to attend 
to. Thus in splendid isolation and enveloped in the nimbus of 
glory with which Silvestro always managed to invest the gondola, 
moving or at rest, Eustace shot down the Grand Canal, the envy 
of all eyes, and, like a god on a Tiepolo ceiling blown from a 
wreath of cloud, dismounted at the Luna. 

Lady Nelly was to meet him in the Piazza at midday for their 
morning glass of vermouth. 

Hitherto Eustace had been a systematic sight-seer, choosing lus 
quarry beforehand and going straight to it. But privately he felt 
that ffiis method was touristy and crude: as the book said, one 
should be a wanderer in Venice, one should drift, one should take 
the object of one’s search by surprise, not antagonise it by a vulgar 
finntal attack. Left alone, not hunted and cornered, the church 
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would just 'occur’ ; against shock-tactics it would surdy erect all 
its defences and withhold its message, Eustace determined that 
his discovery of the church of San Salvatore, which housed two 
important Titians, should be utterly unpremeditated. He would 
just look round and find himself there, and the picture, surprised 
out of a day-dream, would tell him something it would never have 
told in answer to a direct question. He knew the church’s general 
direction, and crossing the Piazza, which was still in curl-papers 
before the midday reception, he passed under the blue clock and 
plunged into the Merceria. 

On each side were small shops, some with leather-work to sell, 
some with silken shawls, some with highly coloured and thickly 
gilded glass, some with knick-knacks such as knives and inkpots 
fashioned in the shape of gondolas and lions, some with men’s and 
women’s attire. Many had notices in English or near English, or 
in French. 'Tris modcste’ ran the legend above a flimsy garment 
of pink chiffon. Eustace could not decide whether it meant that 
the price was very moderate or that the garment was very decent, 
or again that it was very much in the fashion. All the goods 
wooed the eye with a touching, fragile smartness which, Eustace 
felt, would wear off the moment he got them out of the shop. At 
some of the doors stood shop assistants who gave him encouraging 
looks or actually invited him to come in; their disappointed faces 
when rebuffed distressed him, and he went into a shawl shop 
where, after some cogitation, he bought a heavily fringed scarlet 
silk shawl for Hilda. In every way modeste, it cost but two hun- 
dred lire, less than £i los. Stephen himself would have ap- 
plauded such a purchase. 

As he carried it out Eustace looked with pleasure at a 
few threads of silken fringe peeping out of the paper. But 
why, he wondered, had he chosen scarlet? Blue was Hilda’s 
colour; yet for this shawl, as for her new dress, he had felt im- 
pelled to choose scarlet. The thought of Hilda as the Scarlet 
Woman, or even as the wearer of the Scarlet Letter, made him 
smile. 

He drifted onwards with the throng, the thickest he had known 
in Venice, occasionally glandbng up to see whether the church of 
San Salvatore lurked in ambush. It was not a Gothic church, he 
knew, and non-Gothic churches sometimes wore a very un- 
ccclesiastical aspect; hardly to be mistaken for a shop, but quite 



Eustace and Hilda 


490 

easily for a Hall of Justice or a Government office. Nothing at all 
to his purpose rewarded his view; but the goal coxild not be far off 
— ^he was now in the Merceria San Salvador, which surely must 
be Venetian for Salvatore. How beautifully the letters were 
printed! The absolute roundness of the O was especially satisfy- 
ing. Now he was attracted by a jeweller’s window, discreetly 
garnished, not overcrowded as the others tended to be. He would 
just ask the price of some of those watches. 

There was a very lovely one, a wrist-watch, with an octagonal 
face set in a circle of gold, not at all expensive for a gold watch, 
only 2,000 lire. It would be much more useful to a lady than his 
own rather epicene watch which Lady Nelly had set her heart on; 
Minney should have it, dear Minney ; and she shouldn’t wait imtil 
his death — she should have it now. Why wait, when he would al- 
most certainly outlive her^ He had not seen her for several years. 
When Barbara had outgrown her jiiinistrations, which happened 
much sooner than it had in his case, she had of course taken an- 
other situation, and another after that: her occupation demanded 
that she should pass along. For many years she had paid them 
occasional visits, always bringing with her the special sense of 
security that Eustace had foxmd with no one else. Gradually, he 
did not quite know why, the visits had been discontinued, and his 
only commimications with her were at Christmas and their 
several birthdays; but how ddightful it would be to revive them, 
and what better prelude to the resumption of their old relation- 
ship than the gift of a gold watch? 

‘Dearest Minney, — ^This is just a little present to help you to 

catch the train to Anchorstone How silly; to Willesden, of 

course, but it made no difference. T’ve promised the other to 
Lady Nelly Staveley. She took such a fancy to it, I didn’t think 
you’d mind.’ Eustace’s heart began to beat rather painfully, as it 
always did at the imminence of a purchase greater than he felt he 
ought to afford. ‘But Stephen — ^it isn’t really very much, and 
think of the pleasure it will give her to have it, and me to sec her 
again. After all these years, I couldn’t just write to her out of the 
blue and ask her to come. A present would thaw any strangeness 
that may have gathered between us. Oh yes, it’s true I’ve man- 
aged to get on without her, and she’s managed to get on without a 
watch ’ 
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There was a tremendous report. Startled, Eustace looked up 
to sec all the clocks in the shop pointing accusing hands to mid- 
day. Begging the jeweller to keep the watch till he came again, 
Eustace rushed out. Directly in front, almost hanging over him, 
was a severe classical fa§ade; in the open doorway, surmounted 
by a low stone pediment, a dark-red curtain swung slowly to and 
fro.^ The church had occurred. But it was too late to see the 
Titians; he was due in the Piazza, and Lady Nelly did not like to 
be kept waiting. 

The same report startled Lady Nelly, but she was not in the 
Piazza, she was in her sitting-room, reading a letter. 

Dearest Nelly, 

I was very glad to hear you are so comfortably settled in 
Venice. It’s such years since I took a furnished house, and then 
it was always from someone we all knew — Moira, or Betty, or 
Joan Caigill. I don’t know how I should feel about taking a 
house abroad, especially when you say it probably doesn’t 
belong to its real owners, but to an antiquaire who may sell it 
at any moment! Don’t you fed rather insecure? And the 
servants. I know some people like foreign servants, but I 
should never feel I could quite trust them as I do our dear 
Crosby and the others who have been with us so many years. 
But you always had an adventurous spirit! 

Well, Dick’s birthday is over and I fed relieved in more ways 
than one. (And in case he should forget to thank you, let me 
tell you how pleased he was with your congratulations.) The 
dear boy was in fine feather most of the time, and 1 think he 
thoroughly enjoyed seeing so many old faces (we sat down 
dghteen to dinner, just th^ of it!). 

Since the war, and since he’s been so much in the East, and 
then what John calls stumping the country, he’s grown a little 
restless, and I think it was a pleasure to him to realise that his 
old friends hadn’t, and were ready and amdous to take things 
up where they had been left off— you know what I mean. And 
Monica is a tower of strength, wife such resmes of good nature 
and common sense. 

Miss Cherrington was there, of course. In your letter you 
didn’ t seem to think that Dick took such a serious interest in her 
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as I thought he did, and that perhaps, granted his rather 
peculiar temperament, it might be no bad thing if he did ask her 
to marry him, (I*m sure she still would, even now.) I agree 
that they have certain qualities and interests in common, but I 
felt, and feel more than ever now, that it is just those things that 
woiild be the danger — I mean their both being so headstrong 
and uncompromising and anxious to get things done without 
regard to ways and means. That wouldn’t matter so much if 
they had been brought up in the same world, but I’m afraid 
that speaking a different language they would never find the 
right thing to say to each other or compose the little differences 
that can be smoothed over by the kind of word you’re used to 
hearing. You’ll think me snobbish — express myself badly, and 
I know that times have changed and marriages more unsuitable 
than this happen every day. But as an instance of what I mean : 
on the last evening of the party Miss Gherrington wore a red 
dress — ^my dear, there was nothing really against it, it would 
have looked all right on the stage, I dare say, but it wasn’t right 
for Anchorstone. Dick, you know, notices anything of that sort 
perhaps more than you or I would, and I happened to hear him 
say to her (he thought they were alone), “That dress of yours, 
Hilda, will set the Thames on fire. Did you choose it yourself, 
or did you send someone round the comer for it?” She said, 
“Why, don’t you like it?” And he said, “Only behind a fire- 
guard,” or something like that. Well, Monica would just have 
laughed, but Miss Gherrington was thoroughly upset and 
looked like a thundercloud. I was afraid she woiild burst into 
tears later in the evening when they were playing charades and 
got a little excited and merry, as young people will. Poor 
girl, she has no gift for being anything but herself. Dick isn’t 
much of an actor, but he likes to see things go, and I could 
tell he was irritated by the way Miss Gherrington wouldn’t 
play up and seemed stiff and awkward with the others who 
were all trying to be nice to her. I expect he felt she would 
be a handicap on any occasion that didn’t involve life or 
death. 

I must say she was quite different when she arrived, much 
more self-confident, so perhaps it was the red dress that turned 
the scale. What odd th^s we have to be thankful to. She left 
by an early train — bdieve, though I don’t know— without 
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saying good-bye to Dick. He was in my room at the time; he 
came in to talk to me, a thing he seldom does. 

Please remember me to Mr. Cherrington and thank him for 
his excessively kind messages. I dare say you are finding a 
useful element in your parties; he is certsdnly more adaptable 
than his sister. If he shoidd mention us, say we are old- 
fashioned people who jog along in the same rut and are not 
smart or amusing or clever or very rich (though I imagine he 
knows that now), and that Dick, au fond, is rather like us — not 
the sort of man to make a girl of his sister’s type happy. Indeed, 
Tm not sure he hasn’t made her rather unhappy already. I 
wish he was more careful of other people’s feelings. Naturally 
we don’t want a repetition of the l^d of thing that happened 
more than once when he was much younger. I’m sure he is 
sensible enough to see the folly of that now, but I’ve felt anxious 
ever since Miss Cherrington came to the house — ^which is partly 
why I shall be thankful to have the situation ‘liquidated’ (as 
those dreadful Russians say) as soon as possible. 

Fondest love, dear Nelly, from your aflfectionate 

Edee. 

Lady Nelly sat a moment in thought, and a tiny cloud troubled 
the weather of her face, erstwhile so lovely and so temperate. 

Slowly she tore the letter in pieces, and remembering her over- 
due appointment with Eustace, collected what she needed for the 
Piazza and walked downstairs to the waiting gondola. 

Meanwhile Eustace was installed at Florian’s and had ordered 
a white vermouth from Lady Nelly’s favourite waiter. He had 
hurried and perspiration dripped from him on to the ancient 
pavement. But his disappointment at missing the Titians was more 
than counter-balanced by his satisfaction at not being late for 
Lady Nelly. Apart from the risk of incurring her divine dis- 
pleasure (he had never experienced it, so it had the terror of the 
unknown), he especially did not want to jniss this rendezvous. 
Qpite possibly it was one of the last he would have with her 
alone, for to-day or to-morrow she was expecting guests for the 
Feast of the Redeemer. To-morrow night, so everyone assured 
that much-heralded festival was readly to take place; already 
he felt cxdtcd about it, but he wished that he and Lady Nelly 
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could have had it to themselves, undiluted by the society of Lord 
and Lady Morecambe, whoever they were. (Etistace’s rather 
vicarious acquaintance with titles now enabled him to think of 
them ahnost disrespectfully.) True, they were not staying for 
long, and being on their honeymoon, would probably be much 
together; but they were to be succeeded by others, in fact, by an 
endless series of guests whose arrivals and departures, and the 
impetus those occasions would give to conversations in which he 
could take no real part, would disturb the rhythm of his life with 
Lady Nelly. 

He had set his chair where he cotild see her coming, and was 
watching so intently the portal on the left side of the Piazza that 
he did not hear a footstep behind him. 

“Well, Eustace,” said a dightly querulous, well-bred voice. 
“All alone?” 

“I was,” said Eustace, rising to shake hands with Jasper Bent- 
wich. “But I’m not now. And Lady NeU/s coining in a nainute.” 

“In a minute, in a minute,” repeated Jasper irritably, giving 
the chair that Eustace offered him a housemaid’s look before 
denning to sit down. “The world is sti^nant with people waiting 
for that woman. And yet she doesn’t like to be kept waiting 
hersdf.” 

“Oh well,” said Eustace. “It’s diSerent for her.” 

“Why is it different?” 

“She has her own time, like summer,” Eustace said. “But I 
did have to run to get here.” 

Jasper turned a critical monocle on him. “You look a little 
heated,” he said. “Never hurry— it only makes dogs run after you 
and bark.” In his oatmeal-coloured suit he looked as cool as a 
reftigerator. “And it’s so unbecoming.” He looked at Eustace 
s^ain. 

“*La ftetta die I’onestade ad ogni atto dismaga’ — ^Must 1 
translate?” 

“Please.” 

“ ‘The haste that takes the goodness out of every action.’ You 
know your Dante?” 

“I’m a^d not” 

“Virginia Woolf is rig^t. You yoimg people never read. It 
makes you so difScult to talk to. But you do write. How’s the 
book going?” 
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Eustace could not meet his eye, 

‘*Not as I should like,” he muttered, 

‘‘Venice is no place to work in,” said Jasper. “It*s much too 
articulate. Why trouble to think, when everything you see thinks 
for you and at you, and says what it thinks so much better than 
you could? I always advise people not to write in Venice. They 
try to compete with the place, and that's fatal. The only thing to 
do in Venice is nothing. Still, as youVe begun, you'd better go 
on.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace, uncomfortably. 

“Only yesterday,” Jasper went on, “Laura Loredan, tiresome 
woman, roared at me half-way across the Piazza, ‘On dit quo le 
chef d'oeuvre de Monsieur Gherrington sera r^ussi.*” 

“Oh dear,” Eustace groaned. 

“Why ‘Oh dear' ? Do you mind all Venice knowing that you’re 
writing a book? She’s taken quite a fancy to you. She still thinks 
you’re a tennis champion, of course.” 

“Oh, but I told her I wasn’t.” 

“A tennis champion who’s writing a book. You’ll have to 
dedicate it to her.” 

Eustace’s conscience, which throughout the conversation had 
been swelling with protest to the displacement and damage of his 
other mental organs, now demanded utterance, 

“WdOi, Jasper, to tdl you the truth 

“My dear fellow, I never want to hear the truth,” said Jasper, 
“especially when it’s volunteered to me — oeuf sur le plat. Ah, 
here’s Nelly.” 

Qpicker than Eustace’s, his eye had seen the creamy-white 
galleon breasting the ripples of heat that flickered up fiom the 
pavement. 

“Nelly, your guest tdls me he has been making headway with 
his book.” 

“Oh!” said Eustace. 

Lady Nelly was helped into a chair. 

“Yes, Jasper, isn’t it splendid? And I take all the credit. I 
won’t let him go to the LWo, I’ve kept him out of the Wideawake 
Bar, I’ve done everything that an Egeria should. He will owe Iris 
fame entirely to me.” 

“And to Laura. She’s been blowing his trumpet.” 

“Dear Laura, she’s a past-nristress of that instrument” 
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“Well, I’ve been advising him not to write.” 

“Oh, Jasper, how could you, undoing all my good work.” 

“Too many people have written about Venice already.” 

“How do you know he is writing about Venice?” said Lady 
Nelly placidly, giving Eustace a neutral look. “Did he tell you he 
was?” 

Jasper’s features corrugated roxmd his monocle. 

“He didn’t say he wasn’t.” 

Eustace felt increasingly uneasy. 

“Of course he wouldn’t contradict you. He’s too well brought 
up. He always tries to spare the feelings of his elders, as you must 
have noticed.” 

“You make him sound very insincere, and me very old.” 

“I was only defending him from the charge of being contra- 
dictious,” said Lady Nelly. 

“Good Heavens! I should never have accused him of that.” 

“You don’t know him as I do,” said Lady Nelly. “I’ve had to 
tame you, haven’t I, Eustace, and break you of your habit of 
saying no, and of always looking for flies in the ointment?” 

“You’ve certainly made me like a lot that I didn’t when I 
came,” Eustace said. 

“Is that necessarily a good thing?” 

“Yes, I have widened his sympathies. You couldn’t say as 
much, could you, Jasper? Gan you honestly tell me, Eustace, that 
in all the conversations you’ve had with Jasper you’ve ever come 
away liking anyone or anything better?” 

“Well, him,” said Eustace. 

“Very prettily said. But as I was walking down the Piazza I 
could see disillusion turning your features to brass. You were 
looking absolutely hag-ridden, almost suicidal. If I hadn’t turned 
up in the nick of time, you would have gone home and thrown 
that book into the canal.” 

Eustace gave a nervous cough. 

“I dare say he would have thanked me afterwards,” Jasper 
said. “But all women are alike. You can’t be happy until 
you’ve made some wretched man do something he’d far rather 
not do.” 

“I simply don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Lady 
Nelly, shaking her head. “It sounds like an insult, and if Eustace 
was a dog I’d set him on you. I suppose you’d say that was mak- 
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ing him do something he didn’t want to, but you’d be wtoi^, 
wouldn’t he, Eustace?” 

“My fingers are itching to get at him,” said Eustace. 

“Thank you,” said Lady Nelly. “Now, Jasper, I’ll pay for our 
drinks, to save you from doing something you don’t want to.” 

“I don’t want to be put in the wrong,” gnunbled Jasper, feeling 
in his pockets. 

Lady Nelly beckoned the waiter. 

“No, let me, this time,” she said. “You like beii^ in the wrong 
really, just as much as Eustace hates it. And to show you forgive 
me, come in our boat to the Redentore to-morrow.” 

Jasper’s eyes clouded with irritation. 

“How can I come, Ndly,” he said, “when you ask me at such 
short notice? I promised Laura weeks ago that I’d go with her 
party.” 

“Oh, how unlucky I am,” cried Lady Nelly. “But perhaps you 
wouldn’t have enjoyed it. Harry Morecambe is coming with his 
newly married wife. You don’t like honeymoon couples, do 
you?” 

Jasper shrugged lus shoulders. 

“Docs anyone? And where should I have sat — on the floor?” 

“Oh, we would have found a little niche for you,” said Lady 
Nelly. 

“Thank you, I shall be better off among the untitled guests in 
Laura’s fourth boat. But perhaps you’re not taking Eustace? 
You’ll make him stay behind, to write his book?” 

“I shall make him do nothing he doesn’t want to,” said Lady 
Ndly. “It will be a long, tiring evening, and if he prefers to 
write, I shan’t stand in his way.” 

At the Luna they separated, Jasper having dedined the offer 
of a ride. 

When Eustace and Lady Ndly were in the gondola she turned 
to hitn and said, “I did my best for you, Eustace, but you’ll really 
have to get on with that book.” 

The words so lightly spoken took hold of Eustace’s mind and 
continued to reverberate. He spent the afternoon in desultory 
fashion on the Zattere, watchii^ the construction of the bridge of 
boats. He had grown to love the long, eventful promenade with 
its swarms of children. The wdl-to-do walked se^tdy with thdr 
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nurses, who wore clothes so bright and billowy they might have 
been crinolines; the others screamed and shouted, and many of 
them were in and out of the water all the time, climbing out on to 
the nondescript line of boats moored to the bank. Their thin 
brown bodies gleamed in the sim. On ordinary days a stream of 
traffic, including the largest liners, passed up and down the Canal, 
and the water was always broken, but to-day the bridge of boats 
was holding it up. Only in the middle, where the span was still 
incomplete, could it pass through. Eustace’s mind, which liked 
completeness, was worried by the gap. Far away, on the opposite 
shore, the cold grey firont of the Redentore church, the plainest 
possible statement of a church, impassively received the arc of the 
bridge that started at its foot. 

Eustace had a special reason for wanting to be out of the house 
this afternoon. Lord and Lady Morecambe were arriving, they 
had telegraphed to say so, and Eustace envisaged with sadness 
the change impending in his routine. Clever as Lady Nelly was 
at dividing her attention without appearing to lessen it, there 
would now be jokes, smiles, gifts of sympathy and understanding, 
that were not meant for him. He would have to adapt himself. 
Nothing would be the same or look the same ; the bridge to felicity 
would be broken, like the bridge to the Redentore. She would see 
him, he felt, through the indifferent, perhaps hostile eyes of her 
other guests, and he would have to modify his vision of her to 
allowfor these competingpresences. The fortnight’s idyll was over. 

All the more necessary, then, that he should have something 
else to think about, some private mental sanctum to retire to; 
and what better could there be than the writing of his book that 
she had enjoined on him, the book that ‘all Venice’ believed him 
to be writing? But what could he write about? Picking his way 
through the children, Eustace reviewed the possibilities. In hfa 
life he had written a great many essays and some longer papers. 
The ‘Nineteenth-century Mystics* had taken three-quarters of an 
hour to read. That was the limit of his knowledge of any subject; 
after six thousand words it petered out. 

But he was here to read, not write; and he had read quite a lot. 
Oh, why had Lady Nelly imposed this task on him? Merely to 
gratify an idle whim? He could not even be sure she meant it 
serioiisly. Perhaps she wanted to make him sound more interest- 
ing to her friends. If so, Eustace did not blame her; he was aware 
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that he had few qualifications for bebg the cavalier servente of a 
lady of fashion. Nor could he fed resentfiil if she chose to make 
him sail under false colours, since he had none of his own. How 
wonderful it would be (his mind grown suddenly optimistic told 
him) if he could really write a book, and justify the claim she had 
made for him! 

‘Didn’t you know, Eustace CHierrington wrote his masterpiece 
when he was staying with Lady Ndly Stavdey in Venice? Who 
was Lady Ndly Stavdey? Oh, she was an Edwsurdian grande 
dame almost forgottoa now, of course, but it was in her house that 

Eustace Chenington wrote (tide to be supplied later). Yes, 

there’s a tablet on the wall of the Palazzo Contaiini Falier com- 
memorating him, just as there is on the Vendramin, where 
Wagner breathed his last. How proud she must have been to 
sponsor such a noarvdlous piece of writing! Well, of course he 
dedicated it to her— she will go down to posterity on the fly-leaf 
of 


A cold fit followed these sanguine imaginings, but no diminu- 
tion in his sense of obligation. Consdence, as usual, was content 
to say he must, but would not tdl him how. Indeed, it perversdy 
enumerated all the obstades, just as though the writing of the 
book was to be a punishment for some past sin. 

‘You’re in for a horrible time,’ it whiiq>ered gloatingly. ‘It’s all 
your fault: you ought to have said, at once, the moment Lady 
Ndly said you were writu^ a book. “No, Lady Ndly. That is a 
mistake. I am not.’” ‘I couldn’t have said that,’ protested 
Eustace’s apologist, always a feeble ally. *1 couldn’t have snubbed 
her in front of all those people.’ 

‘You should have,’ said the Voice implacably. ‘Your silence 
gave consent to the lie. Lady Ndly bdongs to the smart world, 
where they think nothing of telling lies, and just because you 
want to seem to bdong to it, which you never will, you have 
adopted some of their worst qualities. You won’t be able to write 
the book, but I shall give you no rest until you do.’ ‘You’re being 
very unreasonably’ said Eustace’s ally in a faint voice. ‘If I can’t 
write a book, I can’t. Lady Ndly was only joking when she said 
I was. Her friends know that quite wdl. They don’t take her 



Eustace and Hilda 


500 

serioiisly — ^they don’t really think I am writing a book.’ *Oh yes, 
they do,’ said the Voice. Tirst they asked themselves, ‘‘Who is 
this strange young man that Nelly has got hold of? Is it quite 
correct for him to be staying with her alone in Venice? And if it 
isn’t, surely she could have foxmd someone more interesting? She 
must be hard up, poor dear.” But when she told them you were 
writing a book Aey said, “Of course, that explains everything. 
She is simply doing a kindness to a young man of genius, as she 
has often done before. Now we understand. All we are waiting 
for now is to see the book.” ’ 

‘Well, let them go on waiting,’ said Eustace’s protagonist 
defiantly, ‘if it pleases Lady Nelly. I didn’t say I was writing a 
book. They’ll soon forget about it; and if they don’t they’ll never 
find out that I’m not.’ 

‘Don’t be so sure,* said Conscience. ‘Already more than once 
you’ve nearly given yourself away. You’ll have to keep a watch 
on your tongue, and some day you’ll make a slip and everything 
win come out. Then they’ll say, “We knew it ^ along. It isn’t 
the first time Nelly’s taken us in. He’s not a writer at all — ^he’s 
just a young man she has picked up somewhere — ^Heaven knows 
who he is or what he does or what they do. He’s just a little 
impostor whom we’ve received and entertained as one of our- 
selves. These rich Englishwomen come out here and think they 
can do anything they like because we’re foreigners. Well, we shall 
know what to do now. We shall cut him, of course, and we shan’t 
ask her to any more parties. When we see her at Florian’s we 
shan’t join her table as we used to (those English people think 
they can get away with murder by paying for a few drinks), we 
shall go to Lavena’s or the Qpadri, and she will be left sitting 
alone and wondering what’s happened. They’ll soon find out in 
England, of course, and if there’re any decent people left there 
they’ll let her know what it feds like to be a pariah. She’ll never 
be able to come to Venice again, that’s one comfort.’ 

Eustace looked round. The sun, which was not supposed to 
sympathise with the moods of human beings, had in this case 
broken his rule and withdrawn behind a cloud — ^a doud no 
bigger than a man’s hand, the first cloud Eustace seemed to have 
seen in Venice. The bridge had made no progress during his 
reverie : the gap was as wide as ever. He imagined someone trying 
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to walk across it in the dark and falling head-long into the water. 

Impelled by something stronger than himself, Eustace turned 
away from the busy thoroughfare of the Zattere. Soon the twin 
portals ushered him into the Gampo San Bamaba, with its noble 
church, which impressed him more each time he saw it. Then 
the bridge of the footprints — the Ponte dei Pugni, where the rival 
factions used to take their stand; to-day no one barred his way. 
He almost wished they would. He crossed the Gampo Santa 
Margherita and gave a grateful glance at its veteran companile, 
defaced with cinema hoardings; skirted the vast red church of the 
Fraii, so much too big for the space round it, and pressed on 
through narrow streets till he came to the Gampo San Polo, a 
magnificent expanse in which his spirit, too, was wont to enlarge 
itsdJF after the constricting pressure of the alleys. But to-day he 
hurried through, trying to remember which turning would bring 
him to the Palazzo Sfortunato. 

Sfortunato! The name that once seemed so meaningless now 
sounded like a knell. There was no gondola at the riva and the 
door was shut. Giacinto, who opened it, said the Goimtess had 
taken her guests to the Piazza. So they had arrived, the heralds of 
the new r6gime; the plans which neither began nor ended in 
Eustace were already afoot. Should he join them at the Piazza for 
tea? Giacinto had no instructions. Would they be coming back 
for tea? Giacinto did not know. 

Four o’clock on a broiling afternoon in July was not the most 
hopeful moment to begin a book; but Eustace did not hesitate. 
Without a book at his back he could no longer face Lady Nelly, 
her fidends, or the world at large. Without a book to cover him 
he felt spiritually naked, morally indecent, a hypocrite, a liar. 
He opened an exercise book, turned over the pages on which he 
had made notes, and on the first plain one wrote: 

GHAPTER ONE 

Immediately he felt much better ; and suddenly he remembered 
that his conscience was a casuist; for all its ingenuity in torment- 
ing him it often looked no farther than the letter of the law. 
Ghapter One. 

Perhaps it would demand no more than that? Eustace waited 
a moment to take, as it were, his moral temperature. The fever 
had sensibly abated, but it was still there, demanding sacrifice. 
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Everyone, it was said, could write one book; and that was a novel, 
presuxnably about the writer. 

‘Eh bien, cher Shairington, comment va votre livre?’ ‘Qa 
marche, Gomtesse, 5a marche.’ ‘Et vous y parlez de notre chfere 
Venise, n’est-ce pas?’ ‘Ah! non, Comtesse, jc n’aurais jamais le 
courage de traiter un sujet aussi ardu.’ ‘Comment! Vous nc 
parlez point de Venise?’ (Point de Venise, that was ambiguous: 
she might be talking about lace.) ‘Non, hfelas !’ ‘Qji’6crivez-vous 
done?’ ‘J’^cris un roman.’ ‘Un roman k clef, alors? Vo\is y 
mettrez tous les gens que vous avez vus chez Lady Nelly? Ce sera 
trfes drolel’ ‘Non, Comtesse, je n’y parle que de moi.’ ‘De vous? 
MonDieu! Ge sera un sujet peu int&essant.’ 

Eustace blushed with mortification and again tried to break the 
news, this time in English, which seemed a less wounding 
language. 

‘Well, Eustace, so you didn’t take my advice after all. Every- 
one says you are writing a book. May I for once be more inquisi- 
tive than Lady Nelly, and ask what kind of book?’ ‘Of course you 
may, Jasper; it’s a novel.’ ‘Oh dear, that’s even worse than I 
feared. Not a novd about Venice, I hope.’ ‘No, it’s about a 
country house in England.’ ‘My dear boy, must you? Is Gals- 
worthy your model, or Hemy James?’ ‘Well, perhaps Henry 
James.’ ‘I was afraid you’d say that. And who are you putting 
into your country hoxise?’ ‘Well, the heir to the estate has just 
married a very beautiful girl; he had seen her playing with some 
poor children in the park when he was riding in the Row.’ ‘Was 
she poor too?’ ‘Well, not as poor as they were, but much poorer 
than him.’ ‘I’m glad somebody wasn’t poor — ^I don’t like reading 
about poor people. Why was she playing with them?’ ‘Because 
she thought they looked lonely.’ ‘I don’t like the opening very 
much, but go on.’ 

‘It was a very beautiful house, but at first she did not take to the 
idea of living there.’ ‘I imagine his parents were dead.’ ‘Well, not 
to b^in with, but they were both killed in a motor accident.’ 
‘That seems rather summary.’ ‘Well, it does happen, doesn’t it?* 
‘Had they been against the marriage?’ ‘Well, in a sense, yes. You 
see they would have liked him to inarry a rich girl-’ ‘I see. What 
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happened when their opposition was removed?* *I haven’t quite 
got up to that yet, but my idea was a kind of gradual and pro- 
gressive interchange of their good qualities — mean, he would 
become more sympathetic in his outlook, kinder to cripples and 
so on, and she would lose some of the self-sufficiency which had 
hitherto made strangers, quite unjustly, a little afraid of her. He 
wotild become more aware of the moral, and she of the actual 
world. Of course they would be a very decorative pair, which his 
parents were not, though they were very good people in their way. 
But they had always been a little behind the times * 

‘Excuse me, but who had?* ‘I’m sorry, I meant his parents. 
They were not exactly proud, you know, but they thought a good 
deal about their pedigree, which was a very old one, and they 
weren’t in touch with the latest developments and were rather 
apart from the people round them.’ ‘What developments, in 
Heaven’s name?’ ‘Well, social and political and cultural — ^ifrey 
hadn’t contributed much, you understand, to the spiritual life of 
the district, though of course they had been very generous to it 
financially.* ‘Why of course? You seem to use words very loosely. 
Do you know you’ve begun every sentence with “well” so far? 
When I was at the Lyc6e des Beaux-Arts at Lausanne they used to 
say “What’s the good of a well without any water?”* ‘Oh, I*m 
sorry. Talking makes one careless. My prose style is much more 
formal.’ ‘I should hope so. Butwhathappened when yoxir hero’s 
parents succumbed?’ ‘Oh, then he and she got to work and 
organised the neighbourhood, and built a kind of theatre in the 
village, which was called after them, of course, and they had plays 
and concerts and lectures, and that part of the county became 
quite famous, and was called “Little Athens” by some people.* 
‘Was it, indeed? And in what county have you Md your scene?* 
‘Well, I thought of Norfolk. But when the idea caught on it would 
spread to other places and perhaps be the beginning of a new kind 
of civilisation.* 

There was no answer;^ the sense of the presence of Eustace’s 
interlocutor grew dim,, and Eustace thought he must have gone 
away. But presently his rasping voice was heard again. 

‘Is that all? Do you leave them there, Pericles and Aspasia, 
co-educating in Little Athens?* ‘Oh, they would have children, 
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of course, who wouldn’t have to go through what they had — 
meem, in the way of making mistakes, and taking the wrong 
path, and having temperaments at odds with what they really 
wanted. They would find everything ready for them, so to speak, 
and start being happy straight away.’ ‘In fact, you would be 
describing the dawn of the Golden Age?’ ‘Well, I hadn’t thought 
of it like that, but I should try to get the fedUng of light into the 
book, gradually spreading, you know, until finally it enveloped 
everything, so that everythii^ shone of itself, in the way it some- 
times does here.’ ‘But as you describe the book, there would be no 
darkness, only this appalling daylight growing stronger till every- 
one had to wear blue spectacles or go blind?’ ‘Oh, it wouldn’t go 
quite like that — you see, there would be some shadows at the 
beginning — obstacles to the marriage, and so on, and then the 
parents being killed, and perhaps some other setbacks as well — 
haven’t quite decided. No, I should try to give the effect of the 
light growing out of darkness.’ ‘Would there be any limit to the 
rise in temperature?’ the Voice asked. ‘Should you stop at a 
hundred, or go on to boiling-poiat?’ 

‘Oh,* said Eustace, ‘you’re racing me, but I should try to get 
the effect of light without too much heat’ ‘It would certsiinly be 
the first meteorological novd, but I can’t see,’ said the Voice, 
‘that it would be strikingly ordinal in other ways. And I don’t 
think you’ve got the material for a novel. A short story, perhaps, 
a long short story, the kind no publisho: will take.’ ‘Still, it 
would be a book, wouldn’t it? I should be able to say I was writ- 
ing a book?’ ‘Well, I suppose so,’ said the Voice grudgingly. 
‘But it seems such a funny thing to want to say.* 

The grey-green lacquer of the cabinet above the writing table 
was cool to look at, but Eustace fdt his damp hand sticking to the 
blotting-paper. Never mind, he had written three pages and the 
book was in bdng. But how hot he was. He found himself long- 
ing for the cool shadows of Hyde Park, and the elms and plane 
trees of Rotten Row under which Lord Anchorstone was exercis- 
ing his horse. That name had got to be changed, but it would 
serve for the moment. His lordship had Just espied the beautiful 
girl surrounded by a group of gmbby, pale-faced children, and 
was wonderiug what im|aession it wotdd make on the other riders, 
many of them his firien^, if he suddenly pulled up, leapt off his 
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horse, led it towards the child-girt maiden, and got into conversa- 
tion with her. 

‘Excuse me, but don’t you find those children a frightful nuis- 
ance^ Wouldn’t you like me to send them away?’ ‘Oh no, thank 
you; you see, they have no one else to look after them.’ ‘Well, 
suppose you made them run a race to the Serpentine and back, 
wouldn’t that be a good plan?’ ‘But what should I do mean- 
while?’ ‘Here’s a seat, you can talk to me.’ ‘But your horse^’ 
(Eustace’s imagination was haunted by this quadruped, as diffi- 
cult to dispose of as a body in a mmrder story.) ‘Oh, my groom 
will take it. I’ve ridden enough for this afternoon.’ ‘You’re very 
kind, Mr. ?’ ‘Anchorstone.* 

She does not find out about his title till later, but the discovery 
makes his suit no easier, for she is a proud girl and inclined to be 
suspicious of a noble name. Henry James wouldn’t have begun a 
novel in that way, but Meredith might have. Jasper Bentwich 
hadn’t liked the opening, but he didn’t feel drawn to honeymoon 
couples. Eustace was reminded of Lord and Lady Morecambe. 
It was nearly half-past five and he must take the plunge. Perhaps 
they would still be having tea in the Piazza. 

But voices reached him from the other end of the great sala, and 
as he rounded the column two figures rose to their feet. One was 
a tall, fair man wearing a navy-blue coat over white flannels, the 
other a thin girl with high, wide cheekbones, and very large, 
rather shallow-set eyes under hair that was almost black. 

“Here’s our author,” said Lady Nelly from her chair. “Mr. 
Eustace Cherrington — ^Lady Morecambe, Lord Morecambe. All 
beginnings have to be formal, don’t they?” 

The couple smiled amiably at Eustace. “We looked for you,” 
Lady Nelly said, “and I nearly sent a deputation to your room, 
but you were nowhere to be found. Silvestro disclosed that you 
had been seen walking rapidly in the direction of the Zattere. He 
was sure you had an appointment to keep.” 

“I only went to see the bridge bang built,” said Eustace. 

“We must take his word for it, mustn’t we^ And may we know 
what you did after that?” 

Blushing with triumph Eustace replied, “I came back and 
wrote my book.” 



Cluster V 

The Feast of the Redeemer 


^OMING down at eight o’clock the next evening, Eustace 
V-' found Lord Morecambe alone. Sitting in a high-backed rhair 
upholstered in worn crimson velvet, he was fanning himself with 
a wlute silk handkerchief. 

“God, I am tired,” he said, “after all that sight-seeing. And 
now weVe got to be out all night. If we asked for a whisky and 
soda do you think they*d know what it was?*’ 

‘‘We could try,” said Eustace cautiously, 

“Ring the bell, then, there’s a good fellow; I don’t know where 

It jUS, 


Not imwilling to air his knowledge of the domestic arrange- 
ments of the palace, Eustace rang. ^ 

‘•Now you’ll W to speak to him,” said Lord Morecambe. 

You re dxe Itahan scholar.** 

‘“Thty don’t always come,” said Eustace, but in this case they 
old and the drink was not slow in following, ' 

“That makes the place look more like home, doesn’t it?” 

Lord Morecambe, contemplating the tray and its accompani- 
ments wiA an approving eye. He was quite right, Eustace 
mought; toe square-cut, glittering decanter shed its yellow beams 
"wide like an English deed in an Italian world. 

“No one would tdl me what toe word means,” said Lord 
Morecambe, raising his glass, “but here’s to toe Redentore.” 
Nottcmg Eustace’s hesitation, he added, "Don’t say it if vou’d 
rather not.” / 


Strongly fec^ that he would rather not, and hoping Lord 
Mo^ambe s ignorance was genuine^ Eustace drank in 

r ““dies we got in toe church this morning” 

Urd Morecambe went on, “they’re supposed to do aU kinds of 
dungs for us, but I put more faito in this, don’t vou^*” 

‘^“Well " Emtace b^an, xmeasily. 

Don’t say so if you don’t think so. Some believe ir 
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i in one kind 



give us champagne.’ 

Emtace ffinched at this reference to Lady Nelly, 
one said she was/’ 

^rd Morecambe refilled his glas. 

A A °?i • couldn’t have got through the evening without it. 

taildng of champagne reminds me that I saw Dick Staveley 
tJi* D • tught. He’s a friend of yours, isn’t he? I was dining at 

^ seldom do, and he was there with a damned 
pretty girl. The champagne made me think of it” 

ustece took a gulp of whisky and coughed. “Do you know 
wno she was?” 

*liat suj^rised me, for I know most of his girl fiiends.” 
>‘cu 1 ^ ^ enjoy ing hcTself ?” Eustace asked. 

She looked ^well, excited,” Lord Morecambe said. “So did 
M, and I don’t wonder,” he chucHed. 

fair?”^* ^ difficulty. “Was she dark or 

More dark than feir, and she had the most marvellous skin 
and eyes like stars/* 

drin^g champagne too?” Eustace asked. 

»_• 1 , , . P* Pitting her hand over the glass, but I dare say some 
tn^ed m between her fingers.” 

Eustace had never been to the Ritz. but he tried to envisage the 
scene. ’ 


people,” Lord Morecambe said, “but I 
comdn t help seeing, because there was a looking-glass straight 
? me and they were reflected in it.” 

“W^i “ce to her?” Eustace said. 

_ weu, what do you expect? I’m not so sure that she was bdng 
^oi^gh. Poor old Dick, he doesn’t like being 

‘|You nae^ the champagne?” 

I meant in gmeral. We were going to a play, so I didn’t see 
how It ended." ® ® 

“The— the argument?” 

^ that.” 

««T ^ seemed to be getting on all right?” said Eustace, 
like a house on fire. I was am uiwij because usually, as you 
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know, Master Dick has matters all his own way; this time it was 
he who was making the running,” 

*‘You think he had met his match?” said Eustace. 

*‘In all senses of the word.” 

”When was that?” Eustace asked. 

forget the exact day. Hullo, here’s Lady Nelly and H^loise.” 
He stood up, and Eustace too. *‘Nelly, we were having a religious 
drink, to celebrate the day. Will you join us?” 

Lady Nelly looked at the whisky with distaste. ‘‘Speaking for 
myself, no,” she said, “And really, H61oise, you must try to cure 
him of this horrible habit of blasphemy.” 

In the soft southern drawl which Eustace was beginning to like, 
Lady Morecambe answered, “But I have tried, Lady Nelly. I say 
to him, ‘Harry, I don’t mind what you do in England, because it’s 
your country, but at home they’ll think I’ve married a real 
tough!’” 

Lord Morecambe did not seem at all abashed. “I don’t believe 
it,” he said. “I believe they’ll like my red blood much better 
than my blue. Besides, we aren’t in America now. I’m a Pro- 
testant, and it’s my duty to protect you against Popish super- 
stitions.” 

“Isn’t he terribly unadaptable?” said H61oise, looking at her 
husband with fond pride. 

“Don’t let’s provoke him,” said Lady Nelly, “or we shall have 
him talking about Wops and Dagoes next. Harry, the sight of 
your drink has made me thirsty. Eustace, be an angel and ring 
the bell. But not whisky, it’s too disgusting — don’t you think so, 
Hfloise? I can’t imagine where they found it. What a blighting 
effect men have. The room smells like a bar.” 

“That was just what Cherrington and I liked,” said Lord More- 
cambe, as Eustace jmnped up to do his errand. “We were saying 
how it took away the foreign feeling.” 

“I’m sure Eustace didn’t,” said Lady Nelly, to Eustace’s relief. 
“Or if he did, it was only to humour your Anglo-Saxon pre- 
judices.” 

“He did — didn’t you, Cherrington? He made a note to put it 
in his book.” 

“I wish I was a writer,” said Hflloise earnestly, before Eustace 
had time to think out a reply. “Then I could let everyone know 
what a wonderful time Lady Nelly’s giving us.” 
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Even Eustace, whose conversational approaches were fairly 
guileless, felt this to be an unsophisticated remark. 

“She wouldn*t thank you,“ said Lord Morecambe. “She likes 
her affairs kept private.” 

But Lady Nelly did not seem to agree. 

“Nonsense, Harry,” she said. “I*m only too pleased to know 
that HSioise is enjoying herself. How could I know if she didn’t 
tell me?” 

“Well, you could see if she was crying,” said Lord Morecambe. 
“I’m enjoying myself too, Nelly, except for some of the foreign 
stuff. Do you know what I’d like? I’d like to spend a quiet 
evening here playing bridge.” 

The ladies made noises of disgust. 

“Don’t listen to him. Lady Nelly,” said Hdloise. “It only 
makes him worse.” 

“He’s homesick for that Bay of his,” said Lady Nelly. “He 
hungers for its mud. Ah, here come some civilised drinks. Ver- 
mouth, Hfloisc?” 

“With very great pleasure.” 

“Hail, Columbia,” said Lady Nelly, giving Lord Morecambe 
a quelling look. “Now we must start. Eustace, have you got 
everything? He always forgets something, you know, and has to 
go back for it. You won’t want that overcoat.” 

All eyes turned on Eustace. 

“I’ve got some things in the pockets,” he smd. 

“What can he have? Look, they’re positively bulging. And 
what’s that squalid-looking bundle under your chai^^” 

“My bathiiig-suit,” said Eustace, who hoped it hadn’t been 
seen. “Don’t we have to bathe when it’s all over?” 

“We don’t have to,” said Lady Nelly. “I shan’t, for one. But 
you won’t bathe in a muflSer, surely?” 

“I thought it might turn cold,” said Eustace. As the others had 
risen he rose too, and began to load himself up. Lord More- 
cambe, who had no encumbrances of any kind, helped him. 

“Why, you look like the Michelin Man!” said Lady Nelly. 

Eustace glanced ruefully at his swollen surfaces, and then at 
H 61 oise and Lady Nelly. How perfectly, in their different ways, 
they had guarded against the tricks of the climate. No hint of 
congestion in the pale full figure or the dark slender one; yet the 
wrap and the fur somehow banished the threat of cold, just as the 
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silk and the chiffon welcomed the reality of heat. All situations 
could be met, and on their own terms, thought Eustace, if only 
one knew how. But he would never master the gradations be- 
tween a bathing-suit and an overcoat. 

The quarter-moon was resting on the roofs of the palaces as 
they came out into the Grand Canal. The shadows stretching 
half-way across divided the canal, almost theatrically, into a light 
area and a dark one, so that there seemed to be two processions 
going side by side; one a string of lanterns with black shapes 
following them, the other brilliantly lit, the details of each boat 
distinctly visible, though the lamps they carried were pale and 
feeble. But the noise on both sides was the same, laughter and 
singing and festive shouts, and the plangent thrum of mandolines 
— 3. heady, expectant sound. 

Silvestro*s gondola seemed to attract the moonlight. Eustace 
remembered his prima-donna’s gift for visibility. The sm fol- 
lowed him about by day, and he had to have his place in the 
moon by night. From where Eustace sat, on a little gilt chair 
side by side with Lord Morecambe, perched up as though they 
were playing a duet, he could only see the upward-curving poop 
of the gondola and Erminio’s white figure outlined against the 
pallid sky. The young gondolier stared ahead with a look so 
intent as to be almost agonised. They overtook several boats, for 
Silvestro could not endure another craft to keep abreast of his; 
and then, with a warning shout, they turned to the right into the 
moonless darkness of a side canal. Here the traffic was so thick 
around them that they could almost hear their neighbours 
breathe; and Silvestro, disregarding professional etiquette, kept 
bending down to fend them off with his hand. To accept the pace 
of the crowd and drift with it was abhorrent to him. A few 
minutes of this awkward bumpy progress brought them to a 
bridge. They passed under and were out on the broad water of 
the Giudecca Canal. 

Here, though they themselves were still in shadow, they had 
the moonlight again; the great expanse of water was dotted with 
boats to its farther shore, and as they went on the boats grew 
thicker. Many were lash^ together. A man with a flagon in his 
hand leaned over and filled a glass in his neighbour’s boat. The 
men flitted like shadows between the pale dresses of the women. 
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They moved about, the women sat still; Eustace had glimpses of 
copper-coloured faces, each the fragment of a smile. 

Hugging the bank, Silvestro pressed on. His purposefulness 
contrasted with the carefree mood of the revellers round him, yet 
somehow enhanced it. All along the fondamenta boats were 
moored, and as they drew nearer to the bridge Eustace saw that 
every available roadstead had been taken. Where would they go? 
Suddenly there was a seething of waters, and the gondola, pulled 
back on its haimchcs, stopped in the middle of its private storm. 
An urgent whisper from Silvestro, and the boat on their left 
loosened itself from a post and slid away into the darkness. Sil- 
vestro manoeuvred his gondola into its place. 

**Wcll played, our side,” said Lord Morecambe, who was 
quicker than Eustace to take in the meaning of this exchange. “I 
suppose he had the fellow there keeping the place for him. Now 
we*re in the Grand Stand, all set for the big race. Gherrington 
writes books: he can be our bookie.” 

“Sh!” cried both ladies at once. 

The place was indeed well chosen, and Silvestro had disposed 
the gondola so that the redining ladies and their upright escorts 
opposite had only to turn their heads to see the church of the 
Redentore. Silvery and expectant, looking larger than by day, it 
met them almost full-face. Behind them the moon sent a track 
across the water which, continually broken by the dark forms of 
boats, made nevertheless a ribbon of light between them and the 
church where it gloriously terminated; and on their left the 
bridge, which had also gained in impressiveness since the morn- 
ing, made an angle with the line of moonlight, a slender black- 
and-white V whose apex was the church. In both directions 
people were crowding across the bridge. Eustace could hear 
their voices and the shuffle of their feet, and see them descend, 
slow-moving and tiny, on to the space in front of the great 
church. Up the steps they went unffl the shadow of the high 
doorway, thrown inwards, effaced them as they crossed the 
threshold. 

Beyond the noise of voices, the snatches of music, the swinging 
of paper lanterns, the tilting and dipping of stems and bows, the 
church in its grey immensity stood motionless and silent. Now 
that Etistace was growing accustomed to the light he saw that the 
fa9ade was faintly flood-lit by the lamps at its base, a wash of gold 
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had crept along the silver. Yet how stem were the uncompromis- 
ing straight lines, drawn like a du^ram against the ni^ht; how 
intimidating the shadows behind the buttresses which supported 
roof and dome. The church drew his eyes to it with a promise 
which was almost tiireatening, so powerfully did it affect his 
mind. 

They had finished supper, they had eaten the duck, the mul- 
berries and the mandarins, the traditional fare of the feast, and 
were sitting with their champagne glasses in firont of them on the 
white tablecloth when the first rocket went up. Eustace heard 
the swish like the hissing intake of a giant breath, and his startled 
nerves seemed to follow its Sight. Then with a soft round plop the 
knot of tension broke, and the core of fiery green dissolved into 
tingle stars which floated down with infinite lai^or towards the 
thousands of upturned faces. A ripple of ddhght went through 
the argosy of pleasure-seekers. Night rushed back into the 
heavens; the moon, now low down behind the houses, tried to 
resmne her sway; but Nature’s spell was broken, everyone was 
keyed up for the neict ascent. Soon it came, bursting into an 
umbrella of white and crimson drops that almost reached the 
water before they died, and were reflected in the tablecloth. For 
a time, at irregidar intervals, single rockets continued to go up; 
then there was a concerted swish, a rotmd of popping as thoi:^h 
scores of corks were being drawn, and arc upon arc of colour 
blotted out the sky. The inftmt stars burst finm their matrix and, 
still borne aloft by the impetus of their ascent, touched the sum- 
mit of their fl^ht, brushed the floor of Heaven and then fdl back 
appeased. The lift and ^ring in the air all around him was like 
an intoxication to Eustace, and he glanced at the others to see if 
they shared it. 

“Good show,” said Lord Morecambe. “A bit old-&sbioned, of 
course, but good considering.” 

“Considering what, my dear?” asked Lady Ndly. 

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I saw some Italian 
shooting on the Isonzo, and I’m surprised they’re so handy with 
fireworks. Of course, the sk)r’s a big target, and doesn’t hit back.” 

“I vrish you would try not to see things always in terms of 
bloodshed,” said Lady Ndly. “Couldn’t you stop him, Hdoise 

“I do try to make him think of something dse,” said Lady 
Morecambe. 
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“Darling Hdloise, I think of you all the time,” her husband said, 
and put his hand on hers. 

Eustace was touched by this gesture, which he attributed to the 
liberating influence of the fireworks, and wondered how Lady 
Nelly would respond to a caress firom him. Perhaps the same im- 
pulse was felt in all the hundreds of little boats that gently rocked 
beneath their lanterns on the windless, unfretted water; perhaps 
every heart sent up a rocket to its objective in the empyrean of 
love. The thought pleased Eustace, and he tried to make the 
symbol more exact. Viewless, perceptible only by the energy, the 
winged whizz of its flight, desire started up through the formless 
darkness of being; its goal reached, it bmst into flower — a flower 
of light that transfigured everything aroimd it; having declared 
and made itself manifest, it dropped back released and ful- 
filled, and then at a moment that one coxild never foresee, it 
died, easily, gently, as unregretted as a match that a man blows 
out when it has shown him something more precious than 
itself. 

Silvestro and Erminio had finished their supper and were dis- 
posed upon the poop — Erminio upright and slender at the back, 
Silvestro accommodating his bulk horizontally to the curves and 
planes, the projections and recesses, of which the rear end of the 
gondola was so bewilderingly composed. Catching Emtace’s eye, 
he pivoted monumentally upon 1^ dbow and said: 

“Place ai signori la mostra pirotecnica?” 

“What does he say?” said Lord Morecambe. 

“He wants to know if we are pleased with the pyrotechnics,” 
said Eustace. 

“What long words they use,” said Lord Morecambe. “Why 
couldn’t he have said fireworks? Tell him we’re enjoying it very 
much, but the ladies want to know when it’ll be over.” 

“Oh, don’t say that, Mr. Cherrington,” said H 61 oise. “It 
would hurt his feelings terribly. I’ve never been so happy in my 
life. I should like to stay here all night— wouldn’t you, Lady 
NeUy?” 

“Perhaps not quite all night,” said Lady Nelly, “though I’m 
loving it too. What time is it, Existace?” 

Eustace took out his watch. A burst of ice-blue stars were re- 
flected in the glass, hiding the hands. When they died out he said, 
“Just about one.” 

R 
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“Long past Hfloise’s bedtime,” said Lord Morecambe. “Look, 
even the moon’s worn out from sight-seeing.” 

Eustace noticed for the hist time that the moon had set, and 
this realisation made the night suddenly seem much darker. 

Silvestro, still holding the acrobatic pose on his elbow, spoke 
again. “Sono contend i signori?” 

“Don’t keq> him waiting for an answer,” said Lord More- 
cambe. “It’s rud^ and besides, you might get knifed. Let’s 
hear you give him a vote of thanks, Chenington, in your best 
Italian.” 

"Please say it’s heavenly, Mr. Chenington,” said Lady More- 
cambe. 

“I wouldn’t, Cherrington; it might soimd blasphemous to him. 
You never know with foreigners. Say it’s fair to medium.” 

Eustace glanced at Lady Nelly, who was obviously enjoying his 
^barrassment 

“Say we couldn’t be hapfuer, but we remember he has to get 
up early, and we’re ready to go back as soon as he is.” 

“Truckling to them,” muttered Loid Morecambe. 

Eustace cleared his throat. 

“La Oontessa dice che siamo contentissimi,” he began. “Ma 
ricordando che loro due debbono alzard ben presto “ 

“Bravo!” cried Lord Morecambe. “He’s a regular Wop.” 

“Ma, signore,” protested Silvestro, without giving Eustace time 
to finish and swivelling round so as to impend portentously over 
the heads of Hfloise and Lady Nelly, “loro dovrebbero aspettare 
la fine della mostia, perchfe stasera abbiamo una noviti^ qualcosa 
di raro, unica si pub dire, uno spettacolo veramentetremendo, mai 
ancora visto alia festa del Redentore, mai, mai. Sarebbe un 
disastro perdeilo, sicuro.” 

Evidently afraid that SEvestro’s appeal might lall on deaf ears, 
Erminios pressing forward as frur as he dared, translated it, 

“He says you ot^ht to await the finish of the show, because to- 
nigfat we have somethu^ most heactraordinary, a novelty, a thing 
unique, never seen brfore at the Feast of the Redeemer. Hit 
wonld be a (fisaster to lose hit, sure thing.” 

“Yers,” said Slivestro, uring the monosyllable to underfine 
everything Erminio had said, and forgetting in his excitement to 
rqproveh^fitr showing off. “Hprofeanrepisoteciiicom’hadetto 
lui stesso che aaxk roba fimtastica, indimenticabile^” 
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‘‘The pyrotechnic professor has told him hit will be fantastic 
stuff, hunforgettable,” said the interpreter, breathing gustily. 

By now both gondoliers were on their feet and the gondola 
rocked from side to side. 

“Well, tdl us what it is,” said Lord Morecambe, “don’t kill us 
with suspense,” 

Too tactful to reply directly, Erminio passed the question to 
Silvestro, who spread out his hands and looked despairing and, 
so far as in him lay, pathetic. 

“Non so, signore, non so neanche io. Sari una sorpresa — ^una 
sorpresa molto, molto religiosa,” 

Hardly were the words out of his mouth when Erminio said, 
**He does not know, not heven he. It will be a surprise, a very, 
very religious surprise,” 

“In that case I think we must wait,” said Lady Ndly, and sig- 
nified as much to the gondoliers, who subsided with deep sighs of 
thankfulness, as though they had successfully appealed for some- 
one’s life. 

“What can it be?” said Lord Morecambe. “Anything religious 
could surprise me. Let’s have a bet. Gherrington, yo\ir book, 
please.” 

“Sh!” cried Hdoise. “Look!” 

Instinctively their eyes turned to the church. For several 
minutes there had been a lull in the fireworks and the nip of 
tension was in the air. Since the moon set the church had re- 
ceded and grown indistinct: its outlines were lost in its 
vast bulk. Shadowy but solid, it seemed part of the substance of 
the night. 

Suddenly two lines of fire ran up from the extremities of its 
base. Systematically they explored the great fagade xmtil aU its 
outlines were re-created in light. Floodlit bdow, dark at the top, 
the dome still floated free of the golden chains; th«i from three 
points at once the creeping fire attacked it, and in a moment the 
huge bubble was imprisoned in three ropes of light. Broken by 
the moving shapes of boats, dongated and wavy, the reflection 
of the fire-girt church spread across the quiet water almost to 
where they sat. 

“Why, that’s the most beautiful thing I ever saw in my life,” 
Hdoise exclaimed. 

“Ah, but you haven’t seen Piccadilly Circus on Boat-race 
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Night/’ her husband reminded hen ‘‘White Horse Whisky and 
Sandeman’s Port have this beat, as your compatriots say.” 

“Guardi, guardi,” cried Silvestro, urgent with excitement. 
“Adesso cominda la vera sorpresa.” 

As though traced by an invisible finger, the outline of a face 
began to appear on the dark wall, a pointed face, drooping in 
weariness. The features were hardly more than indicated, but it 
was plain that the eyes were dosed. Then, above the face, little 
runnels of light started in all directions, branching out until they 
filled and overflowed the architrave, leaving at the edges sharp 
golden spikes that pierced the darkness. Always when it seemed 
that the representation was complete another thread of fire would 
worm its way through the others, to add its sharp point to the 
bristling circumference. Soon it seemed to Eustace as though the 
lines of light began to move and the whole emblem was aflame; 
and at the same moment thin trickles of red, starting from the top, 
dripped their way downwards on to the forehead of the Redeemer. 

“The Crown of Thoms,” murmured Hfloise, awestruck. 

Silence had fallen on the spectators; in the light that was now 
as bright as day and with a much more startling power of visibi- 
lity, he saw the backs of countless heads aU motionless and all 
turned the same way, and in the stillness it seemed to Eustace that 
the sound of crackling was borne across the water. For one time- 
less instant the appearance on the church glowed with an in- 
creasing brightness that treinsformcd not only the scene but the 
very sense of life; reversing the lighting system of the mind. 

Dazzled, Eustace closed his eyes, but a shadow pressed against 
his eyelids and they opened on darkness. 

When the applause broke out he was absent in the fire and the 
clapping seemed an irrdevance. But his hands, less absent- 
minded, put him back among the merry-makers who were show- 
ing appreciation of their entertainment in the most iinmistakable 
manner. For after all it was an entertainment, the climax of a 
show of fireworks at the feast of the Redeemer; and it was this 
aspect of it that showed in the busy hands of Silvestro and 
Erminio and their feces wreathed in smiles. Beyond the radius of 
their smiles everything was dark, pitchy dark. No one spoke, and 
Silvestro moved forward, an immense white figure in the gloom. 
Leaning over the cushions of the gondola, he asked anxiously, “Si 
sono divertiti i signori?” 
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From behind him the translation came promptly. *^He asks if 
you have hamused yourselves.” 

But having carried his point about waiting for the finale, Sil- 
vestro would brook no more interference from his assistant. 

“Zitto! zitto!” he cried impatiently. ‘‘I signori mi intendono 
perfettamente bene. Era un bel spettacolo, non vero?” 

Lady Nelly assured him that it was a beautiful spectacle, which 
they had all greatly enjoyed, 

Silvestro seemed immensely rdieved. 

“Bello, bello,” he repeated, as though to hypnotise himself 
with the words. “Magnifico, tremendo. E religiose. Signora 
Contessa, religioso, cristiano, un vero testimonio alia fede catto- 
lica.” 

“Si, si,” said Lady Nelly. *‘You agree, Harry, don’t you, that 
it was a religious performance, a real testimony to the Christian 
faith?” 

“Seemed like fire-worshipping to me,” said Lord Morecambe. 
“I shall reserve my comments until later, when your pagan 
transports have cooled down.” 

Lady Nelly gave her wrap a twitch, 

“They’re cooling now,” she said. “Shall we be going back, 
Hfloise?” 

“Oh, Lady Nelly,” sighed H 61 oise, “I don’t want ever to go 
back. But I suppose we must.” 

“Never mind, Hfloise,” said her husband, “we’ll make you 
some bonfires when we get home.” 

They went back much quicker than they came, for the little 
canals were almost deserted. The sparse lamps emphasised the 
darkness round them, but in Eustace’s mind the fiery emblem on 
the church still glowed and sparkled. 

When they reached the riva he was surprised to find himself so 
stiff that he could hardly stand. Lord Morecambe, too, made a 
rather rheumatic landing, and both the ladies had to be supported 
up the steps. They stood together in the entrata for a moment, 
sighing and stretching, and trying to sum up the experience of the 
evening in a sentence before the tide of ordinary life rolled back. 

“How strange it all looks,” said Lady Nelly. “I fed like Rip 
Van Winkle. What’s the time by your beautiful watch, Eustace? 
I can’t see mine.” 
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By the light of the great rococo lantern in the middle of the hall 
Eustace saw that it was nearly three. 

‘‘Nearly three !” said Lord Morecambe. “How nice to be going 
to bed. Nice for us, I mean. Not for poor Cherrington — ^he’s got 
to go and have a bathe.*’ 

Though he was carrying his towel and bathing-suit rolled up 
londer his arm, Eustace had completely forgotten why he brought 
them. 

“Oh, you’ll never think of going now, will you, Eustace?” said 
Lady Nelly. “It’s so late, and the Lido’s so far away.” 

“He must go,” said Lord Morecambe firmly. “It’s a ritual 
bath, you know, and his redemption won’t be complete without 
it. If I was his age” (Lord Morecambe was only a year or two 
older than Eustace) “and had half his sins on my conscience I 
shouldn’t hesitate.” 

The remark touched Eustace in a tender place, and he looked 
uneasily towards the door. 

“Perhaps I ought to go,” he said. 

“There’s no ought,” said Lady Nelly, “and I believe the whole 
thing’s a legend. You’ll find yourself the only bather on the 
beach.” 

As Eustace was hesitating, a loud ‘Pardon’ was heard, and 
Silvestro, beaming, marched in with a pair of oars. 

“But if you mean to go,” said Lady Nelly, “you’d better go 
now before they dismantle the gondola.” 

They all looked at Eustace, and the familiar ferment of in- 
decision threatened mental stoppage. 

“If you think they wouldn’t mind taking me 

“Stout feUowI” cried Lord Morecambe. “I knew he wouldn’t 
rat on us.” 

Lady Nelly explained to SEvestro, and with a subdued de- 
meanour he took up the oars again. 

They all bade Eustace extravagant farewells. 

“I wish you wouldn’t,” said Lady Nelly, “but I dare say it’ll be 
fun.” 

“Fun?” said Lord Morecambe. “Fim? You don’t seem to 
appreciate the serious nature of a lustral bath.” 



Chapter VI 

A Ritual Bath 


O NCE in the gondola Eustace began to experience a revulsion 
of feeling. Why had he acted as he did? It was selfish to take 
the gondoliers out again after their long day. But for Lord More- 
cambe’s remark about redemption, probing a susceptible nerve in 
his mind, he wouldn’t have gone. It was an exaggerated act, 
disproportionate, as Stephen would have said — the kind of thing 
that he often did and that Hilda did sometimes, but always in the 
interest of something outside, greater than herself. He had been 
indignant when some ignorant person called Highcross Hill a 
Folly. But this was foUy — ^folly with a little f— wandering out in 
the small hours to take — ^what had Lord Morecambe called it? — 
a lustral bath. 

How dark the night was. To Eustace’s eyes, still filled with 
retrospective light, it seemed immeasurably dark. They were 
going down the Grand Canal, but he could scarcely see the palaces 
on either side, and when they passed under the iron bridge, its 
floor seemed no nearer or darker than the floor of Heaven. Not 
a star showed through the thick summer night. Gone was the 
silver romantic moonlight; gone the showers of coloured rain; 
gone from the world he looked at the great gold symbol of the 
Redeemer. The year of my redeemed has come, thought Eustace. 
He did not know what the phrase meant, or why it moved him; 
but it returned again and again to his mind, fortifying and ItiUing 
it. He dozed and dreamed. 

Hilda was with him. She was wearing the red dress he had 
given her, as he could teU by looking in the mirrors; it seemed as 
though he could not see her directly, though she was sitting by 
his side and he was trying to pour champagne into her glass. ‘No, 
no,’ she kept saying, ‘I don’t want it. Dick tried to make me 
drink it’ ‘But this is Lady Ndly’s champagne,’ Eustace urged. 
‘It’s Bollinger 1911.’ ‘I don’t care what it is,’ said Hilda. ‘It 
doesn’t suit me, nothing suits me now.’ To his horror he saw that 
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she was crying; there were tears on her cheeks, red tears like drops 
of blood. 

He woke with a start, not knowing where he was, but thankful 
to be out of his dream. Silvestro paused in his rowing, looked 
round and said, laughing, “Dormiva, signore.” Eustace took heart 
at the laugh: he was not alone, he belonged to the great company 
of human beings, who were funny when they slept. Indeed, he 
was not alone, for all around him were the black shapes of boats, 
almost as thick as at the fireworks, and the people in them were 
aU going his way. Silvestro, still driven by his daemon, kept over- 
tak^g them, and some he passed quite close; their faces were hid- 
den from him, fatigue had stilled their songs; but their little 
lamps blinked at him, and their voices made a murmuring on the 
water. 

Silvestro ceased rowing again and pointed. ‘®Ecco il Lido !” he 
said, and Eustace wondered why he had not seen it sooner, the 
long barrier with its indented outline. Two great square build- 
ings towered up in front of him. The straggling flock of boats had 
narrowed to a procession in which impatient Silvestro had per- 
force to keep his place and move by inches. Eustace felt a tingle 
of excitement; he was glad that he hadn’t shirked the adventure. 

Only two boats in front of them now. He saw a girl in a white 
dress mounting the steps, she laughed and slipped, and was haided 
up by the arms. 

The arrival of the gondola caused a flutter among the onlookers. 
They peered down at its gilt furnishings as if they had never seen 
a gondola before. Silvestro ^ored their compliments, as he 
ignored the press of shabby plebeian boats waiting to move into 
his place; he took his time and shouted directions to aU and 
sundry. Eustace sat as passive as a parcel, an object of luxury, 
swaddled in the arrogance of wealth. Ragged figures with dirty 
hands pressed forward offering help, but Silvestro waved them 
aside. ”Vuole che aspetta, signore?” he asked; but Eustace from 
the bank said no, he would find his own way back. A look of 
intense relief and a brilliant smile rewarded him. “Buon bagno, 
allora!” he cried. good bath!” said Erminio, not to be left 
out. Eustace stopped for a moment, floodlit by the effulgence of 
gilt from the gondola, and then, the golden link broken, he turned 
into the crowd. 

He was one of them now, he no longer commanded awe, he 
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was to be jostled like anyone else. Perhaps, could they have seen 
him properly, they would have thought him shabbier than they, 
for his old overcoat had a green tinge by daylight. Unsuitable as 
it was, he was glad he had brought it, for as he moved slowly down 
the wide boulevard a cool wind met him from the sea. Couples 
scurried round him with a muttered ‘pardon’, and rejoined each 
other in front of him, glad to have circumvented this brief ob- 
stacle to happiness. But still they talked in low tones, hardly 
louder than the clatter of their feet on road and pavement, and 
with a subdued excitement which communicated itself to Eustace. 
The effect of beii^ with people without really seeing them was 
to make him feel separate but not lonely: sharing their purpose 
and their destination relieved him of the burden of himsdf. 

At the end of the street they came up against an obstacle, he 
could not quite see what it was — ^some kind of fence or palisade, 
no doubt, beyond which lay the sea. The crowd divided to right 
and left. Eustace had only been to the Lido once, and didn’t re- 
member his way about. Soon he would be often there, a frequent, 
perhaps a daily, visitor, for to-morrow was to inaugurate the new 
r^;ime — ^the motor-boat, the capanna at the Excebior Hotel, the 
long hotxrs of sun-bathing which Lady Nelly had promised him. 
To-morrow would be an absolute change. The Excelsior, he re- 
membered, lay on the right, and instinctively he followed the sec- 
tion of the crowd that went that way. He found he could make 
out the shapes of the hotels and houses that bordered one side of 
the road — ^the night must be passing. 

Suddenly he was aware that the throng was bending outwards; 
the palisade ended here, and they were pouring through the gap. 
The clatter of shoes stopped too, and Eustace fdt sand soft under 
his feet. Ahead lay a dark but transparent luminousness that 
must be the sea. He heard the soft plash of a wave and his 
heart quickened its beat. 

The wind seemed colder, and his clothes hung about him 
clammily. It was foolish to have walked in his overcoat; no one 
else that he could see was wearing one. What should he do next? 
Some of his companions were streaming away towards a vague 
range of buildings on the right that might be bathing huts : those 
who stayed behind were mostly men. Some of them sat down and 
Eustace sat down too, but the sand was damp and cold: the tide 
must only just have 1 ^ it. He retreated a little, and taking off his 
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overcoat, sat on that. They all seemed to know what to do. He 
didn’t. When would the dawn come? Were daybreak and dawn 
the same? Would the bathe lose its virtue if he missed the desig- 
nated moment? Should he take a streak in the sky for a signal, or 
await the appearance of the sun itself? 

How meaningless and &r away now seemed the interests of his 
life in Venice! Indeed, all his interests. They had brought him 
thris &r, to the sands of the Lido, only to drop off him, as his 
clothes must soon drop off, leaving him londy and naked in this 
crowd of strangers, not one of whom knew anything about him, 
to all of whom his drowned body would be just the body of an- 
other foreigner killed by cramp or indigestion. He felt his identity 
flowing out of him, to be so^cd up heedlessly by the grains of 
sand or parcelled out in fragments of a thousandth among all 
the figures standing or sprawling round him. Shall I go back? he 
thought in a panic, back the way I came, first to the right and 
then to the left, meeting the crowd instead of going with it, until 
I come to the landing-stage and the waiting gondola, and Silves- 
tro will say, ‘Did you have a good bathe, signore?’ and I shall say, 
‘Yes, meraviglioso,* and he will reply, ‘Bravo, ha fatto bene.’ But 
under the shadow of the lie Eustace’s meditation did not prosper, 
so he tried sgain. I shall say, ‘No, Silvestro, it was rather cold, 
and I was hot and tired, so I didn’t go in after all.’ And he will 
answer, ‘Bravo, signore, ha fatto bene, anzi, ha fatto benissimo, 
because a bathe at this hour would be very dangerous.’ In dther 
case he would have won Silvestro’s approval and the approval of 
all sensible people. 

But what a fool he was ! He had sent Silvestro home, and there 
would be no gondola at the landing-stage, only hordes of strangers 
swarming up fix>m below, li^t and laughter on their faces, and 
their eyes turned to the east. He looked around him. Every- 
where the light was growing stronger; it seemed to be bom out of 
the air, not from that band of dull gold in ftont which scarcely 
awoke an echo of its colour fi?om the still sleq>ing sea. He was in 
a rectangle fiamed on two ndes by anomalous structures of glass, 
wood and wire, the flimsy but sufficient barricades of the seaside; 
and behind lay the line of hotds, each sleepily aspiring to gran- 
deur, cutting off his retreat. Only the way in front lay open, and 
that was boundless, for there was no divicfing line between the sea 
and sky. 
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Eustace tried to project himself into the unfolding strangeness, 
but it was imniitigably alien and would take no imprint from his 
groping thoughts. It was coming into existence without him, 
almost, he felt, in spite of him, a world whose laws and principles 
he did not know, the very substance of the foreign. Again he 
fumbled frantically for his lost identity, his sense of what he, 
Eustace, was doing here and now. But it had passed into the 
keeping of another, and he was aware only of an immense re- 
luctance, a limitless spiritual fatigue. 

But the others did not seem to be awaiting any sky-born signal, 
nor did they trouble to take their clothes off. They knew what to 
do. By ones and twos they slid past him in the twilight, and were 
hidden from his view almost before the sea received them. On 
the way out they chattered to each other in low tones, but their 
voices sounded stronger as they reached the sea. Alone in the 
forward movement Eustace hung back, like a passenger who has 
lost his railway ticket and must wait at the barrier until all the 
others have gone through. He never knew at what moment his 
dread of the ordeal left him, but suddenly like a ball that finds an 
incline and begins to roll, he found hiinself startiag to undress. 
He could not join in the laughter and talking, but he could feel 
the common impulse — ^indeed, he could feel nothing else; it 
seemed to be the first time he had ever acted with his whole being. 

As his bare feet touched the sand he saw, not in the least where 
he had been looking, in, rather than above, the sea, the rim of the 
rising sun. The group nearest him broke into shouts and b^an 
to run. The anonymous being who had been Eustace began to 
run too. But when they felt the ripples round their feet their pace 
slackened and the wonder of sensation caught them. It caught 
their breath, too, for at this hour of the morning even the Adriatic 
in July was not quite warm — ^not warm to bodies which in the past 
twenty-four hours had seen much service, both in work and play, 
had eaten plentifully and fasted long, had loved and hated and 
felt indifferent and now, between jest and earnest, were putting all 
these experiences behind them while the friendly water of the 
ancient sea crept higher and higher up legs and thighs and 
stomachs, submerging warts and scars and birthmarks, omitting 
nothing from its intimate embrace, making free with the flesh that 
had been theirs so long. Perhaps more essentially, certainly more 
demonstrably, theirs than the minds which hover^ and struggled 
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kite-like in their wake. Scores of heads were now bobbing in the 
water, moving slowly towards the crescent sun; and among them, 
and indistinguishable from them, was Eustace’s. 

What Eustace noticed, walking back between the tram-lines 
in the broadening daylight, was faces. For hours he seemed to 
have seen nothing but shapes, or at most the backs of heads; now 
he realised that he had been suffering from face-starvation, and 
the one thing he wanted was to see the human countenance. 
Greedily he studied them, not scrupling to turn round and stare 
rudely at those who overtook him or whom he overtook. But he 
was disappointed. How ordinary the faces were, now that he 
could see them properly! Hardly one to which he could attach a 
special meaning, hardly one that from any standpoint rose above 
mediocrity. True, the light was not kind to them; it was mediocre 
itself, and came fern a low, heavy sky that he did not associate 
with Venice. Gould it be that the night of revelry had tired out 
the day, and given it the same hangover it had given the revellers? 

Eustace could read no poetry in the daylight’s cynical accept- 
ance of everything it revealed — ^the waiting tram-lines all ready to 
grind and squeak, the off-white shops and houses now weajrily 
astir, the shutters opening to expose a hand and an arm, and then 
perhaps a small, seedy figure in shirt-sleeves and black waistcoat. 
He could not feel interested in what lay behind those windows. 
As to his companions of the sea-change, their clothes were shape- 
less and dripping, or creased and sandy; their shoes needed shin- 
ing; they dragged their feet and shuiHed; their hair was tousled; 
their hats were out of shape; their voices sounded cross and 
snappy or dull and flat. And how short they were, almost pyg- 
mies! 

Even the prospect of Venice, which now began to open out 
before them across the water, the Dogana, the Salute, the islands, 
the wonderful hollow curve of the riva and the public gardens, 
looked spiritless and ordinary in the thick, pde, level light. 
Nothing stood out, nothing asserted itself. Beholding these sorry 
stage properties, Eustace could not recall the glamour of the 
night. 

And how was he to get back? The landing-stage was thick 
with people, far too many for the drab flotilla of small black boats, 
not a gondola amongst them, moored in clusters under the sea 
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wall. He would have to wait, perhaps an hour or more, for the 
first steamer. Feeling very tired, he walked to the bank and stood 
lisdessly watching the lucky owners of boats clambering down the 
side into their craft. If only he had resisted his humanitarian 
scruples and kept the gondola! Silvestro and Erminio wouldn’t 
have minded : waiting was their metier. How splendid his depar- 
ture would have been, a kingfisher flash among these dingy boats- 
of-all-work! The necessity to do as everyone else did struck him 
like a blow. 

A boat was filling up just below him. The youngish man who 
had got in first took off his shabby coat and made a few prepara- 
tory dispositions with the oars, then turned to the bank and 
stretched out his arms. Like everyone that morning he was very 
plain in both senses of the word; his sallow skin was porous, his 
chin stubbly, his black eyes had black smudges under them. A 
woman on the bank offered him a small child, heavy with sleep, 
which he took carefully but without enthusiasm. Next the mother 
availed herself of his arm, then an older woman, bareheaded like 
the first, but dressed in black and with a black shawl round her 
shoulders. Her hair was grizzled and as springy and stiff as wire, 
her eyes were hard. When they had setded themselves into the 
seat, from which the black leather lining was peeling off, an 
elderly man, grey-headed and collarless and stiff in his joints, got 
in with them, and after a short altercation with the younger man 
sat down on the seat in front. Eustace was thinking how over- 
loaded the boat looked when the younger man, who was standing 
poised to row, suddenly turned to him and said : 

“Piazza San Marco?” 

Oveijoyed to be leaving Lethe’s wharf, Eustace boarded the 
boat, half expecting it to sink; but it seemed to have the un- 
limited capacity of all Venetian boats. There was nowhere to sit 
until, after another brief altercation, the older man resigned his 
seat and withdrew to the poop. Eustace was distressed, but they 
all seemed to think it quite natural, and the young man, spreading 
his coat on the vacant seat, requested Eustace to accommodate 
himself. Eustace was touched by this attention, though the coat 
was hardly cleaner than the bench. He sat crouched forward 
like a figurehead, and even so the young man’s hands, as 
he came forward on his stroke, almost scraped the back of his 
neck. 



Eustace tad Hilda 


526 

Though there was very little wind there was a good deal of 
motion on the water, and Eustace, tired and empty, soon began 
to fed it. He stole a look at the other passengers to see how much 
sympathy he might expect &om them should he be sea-sick. The 
mother was bending over her child. It stirred fretfully and cried, 
and the older woman made as though to take it from her, but she 
resisted and their eyes dashed almost angrily. The old man was 
leaning on his dbow sucking a cigarette, and occasionally spit- 
ting; the young man stared ahead of him. They were all absorbed 
in their ovm concerns. Warning signals flashed along Eustace’s 
exhausted nerves. They were passing the Armenian monastery; 
he would flx his mind on that, and on Byron who had surdy never 
been sea-sick when he rowed out there to write. But somehow the 
monastery seoned a building like any other, and its pink walls, 
that reminded him of blottiig-paper, were no antidote to a queasy 
stomach. But with his eyes unoccupied, his stomach certainly 
fared worse; he wotdd hold out till he got to the next landmark, 
the island moaiastery of San Servolo. How cleverly the suchitect 
had adapted his dedgn to the shape of the island ! But the biscuit- 
coloured walls were lustrdess, the windows monotonously regular 
and sometimes barred: Eustace’s eye slid along than without 
finding relief. The boatman stopped rowing and stretched out 
his hand towards the btulding. 

“Manicomio,” he remarked with a smile of amusement. 
“Pazzi,” he added, when Eustace showed no sign of understand- 
ing. Sedi:g that Eustace was still in the dark, he made the inter- 
national gesture of tapping his forehead. The decorative island 
of San Servolo was a lunatic asylum. 

The discovery increased Eustace’s malaise, and he looked round 
desperatdy for some new object on which to concentrate. There 
were a great many to choose fix>m, for he was now riding the 
waters of the Bacino in the heart of picturesque Venice — ^the ex- 
tremely agitated waters, and it behoved him to act quickly. But 
all the buildings were so off colour he did not know which to look 
at — ^literally off colour, for xmder the hard, thick glare the pinks 
and greys, scarcely distinguishable flrom each other, had the same 
monotonous mess^ fin: his mind. The sighings and subsidings 
within him grew more imperative emd told 1^ his time was short 
The rose-brown campanile of San Giorgio Ma^;iore was as dumb 
as the shu^ pallid face of the church it guarded. From the great 
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blank oblong of the Dc^’s palace the pink lozenges had faded 
altogether. A colourless Venice! Fortune’s ball, topping the 
Dogana, looked a tedious nought, an empty O, a mere dull 
round, robbed of its gold-green patina. Nothing could injure the 
shape of the Salute, but even it seemed less impressive, a uniform 
lifeless grey, a few tones darker than the sky, but made of the same 
substance. 

And how must he appear, thought Eustace suddenly, to all 
these glorious buildings, ike delight and despair of Guardi, Cana- 
letto, Marieschi, Turner, Sargent, and how many more? What 
must they think of this poor creature huddled in his overcoat, 
tossing up and down in a dirty little black boat, his unshaven face 
green with nausea, his companions the refuse of the Venetian 
populace? 

Desperately he looked for comfort outside the charmed circle of 
architectural aristocrats. As sickly as the rest of him, his eyes 
travelled slowly across the heaving water of the Giudecca Canal 
and rested on the austere geometry of the Redentore Church. He 
had forgotten it It still drew his eyes with its mysterious apart- 
ness, its proud isolation. Eustace fancied that unlike the circle of 
notables it had not suffered a sea-change, it had not shed its glory 
of the night before. The controlled strength and the call to disci- 
pline in that stem regard were just the tonic he needed. 

Drawing a less hazardous breath he instinctively turned round. 
But the dews of sickness had come out on his brow and his com- 
panions in the boat imagined him worse than he was. Far from 
being horrified or shocked they were all sympathy. Cries of *Ahi, 
poverettol’ rang out; even the baby roused itsdf and smiled at 
him as if this was something it thoroughly imderstood. Silencing 
a buzz of advice and counter-advice the young man, to Eustace’s 
dismay, held his forehead with one hand while with the other he 
pressed to his lips a flagon of red wine that had been conjured out 
of the bottom of the boat. The wine was sour and rough, but most 
reviving. But the time they reached the Piazzetta, Eustace was 
feeling nearly wdl. Only in body, however. His spirits had again 
sunk to zero. He had remembered to bring so many things for the 
expedition; a book in case he shoxild be bored, two han(^erchie& 
in case he lost one, a bottle of aspirin, and of course his brandy- 
flask, which he had forgotten to use. But no money. He was so 
used to being paid for he had forgotten to bring any. Until the 
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yoiu^ man gave him the wine, the question of payment had not 
occmred to Eustace. But it must have occurred to the young 
man; indeed, it must have been his reason for offermg Eustace the 
lift. 

Eustace rehearsed the sentences which were to make his posi- 
tion dear — ^the shame he fdt, the kindness he could never acknow- 
ledge, the rich reward waiting at the Palazzo Sfortunato. But 

hardly had he begun, “Scusi, signore when the yoimg man, 

backed up by all his relations, passionately disdaimed any wish to 
be repaid. He smiled; they ^ smiled; they diftused the dignitjr 
and reserve of people whose lives are spent in bestowing un- 
requited favours; they seemed to be, for the first time that morn- 
ing, enjoying themsdves. Nothing had been a trouble, everything 
had been a pleasure, might they all soon meet again. 

With his own hand Med in salute Eustace turned away fiiom 
the fluttering hands in Charon’s boat. Twenty minutes later, 
crossing the traghetto, he saw the boat again, and waved, but the 
family did not see bim so absorbed were they in a dispute with 
another boat, or if they did see him, they preferred not to recog- 
nise him. At other times their changed demeanour would have 
pained Eustace; this morning he thought, people are like that: 
happy and pleasant one moment, cross and disagreeable the next. 
One must accept it, and like them in moderation all the time — ^not 
so much as when they are smiling, or so little as when they are 
quarrelling. He would not worry because he had no money to 
pay the gondolier at the traghetto. The gondolier knew him, and 
another time would do. “Un altra volta.” At the old formula the 
man shru^ed his shoulders and raised the ghost of a smile — ^very 
different from the del^hted grins he was wont to bestow on Eus- 
tace. But again Eustace did not mind. Who was he to be a ray of 
happiness? Seen without it people were more themselves, just as 
Venice was perhaps more itself seen through this blanket of dense 
white light. Kindness did not disappear because crossness was its 
near neighbour; the beauty of Venice would return, even if to-day 
it was eclipsed. The great thing was to be interested, and not to 
let interest be affected too much by one’s joys and desires. ‘Bind- 
ing with briers my joys and desires.’ The fact that Venice could 
be ugly was interesting; the fact that people could be unpleasant 
was interesting; let us leave it at that. 

Eustace’s steps came slower — ^the reaction, he supposed, fixnn 
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having felt so much better directly after the deplorable incident 
intheBacino. Basin, well named. He smiled wryly to think how 
nearly he had disgraced himself under the very noses of all the 
grandes-dames, the Lady Ndlys of the architectural world. Still, 
the thing would have been worse had it happened xmder Lady 
Nelly’s own nose, as it easily might have done, as it probably 
would do. But perhaps she wouldn’t mind, for of all lapses, those 
of the body, Eustace thought, were the easiest to forgive. 

Turning from the narrow calle into the main S. Polo artery, 
he found himself in a crowd of workmen hurrying to their daily 
jobs. Their faces showed signs of wear, but were not exhausted 
like those of his friends in the boat. One of them stooped down 
and picked up something which he showed to Eustace. It was a 
fragment of twisted metal, and seemed to amuse the man very 
much, for he thrust it into Eustace’s hands and laughed and 
hastened on. Eustace did not know what the relic was, but true 
to his hoarding instinct did not like to throw it away, and was still 
dutifully carrying it when he reached the doorway of the Sfortu- 
nato. 

On the threshold he nearly collided with Silvestro, who was 
torpedoing outwards with an oar over his shoulder. 

“Ben tomato, signorino !” the gondolier exclaimed. He stopped 
and peered into Eustace’s face, his own meanwhile taking on an 
expression of the utmost concern. “Ma come h pallido !” he con- 
tinued. “E ammalato?” 

This was obviously one of the days when Eustace could not 
understand a word of Italian. Silvestro repeated the question still 
more urgently, and when Eustace did not answer Erminio put his 
head over the parapet and said: 

“He asks if you are heel.” 

“Oh no, not ill,” said Eustace, “just a little tired, that’s all. 
Stanco.” 

But Silvestro woxdd not accept this understatement. 

“Stanco niente,” he said, subjecting Eustace’s face to a still 
more searching scrutiny. “E grigio, verde.” 

“He says you are grey-green,” said Erminio inexorably from 
the parapet. 

Between the two fires Eustace began to fed exceedingly 
unwdl. 
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“Ha fatto male di prcndcre qud bagno,” declared Silvcstro. 
“E perisoloso, Ogni anno ci sono molte vittime — ^ma moltissime, 
ce ne sono/’ 

Eustace was now too worried about his health even to try to 
imderstand what Silvcstro said. But Erminio was not going to let 
him off. 

“He says you have done ill to take that bath, hit is dangerous. 
Every year there are many victims — ^but very many.” 

“Yers,” said Silvcstro, surprisingly, in English. 

“But you sec I am not drowned,” said Eustace as gaily as he 
could. 

Erminio translated for Silvestro’s benefit. 

Silvcstro admitted rather grudgingly that Eustace was not 
drowned. “Ma ci sono altri disastri,” he went on darkly. “Forse 
peggio che quello,” 

“He says there are bother misfortunes worse than to be 
drowned,” Erminio gasped out. 

What could they be? Eustace wondered. But he didn’t feel 
strong enough to stand the shock of being told, so to change the 
subject he asked Silvcstro what was this piece of metal he was 
carrying in his hand. 

Never loath to give information, Silvcstro embarked on a 
long discourse, while Erminio, watching vulture-Iikc Eustace’s 
bewilderment, waited to pounce. But for once his verbal 
memory failed him, and when his turn came all he could say 
was: 

“He says hit is a pyrotechnic hiron that was shot last night at 
the Feast of the Redentore. He says that the hiron is twisted so 
great is the force. He says that it is a common thing, and this 
morning they are heverywhere in Venice. He says they are no use 
to anyone.” 

“Taci, tu!” cried Silvcstro, who felt that his assistant had 
occupied the stage long enough. 

On Lady Nelly’s advice, Eustace rested most of the day, only 
coming down to dinner, where he had to undergo a long cross- 
examination from Lord Morecambe on the nature and con- 
sequences of a ritual bath. How did he fed before, during, and 
after the ordeal? They could all see a change in him, but were 
not sure it was a change for the better. It was generally agreed 
that he must be spiritually very sensitive, or sadly in need of a 
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wash, to have taken the experience so hard. He did not tell them 
about the incident in the Bacino. Lady Morecambe said it must 
have been wonderful, and she would never forgive herself for 
missing it. Lady Nelly said that next year she might go if she 
liked, but that Eustace wouldnH be allowed to. The implication 
in this sent Eustace very happy to bed. 



Chapter VII 

The Speaking Likeness 


T hree letters appeared with his morning coffee, one ad- 
dressed in Barbara’s exuberant handwriting. After some 
cogitation he decided to read hers first. 

As he opened the envelope a newspaper cutting fell out. It 
appeared to be an advertisement, very intimately worded, of a 
patent medicine for indigestion. He did not know whether 
Barbara’s sense of humour had prompted the enclosure, or her 
concern for his gastronomic welfare; but decided it could wait. 

Dear old boy (she began), 

The address I’m writing firom will give you something of a 
shock ! so prepare yourself. I’m going to put it on the next page, 
to save you from having a heart attack. But the doctor says I 
haven’t been very well lately (I hadn’t noticed it) and a breath 
of sea-air would do me good. So Jimmy and I put our heads 
together, and we thought, and we wrote, suid the net result is, 
we are here! 1 

Eustace turned the page and read: 

Gambo, 

Norwich Square, 

New Anghorstone, 

Norfolk. 

DorCt say you’re not surprised! 

Eustace was surprised — ^so surprised he could hardly take in the 
meaning of what he saw. Barbara back at Gambo! His mind 
wouldn’t focus it, would hardly tell him whether he felt pleased or 
sorry. 

It was such a stroke of luck. We just wrote on the chance, 
and the house simply fell into our hands. Of course I don’t 
remember it. I was only about four when we left, and I expect 
the place has bucked up a good deal since then! I know it has 

53a 
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a cinema, for IVe jiist seen *The Orphans of the Storm’. Gee, 
whatathrill! Howl dote on Lilian Gish! That mouth! 
I suppose Hilda is just as pretty really, and of course we’re all 
orphans, but I don’t see us being carried down cataracts and 
rescued by the skin of our teeth. What else can I tell you about 
Anchorstone? There’s actually a Talais dc Danse’ — ^it’s too 
sweet — ^but unfortunately I’m not encouraged to dance. And 
Jimmy is in Ousemouth most of the day, and I don’t know 
what he’d say if I picked up a boy-friend 1 

He thought I should be lonely, so guess who’s come to stay 
with us — Minney 1 You were always her favourite, but I think 
she feels a little sentimental about me, especially now. You’ll 
wonder why Aimt Sarah isn’t here to hold my hand. Well, 
thereby hangs a tale. 

They didn’t mean to tell you, thinking you might worry, and 
of course there’s nothing to worry about, but Hilda’s been a bit 
off colour. What a pair we are. She actually had a bilious 
attack, that’s how it started — fancy our Hilda, a bilious attack ! 
— and the doctor at the clinic advised her to rest! Of course 
she refused, saying the clinic would go to pieces if she did, but 
finally Aunt Sarah persuaded her to go to Willesden. She’s 
much better, but she’s still there, or was when I left. I saw her 
before I came away, looking like a caged lion! And what sur- 
prised me much more, wearing such beautiful clothes! I 
asked her where she got them from, and she said at Worth’s, 
and that you had helped her to choose them, to wear at that 
smart pa^ you took her to at Anchorstone Hall. I was 
amused. Tlie things you can make people do when you try ! 

She told us a litde about the party one evening not so long 
ago when Mr. Hilliard came to dinner. In my opinion he’s her 
beau^ or would like to be if she gave him a chance. 

I haven’t met many men of his type, but they’re all alike 
really, and you can t^ by the way he looks at her. She gave 
him the most terrific snubs, but perhaps that’s a kind of playfxil- 
ness and he didn’t seem to mind. Aunt Sarah was quite excited 
underneath all that whalebone. What an old match-maker she 
is! Perhaps we all arc. You didn’t exactly show your teeth at 
Jimmy, and do you know, he’s quite touchingly grateful to you, 
poor sweet, and longs to have you down here, but he’s afraid to 
ask you. He said. Is it likely he’d want to stay with us when he 
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can stay 'with the Staveleys at Axtchorstone Hall, but I told him 
you 'were not a snob! ! ! 

Of course we’re on thdr doorstep, but I shan’t expect Lady 
Stavdey to leave cards on us! As you know, they’re little tin 
gods in this vicinity — everyone speaks of them with bated 
breath, though I gather Mr. Dick is quite a lad, or has been. It 
» so fimny to think of him abducting Hilda in an aeroplane! 
Minney remembers him quite well: I tell her she fell in love 
'with him! 

I cut this snapshot out of Gossip, and couldn’t resist sending 
it to you, althoT:igh Jimmy and Minney both begged me not to. 
Minney ■was worried because you looked so thin, and Jimmy 
said he was sure you never wore that lapdog look (actually he’s 
■very fond of dogs). 

With a shrinking of the heart, but overcome by curiosity, Eus- 
tace turned the cutting over. His misgivings were more than 
justified. “Lady Ndly Stavdey and a fiiend take tea in the 
Piazza,” ran the caption; and there they were sitting at a table at 
Florian’s — ^Lady Nelly looking gracious and pleasant and regally 
inured to being photographed, while he, his shoulders hunched, 
gazed up at her ■with a look of dumb devotion. Hastily reversing 
the snapshot, he returned to Barbara’s letter. 

But I knew it would make you laugh, because you’ve got 
such a good sense of hiunour! And of comse secretly we’re all 
thrilled to think of you in such extdted circles — I bdieve even 
Aunt Sarah is, though of course she doesn’t say so. 

Oh, how I like to think of people enjoying themsdves! Stay 
as long as you can, Eustace darliog, don’t come back till Lady 
Ndly kicks you out. Really, we’re all quite well. Privatdy I 
think Hilda’s been overworking — of course, it would never do 
to say so, and anyhow she’s better, so don’t worry. I suppose I 
shouldn't ha've told you — but I think iPs so silly, don’t you? to 
bottle things up — and makes it so much worse when they come 
out — if there is anything to come out ! 

You’ll have guessed what’s the matter with me— and I hope 
you’ll be as pleased as we both arc. I was afraid Jimmy m^ht 
be annoyed, because I suppose it is rather soon! — ^but he isn’t. 
He says it makes him proud of me. It doesn’t make me proud 
of him, because it’s something that anyone can do; it’s not an 
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achievement^ like the clixiic, or staying in Venice with Lady Nelly ! 
You mustn’t get too fond of her, though, or perhaps she won’t 
let you fall in love with anyone else, and that would be a pity, 
believe me\ There, Pm preaching to you, and I’d sworn never 
to do that — such a cheek from your Uttle sister, anyhow. Not 
so little dthcr, alas! Forgive this coarse joke — ^you see, I’m 
always having to face the facts of life now! 

All love 
From 

Barbara (and Son). 

My doctor here is called Speedwell — ^such a suitable name. 
He says he remembers you quite well; in fact, he remembers all 
of xis except me! So flattering! He sends you his kind regards, 
and wants to know if you’ve gone in for any more long-distance 
running? 


Putting down the letter, Eustace looked out into a changed 
world, at the centre of which, for a moment, was Uncle Eustace, 
a fairy godfather bestowing mugs, spoons, silver and coral rattles, 
and other seasonable gifts on a wrinkled, red-faced baby, who 
goggled and gurgled delightedly at its uncle. The picture faded 
into the Anchorstone he knew, where another little boy, perhaps 
rather like him, was playing on the sands with Minney, and trail- 
ing his spade over all the designs, still miraculously extant, that 
Eustace had left there, muddling the pattern and making non- 
sense of his past life: a being to be jealous of. The vision passed, 
but the mood of misgiving remained. He saw the spiritual form 
of Cambo blocking the gateway to Anchorstone Hall. 

‘Where did you say you were staying, Mr. Cherrington?’ ‘Oh, 
at a little house called Cambo, as a matter of fact, Lady Stavdey. 
Don’t bother— er — ^to do anything — er — about us. This is my 
other sister, Barbara, the goddess Cybde — ^Demeter, I should say. 
She’s only eighteen, but she has done something that neither of us 
could do. Mother and child have always been a favourite subject 
with great painters. My elder sister? Oh, Hilda’s a little off- 
colour; her illness is not so interesting as Barbara’s; just a bilious 
attack from overwork. No, she’s not at Anchorstone, she’s at our 
other house, near London. Oh no, Stephen, there’s noth^ you 
can do; if anything needs doing, Dick Stavdey will do it. I’m 
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quite helpless here in Venice, Lady Nelly can’t spare me, I’m so 
useful to her; besides, she needs a Mend to be photographed with. 
You saw that, of course. Wasn’t it a libel? 

‘Hilda, Hilda, aren’t you pleased about Barbara? Oh, I forgot 
you had a bilious attaA — ^perhaps it was drinking that cham- 
pagne at the Ritz. If you don’t like it, it probably doesn’t agree 
with you. Don’t tell anyone, but I suffered in the same way on 
the lagoon a few days ago. We often used to have the same ill- 
nesses when we were children. When you’re better, you must go 
down to Anchorstone and stay with Barbara. Oh, why not? It 
would do you good.’ 

Eustace looked at his watch. It was no longer really his, it 
belonged to Lady Nelly, who had taken such a fancy to it, who 
thought the blue line so chic. If he minded parting with it, so 
much the better: there was more virtue in a present that cost you 
something to give. Perhaps he would find time to go to the watch- 
maker’s this morning, before he joined Jasper Bentwich for a 
cocktail. The watchmaker, he remembered, was in the Merceria 
San Salvador — ^resounding name — and he must give himself 
plenty of time, for he had to buy two watches, one for Minney, 
dear Minney, and another for himself— that could be quite a 
cheap one. Indeed, it must be, or again he would have to write to 
Hilda for money, unless he wired — a telegram saved explanations. 
He stiU had 4,000 lire (about thirty pounds, Stephen) from her 
last consignment. 

He was to meet Jasper in the Wideawake Bar of the Splendidc 
and Royal Hotel at twelve o’clock. Jasper was giving luncheon 
to some people there. He’d invited Eustace too, but Eustace had 
regretfully declined, for he was to lunch with Lady Nelly at the 
Excelsior on the Lido. She went there every morning now, with 
the Morecambes, and bathed and sunbathed. She seemed to have 
given the sea a lesson in deportment; it crept to her feet, bowed, 
and altogether behaved as if it was indoors. She didn’t seem to 
mind if Eustace stayed until the afternoon or didn’t go at all. 
“You mxist get on with your book,” she said. 

Lord Morecambe, running down the staircase with a sheaf of 
tennis racquets under his arm, used to say the same. And, oddly 
enough, Eustace had got on with his book, and much faster since 
the night of the Redentore. The ritual bath had reconciled him 
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to those aspects of the story which conSicted with his wishes for 
his characters and their wishes for themsdves. This objectivity of 
view visited him when he took up his pen, and deserted him as 
soon as he put it down; in the moment of creation, his creatures 
lived in a world more real than his. 

There lay the exercise book, pegged down (though in so little 
danger of running away) by the present from Anchorstone, which 
Dick had thrown to him with such a careless gesture. A font! By 
association of ideas, the warmth of his feeling for Barbara and his 
pride in her achievement sent him hot-foot to the grey-green writ- 
ing table. Grey-green: so much more attractive on wood than on 
the human countenance. His heroine was now safely married to 
her lord, and of course, in the course of nature, they must have a 
baby. Several babies, in fact, for one of the ideas of the book was 
to show the younger generation growing up to a life that fulfilled 
their natures. He had meant to skip the part about them coming 
into the world ; but why should he? Only his heroine didtft seem 
to want to have a child, certainly not at the big house in Little 
Athens. The more his thoughts tried to surroxmd her with the 
comforts required by her condition and made possible by her 
estate the more she eluded him, and he saw instead his aunf s 
bedroom at Gambo, and Barbara, monstrously swollen, cracking 
jokes with Dr. Speedwell, while Jimmy, outside the door, walked 
up and down with strides as long as the little landing allowed, and 
in another room Minney and an unknown woman in white were 
boiling kettles and rolling up bandages. Only Barbara’s trills and 
screams, and Jimmy’s agitated footfalls, broke the expectant 
silence. 

Baffled, Eustace replaced the paper-weight and went to have 
his bath. The other two letters lay tantaUsingly unopened, ripen- 
ing, maturing, awaiting the moment of their birth-pangs. He 
would put them in his pocket for later in the day. 

“Well,” said Jasper Bentwich, “Fd about given you up; but as 
you’re here, you’d better have a drink, I suppose.” From its 
bosky setting his eye-glass flashed at Eustace. “You look rather 
hot; what have you been doing?” 

In the comer the electric fan, with a stealthy motion, wove its 
arc from side to side. 

“Running,” said Eustace, whom breathlessness made brief. 
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“You needn’t tdl me that; but what were you doing before you 
started runrung?” 

“I was buying some watches.” 

“Some watches! How many?” 

“WeU, two.” 

Jaspei^s tongue clicked. 

“My dear f^ow, you can’t buy watches in Venice. You must 
be mad. And why two? Yes, Tonino, a dry Martini for Signor 
Gherrington, and I’ll have some orangeade. Why two watches?” 

“They were presents,” Eustace explained. 

“For two twenty-first birthdays?” 

“Oh no, just oixlinary presents.” 

“I never heard of such a thing. You know where Dante put 
spendthrifts on the slopes of the hill of Purgatory? I won’t trouble 
you with the Italian, but you remember the reference, of course — 
‘You have spread too wide the wings of spending’?” 

“No,” f^tered Eustace. Unversed in Dante, ignorant of 
Italian, detected in extravagance, trebly condemned, he could 
not look Jasper in the eye. 

“Do you distribute watches like collar-studs? And are you sure 
they go?” 

“They were going when I left the shop,” said Eustace. 

“Not very w^ if they told you it was twelve o’clock.” 

Eustace blushed and took up his glass. 

“Here’s to the book,” said Jasper. “How’s it going?” 

“Oh, it’s getting on.” 

Jasper heaved an impatient sigh. 

“You needn’t keep that up with me.” 

“But it is getting on,” cried Eustace. 

“My dear Eustace, we all appreciate your loyalty to Ndly, but 
nobody believes you are writing a book. Why, only yesterday 
Laura Loredan said to me, ‘Qjielle sottise de notre chltfe Nelly 
d’essayer de nous faire croire que le petit Cherrington 6crit tm 
Uvre.’” 

“Oh!” said Eustace, the ground dipping under his feet. He 
ims sailing under false colours, then; but how difierent fix>m those 
he had imaged. “Do they think I’m an impostor?” 

“No, but neither do they think that Laura’s friend, Nino Buon- 
campagno, is a champion hurdler, or whatever she says he is. I 
don’t suppose he’s ever seen a hur^e.” 
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“You wouldn’t come to Venice to practise hurdling,’’ Eustace 
said. 

“And you nsight to write a book? I agree yours is a more 
plausible profession. But you needn’t expect us to take it seriously. 
I’m sure Nelly doesn’t.’’ 

“She keeps on asking me about the book,’’ muttered Eustace. 

“Laura often asks Nino his latest time for the hundred 
metres.’’ 

Eustace was silent. Then he said, “I was going to show her 
what I’d written.’’ 

“Then you really are writing something?’’ 

Eustace no longer expected to be bdieved whatever he said. 

“Ya.” 

Jasper’s eye-glass fell out. He stretched himself irritably in the 
round-backed wooden chair, twitched his shoulders and gave an 
angry sigh. 

“You don’t keep to the rula. What are you writing, may I 
ask?” 

“Well, a long short story.’’ 

Jasper’s face brightened. 

“Hopeless, my dear fellow. No publisher and no noagazine 
editor will look at it.’’ His brow darkened again. “However, for 
Heaven’s sake let me see it before you go any ftirther.” 

“I only started it because of what Lady Nelly said,” moaned 
Eustace. 

“Yes, yes, I appreciate that. She has much to answer for, that 
woman; but I don’t think she’s ever made anyone write a book 
before. A book,” he repeated imder his breath, as if a book was 
the final outrr^e. “And I suppose you’ve been n^ecting your 
real work?” 

“Well, I hav^ just latdy.” 

There was a silence. 

“Tonino,” Jasper said, “give Signor Gherrington another 
Martini.” 

“Oh, ought I?” said Eustace. 

“Yes, you don’t look very welL I hear you bathed on the night 
of the R^entore. What possessed you to do that?” 

“I thought everyone did,” Eustace said. “I thought it was a 
kind of ritual.” 

Jasper Bentwich laughed. 



540 Eustace and Hilda 

‘‘No wonder English visitors to Venice get such a queer 
reputation. Have you felt seedy ever since?” 

“Not really,” said Eustace. “In some ways I think I feel better.” 
“In what ways? You don’t look better.” 

The second Martini increased Eustace’s sense of well-being and 
loosened his tongue. 

“Well, I don’t mind the thought of dying so much as I did.” 
Jasper looked at Eustace as though he had mentioned some- 
thing improper. 

“Do you attribute that to the bathe?” 

“In a way I do,” said Eustace. “You see, I dreaded it, quite 
unreasonably, but when I came to the point it wasn’t so very 
impleasant. You see, there were so many other people doing it, 
and they didn’t seem to mind.” 

“But what people, my dear Eustace ! I grant you they wouldn’t 
be missed. But I can’t understand this new craze for bathing at 
the Lido. It’s bad enough by day, when the people are more or 
less clean, even if the sea isn’t; but in the middle of the night, and 
among sewers and sewer rats — ^no, no. If you want reconciling to 
the idea of death, the ceiling here is much more helpful.” 

Eustace turned his eyes from the bookcases of bright bottles 
behind the semicircle of the bar and looked up. The ceiling was 
painted a pale clear grey; and stuccoed on it in white in very low 
relief was an Assumption — ^possibly of the Virgin — ^but the feeling 
was of a social not a religious occasion. Between the fat clouds 
that billowed and (to Exastace’s dyspeptic eye) seemed to sway, 
cherubic faces, some with bodies attached, peeped in respectful 
ecstasy; while nearer the middle a bearded saint in the meanest 
and scantiest apparel, and, facing him, a clean-shaven gentleman 
soberly but richly dressed, turned their rapt gaze upon the central 
figure. With ey^ds drooping, but less it seemed in modesty than 
in pride, she floated upwards; above her head, extended in 
horizontal flight, a naked cherub held a crown. Crowded in each 
top comer multitudes of the heavenly host, some blowing trum- 
pets, some with hands outstretched, waited to receive her; and at 
the very zenith a head and shoulders, forming a shallow triangle 
of little height but imposing lateral spread, suggested that her 
welcome was to be even more august. 

Dizzy, Eustace dropped his head and found himself facing the 
two windows. They gave on the Grand Canal, and through one 
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he could see the sparse Gothic windows and long low lines of the 
Abbazia, through the other the tremendous upward surge of the 
baroque Salute; and himself and Jasper in the mirror between 
them. 

“I daren’t look again,” he said; “but I saw what you meant,” 

Noticing in his reflection some flaw in his appearance, imper- 
ceptible to Eustace, Jasper corrected it. 

“One needs a looking-glass for these Italian ceilings,” he said. 
“Perhaps one needs one for everything, I don’t care for a direct 
view.” His features mantled witih irritation, and his eye seemed 
to be avoiding Eustace. “I don’t think much about death myself ; 
but if I did, it would be in terms of this ceiling, not of a tipsy 
bathing-party. But I’m afraid I shall have to hurry you off. What 
do all your new watches say?” 

Shy of producing his team of time-keepers, Eustace consulted 
Miss Fothergill’s. 

“Oh, dear, it’s twenty to one.” 

“What time are you lunching?” 

“Well, at one o’clock.” 

“You’ll only be half an hour late.” 

They rose, and were going out when the barman said to Jasper : 

“Shall I put these down to the Countess of Stavdey?” 

Jasper hesitated a moment. “Of course not. I’ll pay.” Rejoin- 
ing Eustace at the top of the little staircase, he said, “You knew 
that Nelly kept an account here for her guests?” 

“I remember now, she did tell me,” said Eizstace. 

“But you haven’t availed yourself of her hospitality?” 

“I quite forgot to.” 

Jasper made a sound of impatience. 

Looped with arches, walled with crimson damask, glittering 
with vitrines exposing bottles of perfume and examples of highly 
gilt Murano glass, the interior of the Splendide and Royal Hotd 
dazzled Eustace, and would have dazzled him more had he not 
come to think of such magnificence as his proper enviromnent. 

Tor Eustace well deserves this state, 

Nor would he live at lower rate,’ 

As they were passing the concierge’s desk Jasper said, “It won* 
make you really any later if we glance at his book to see if any^* 
one’s turned up in Venice.” 
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The concierge was a fat man with a greasy, sallow face, who 
looked like lago in later life. 'V^thout asking his leave, without 
acknowledging his conspirator’s smirk, Jasper pulled the heavy 
book towards him. Flicking back the pages, he scanned the 
arrivals of the past few days. 

“Not a cat,” he said disgustedly. “All Levantines and Jews.” 

But Eustace had seen a name out of the comer of his eye, and 
asked for the book, which Jasper relinquished with a shrug. The 
entry merely told him that Mrs. E. N. Alberic had arrived yester- 
day fixtm India. 

“Found someone you know?” inquired Jasper. 

Eustace explained that he remembered the name— it was such 
an odd one — ^but could not fit it to anyone he knew. All the way 
to the Lido his memory stru^led to give up its burden, tmtil at 
last bis fear of a scolding for lateness drove the problem from his 
mind. 

Lady NeUy never had scolded him, nor did she now. Beyond 
giving him an absent smile, she hardly noticed his arriv^, so 
deeply engaged was she with a young Italian, a stranger to Eus- 
tace, who had joined her party. He was very handsome, in a 
dark, aquiline way; his eyes could melt as wdl as bum, and he had 
a beautihtl figure — one of the few Eustace had seen wHch justified 
the management’s litde-observed decree that the Grotto Res- 
taurant was only open to people in bathing-suits. Count Andrea 
di Monfiilcone was his name. “But you can call him Andy,” said 
Lady Ndly, and the young man bowed his permission. 

Eustace took his coat off to appease the pagan spirit of the 
Grotto, and asked Lady Morecambe how she had spent the 
morning. 

She was wearu^ a kind of dressing-gown over her bathing- 
suit, and like all her clothes, it not only fitted the occasion, but 
made one feel the occasion had been created to fit it. 

“Well,” she said, “first we played tennis and then we bathed 
and then we sun-bathed, and after luncheon I guess we’re going 
to sleep. What did you do?” 

Eustace explained what his morning had been, without, how- 
ever, making any reference to the watdies, which were ticking all 
over him like t^-tale hearts. 

“I do look forward to reading that book, Harry,” Lady More- 
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cambe said. “Do you know,” she went on, turning to Eustace, 
“you are the very first author Tve ever met — ^well, not that Fve 
ever met, but that I’ve ever been a house-gucst witk.” 

“Don’t say that, he’ll wonder where you have been brought 
up,” said Lord Morecambe. Sitting opposite the Count, and in 
flannels, not a bathing-suit, he looked very English. “How do you 
know he is an author, anyway? We’ve only his word for it.” 

“Why, Harry Morecambe,” saud Lady Morecambe, on a rising 
inflection, “you’ve only got to look at him. You can see the 
thoughts simply steaming in his brain,” 

Lord Morecambe fixed his eye on Eustace. “He looks rather 
hot, poor chap. But if I wore as many clothes as he does, you’d see 
the Noughts sizzling in my brain too.” 

But Lady Morecambe held her ground. “Oh no, I shouldn’t. 
I know you think that we Americans can’t tell one Englishman 
from another, but you’re wrong. The moment I saw Eustace I 
said to myself, ^H^loise, that’s a remarkable young man, and in 
days to come you’ll be proud to say you met him staying with 
Lady Nelly Staveley in Venice.’” 

“You didn’t say so at the time,” said Lord Morecambe, 

“Do you think I should want to make him uncomfortable? 
I only say so now because some of you like to pretend he 
isn’t an author. When you look out of this cave what do you see, 
Harry?” 

Lord Morecambe considered. “I don’t sec very much. I see 
lots of sand, and some people sitting under an umbrella playing 
bridge and getting rather cross over it, and a middle-aged woman 
doing her face, and two, no three, old buffers covering themselves 
with sand to look like castles, and a long line of bathing-huts that 
spoil the view 

“And what do you see, Eustace?” Lady Morecambe de- 
manded, and while Eustace was wondering what he did see, she 
went on, “Of coxixse, I don’t know how he’d put it, but he sees 
those boatmen in their cute pink shirts and big straw hats, and 
the fishing-boats with rust-coloured sails, and the little waves 
following each other as flat and shallow as the steps of the Salute, 
and the bony sea-horses like chessmen, and the darling little 
crabs that the poor people eat, and those swell sea-anemones 

“He couldn’t possibly see a sea-anemone from here,” objected 
lord Morecambe, almost sneezing over the words. “Besides, 
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they’ve all died from the drains. You’ll be saying he can see a 
shrimp next.” 

“Well, I dare say he can,” Lady Morecambe retorted. “A 
poet’s eye isn’t limited the way yours and mine are.” 

Enchanted by her vision of his vision, Eustace tried to see if the 
two tallied. But he couldn’t compare them, for he found himself 
on another shore, fenced off jfrom the land by a high red cliff. 
This shore was not meant for lounging on, it was dun-coloured, 
shining with wet, and scoured by stijff breezes challenging the 
blood. There, fastened to a sleek green boulder, half in and half 
out of the water, the lovely milk-pale sea-anemone was devouring 
its prey. Only Hilda could stop the massacre and he called her, 
but she did not come; she lingered beside their pond, because of 
something he had left imdone, something she would have to 
scold him for later. At last she came and saw the shrimp’s sad 
plight, wedged in the anemone’s cruel mouth. Hilda knew how 
to bring good out of evil; with Eustace holding her ankles she 
sprawled across the rock and drew the shrimp out of the honey- 
coloured maw. But too late; the shrimp was dead and the ane- 
mone was terribly injured, oozing through its own lips like some- 
thing that had been run over. 

Eustace blamed Hilda and called her a murderer — ^Hilda a 
murderer, who had been like a mother to him as they all said, and 
Stephen agreed, though he put it diflFerently. “You arc her crea- 
tion, Eustace. She is the author of your slim gilt soul.” 

Eustace shook his head till it ratted. As in a kaleidoscope the 
pattern changed, and he saw again the golden air, the deep blue 
of the sea, the pale blue of the sky, the sands bleached almost to 
whiteness, spheres of colour as various but harmonious as a cluster 
of balloons on a string. 

Lord Morecambe was saying, “It’s about time we settled this 
business ofEustace being an author. He’U start giving himself airs 
and that would never do. I’ll appeal to our hostess. Nelly!” 

But for once Lady Nelly was too much engrossed in a particular 
conversation to be aware of remoter claims on her attention. 

“Easing up to that foreign body!” muttered Lord Morecambe, 
for the table was a long one. “N^y!” he called again. 

This time she heard him and looked up, inquiry dawning on 
her face. “Yes, Harry?” 

“Forgive my stentorian shouts, but this is most important. We 
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want a niling. Is Eustace writing a book, or isn’t he? He told 
Hfloise he is, but we don’t trust him.” 

“Of course he is,” said Lady Nelly. “My best friends all write 
books.” 

Eustace got very red. 

“That counts me out,” said Lord Morecambe. “H^loise, 
where’s my pen?” 

“An author? That is most interesting,” said the Count, giving 
Eustace a courteous but slightly sceptical look. “I too should like 
to write a book. But in Italy there is so much life we do not find 
a great deal of time for reading. I should not like to write a book 
that nobody read. Unless it was going to be a success I should not 
attempt it.” 

“That’s frank, anyhow,” said Lord Morecambe. “Eustace 
here’s quite different; he just writes for the love of the thing.” 
The Count’s expression changed. 

“Ah, love!” he said, lighdy but significantly. “I could write 
more easily for love. But love for someone, some person. In love 
I shoxdd find my inspiration.” 

“Fm afraid we can’t help you there,” Lord Morecambe said. 
Lady Nelly’s rising was the signal for a general fumbling dive 
for bags, tennis-racquets, and other beach accoutrements. Her 
Italian guests were effusive in their thanks, and Eustace heard her 
say to the Coimt, as he bent over her hand, “Well, some evening 
about six, then; don’t forget.” 

Half-right across the sands, the last in its row, Lady Nelly’s 
capanna awaited them. The Httle parterre in front was gay with 
coloured sunshades, deck-chairs, mattresses, and cushions. As they 
stumbled out of the grotto the patient ardour of the day, like a 
dog’s welcome that warms with waiting, gave them its canicular 
salute. 

Hilda was back at the clinic: that was the main fact that 
emerged from Axmt Sarah’s letter. 

I don’t think she was qtdte fit to go [Miss Cherrington had 
written]. She hadn’t got her appetite back, or her spirits. But 
she had set her heart on going, and the doctor thought it would 
do her less harm to stay at home, fretting. Two or three times 
she went up to London in the evening to dine with friends, and 
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seemed quite excited by the prospect. I noticed that she seemed 
more tired and restless when she got back, but I couldn’t per- 
suade her not to go again. As you know, she never cared for 
needlework or housework, she only did them from a sense of 
duty, and she regards incessant reading, as I’m afraid I do, as 
a waste of time. The only recreation she allows herself is a 
game of Patience. I see no great harm in this, and got two new 
packs for her from Parfitts’ (which she thought rather extra- 
vagant of me), as her own were rather worn. I found them the 
next morning where I had left them, on the table by her bed, 
unused. Mr, Hilliard came in one evening and showed her two 
or three kinds she did not know, but she didn’t seem able to 
remember them after he had gone. So perhaps Highcross is the 
best place for her; and of course she can have first-rate medical 
attention there. The doctors think it is some kind of nervous 
strain due to overwork. I hope they may be right. Hilda never 
spares herself or takes a holiday, and the heat, too, has been 
particularly trying this August. I suppose you are having it 
much hotter in Venice, but it’s different if you have to work. 
When do you think of coming back to us, I wonder? There is 
no need, of course, but we shall all be glad to sec you. Hilda 
spoke of you several times, and we were amused by your picture 
in the paper, especially Barbara. Someone told me this Lady 
Nelly used to be rather a fast woman, but I never listen to gossip. 

Isn’t it a surprise that Barbara and Jimmy have taken our 
old house at Anchorstone? Dear Barbara has not been quite 
well, but I think she would wish to tdl you about that herself. 
She is such a gay, brave young person, bless her. I only wish 
that Hilda could take illness in the same contented spirit — ^but 
of course her case is different. She had the childish ailments 
that you all had, but I don’t remember her having any other 
complaint, and she is apt to be impatient with herself and 
others. . . . 

There was still another letter. This was a post indeed. 

My dear Eustace, 

How goes the beach-combing? Needless to say we have all 
seen the picture — ^‘the speaking likeness’, as it’s now generally 
called. You always liked looking up to something, didn’t you? 
There was a time when I flattered mysdf. . . . But those days 
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are long since past. From your present altitude I must be quite 
invisible, a mite on a discarded cheese, a weevil in the loaf the 
girl trod on. How you must adore the Excelsior Hotel, your 
spiritual home. 

Twisting himself round on his elbow, Eustace considered the 
Excelsior. It impended over him, a vast grand-stand in the 
Moorish style. But Stephen was wrong. To anyone acquainted 
with even the shade of Whaplode, these architectural excesses 
could only be distasteful; and Stephen’s gibe no longer hurt him. 
He got up to pull his mattress farther under the shadow of the 
orange umbrella, and then returned to Stephen’s letter. 

Well, after this envious exordium I will proceed to business, 
for in business even a cat can look at a king. I am now estab- 
lished in a humble way, in the basement, so to speak, of HU- 
liard, Lampeter and Hilliard, and in normal times I keep what 
they call oflBice hours. But in August business is not very brisk, 
so last Thursday I took ^the afternoon off’ (this phrase will 
mean nothing to you, whose life is one long holiday), and hav- 
ing taken what might be called the necessary precautions, I 
went to see your sister at Highcross HiU. 

I had a special reason for going. The last time I saw her, 
which was at Willesdcn, she was not very well, but she did not 
want you to know, because she thought you might be worried 
about her. I assured her that you wouldn’t be, and that you 
only worried about matters that were on your conscience, and 
she was not likely to be there! But all the same, she wouldn’t 
hear of it. ‘Tt’s nothing to bolher about,” she said more than 
once. I said in that case there was no harm in telling you, but 
she wouldn’t be convinced. 

On Thursday, however, she said she was so much better she 
didn’t mind your knowing. To be frank, I didn’t think her 
looking well, she has got rather thin. We didn’t have tea in her 
room — ^she said it was too untidy. I gather there had been 
changes of staff, so I helped her to clear a space among the 
periodicals on the table in the waiting-room. Afterwards she 
took me for a look round. The extension isn’t finished yet; she 
told me that while she was away the workmen adopted what 
are called “go slow” methods; still, you can sec that some pro- 
gress has been made. Not so with her new acquisition, Naboth’s 
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Vineyard, The place has not been touched; it*s overgrown 
with weeds. She told me she hadn’t realised that fhiit trees 
couldn’t be planted in the summer. 

I touched on the financial side, and here again she said she 
had been meeting with difficulties. The directors hadn’t liked 
her taking such a long rest, although it was under doctor’s 
orders; and nothing had gone right while she was away — she 
kept returning to that. 

In spite of these set-backs she spoke several times — ^though in 
very vague terms — of some new project which would need, I 
gathered, a considerable capital outlay; she admitted that her 
interest began to flag unless some new development was being 
contemplated. Perhaps over-bold, I urged her to recover her 
losses and consolidate her gains; but I am afraid my warning 
may have fallen on deaf ears, as they say. She confessed that at 
the moment she couldn’t muster the energy to carry out a new 
scheme, but felt that to set one on foot would act as a kind of 
tonic to her — ^a dangerous state of mind, I thought. 

I can’t pretend that she was at the top of her form. Before I 
left she went to her room and brought down some Patience 
cards Miss Cherrington had given her, and asked me if I 
would show her again a new Patience I had tried to teach her 
at Willesden — quite a simple one, really, much simpler than 
many that she plays, called the Clock. We did it two or three 
times, and she said, ‘T think I’ve got the hang of it now, but I 
dare say I shall forget when you go away.” I said I was in no 
hurry to go, and should be pleased to teach her Patience now 
or at any time. At that she smiled rather sadly, and asked me 
when I thought you would be back, *T can’t expect to hear 
from him often, because I never write to him.” *'But surely,” I 
said, *‘he’s written to you?” She said, oh yes, you had written 
to ask her to send you some money. I said I hoped she kept a 
tight hand on the purse strings, and she said it was nothing, only 
fifty pounds. 

Now, Eustace, I don’t want to be tiresome and a kill-joy, and 
you will say (in the manner of Cicero’s opponents) that I’ve 
told you the Moral Law no longer runs, so undermined has it 
been by the popular interpretation put on the theories of 
Darwin and Marx and Freud. But that was before I was a 
lawyer, and above all, before I v^zsyour lawyer. 



Eustace and Hilda 549 

Rather than risk the charge of inconsistency, I now appeal, 
not to your conscience — ^for I distrust its worldngs and always 
have — but to a faculty you’ve never, if I may say so, treated as 
a social equal: I mean your sense of proportion. Dorit spend 
all the money that Miss Fothergill (blessed be her name) 
bequeathed you on antimacassars of Venetian point lace for 
your Aunt Sarah, who won’t appreciate them, or on Murano 
glass negroes for Mrs. Grankshaw, who’ll only break them. And 
as to Hilda, the best present you could give her would be your- 
self, and bis dot qui ctto daL 

I call her by her Christian name because her letter saying she 
could see me on Thursday was signed Hilda tout court. Perhaps 
this was an oversight, and she thought she was writing to some- 
one else, I have not dared to try the effect of the naked nomina- 
tion (to quote your friend Sir Thomas Browne) on her. But 
when she saw me off she said “Good-bye, Stephen,” almost as 
naturally as I say “Good-bye, Eustace”. 

Yours affectionately, 

S. H. 

“Good news?” asked Lady Nelly, looking up from her book. 
“Well, not altogether. It’s about my sister Kfilda.” 

Lady Nelly put the book down, and turned on Eustace the dark 
glasses which somehow didn’t disfigure her, for they were like 
shadows of her eyes. 

“I hope your sister isn’t ill.” 

“Oh no, she isn’t really iH, but she’s had a kind of nervous 
attack. The doctors” (Eustace’s use of the plural suggested an 
army of medical attendants) “don’t seem to know what it is.” 

“She seemed the incarnation of health,” mused Lady Nelly. 
“It made one feel well to look at her. But women have these little 
upsets. Being a man, you wouldn’t know about them.” 

At once Eustace felt easier in his mind about Hilda. 

“Women don’t always sail on an even keel,” Lady Nelly went 
on. “You’ll learn that, Eustace. Little things, trifles light as air” 
— she waved her hand — “upset us. Sometimes we have head- 
aches, sometimes we cry, and don’t ourselves know the reason. 
Men wouldn’t really want us to be different, or perhaps we should 
be.” 

“Could you have a bilious attack?” asked Eustace dubiously. 
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'‘Oh, easily. Don’t worry about your sister, Eustace, I’m sure 
it’s only some feminine fussation. Perhaps she’s been going about 
too much with my naughty nephew Dick, That might easily lead 
to a bilious attack.” 

Eustace remembered the champagne at the Ritz; but he had 
never been certain it was Hilda Lord Morecambe saw. 

“They don’t mention Dick,” said Eustace. 

Lady Nelly smiled. “I dare say not. Don’t you sometimes not 
mention someone?” 

“I often mention you, I’m afraid,” Eustace said. 

“I ought to feel flattered, I do feel flattered. But if you told me 
you had never mentioned me to anyone, I should feel flattered 
too, in a different way. We are always looking for excuses to feel 
flattered. Am I telling you too many secrets about us?” 

Eustace wondered if Dick often mentioned Hilda’s name. 

'A very beautiful girl I know called Hilda Gherrington.’ 
'Hilda Gherrington, a perfect stunner. You must meet her, old 
boy.’ Or again: 'Who was that lovely girl I saw you with last 
night, Dick? Who was she, you naughty old man?’ 'Oh, just a 
friend.’ 'Who was the charmer you were giving champagne to at 
the Ritz, Dick? Gome on, out with it.’ Silence; or perhaps a 
word and a blow. Which line of action would Hilda think the 
more flattering? 

Eustace remembered with embarrassment that he hadn’t 
answered Lady Nelly’s question. She didn’t repeat it, but went 
on: 

“A little sympathy, you know, a little notice, a few extra atten- 
tions here and there, alleviate many of our worst symptoms. 
Especially when they come from whoever caused the symptoms. 
Sometimes, unconsciously of course, our symptoms are the reac- 
tion to what we imagine to be neglect — ^innocent reminders that 
we want to be cherished a little. So we lie about in picturesque 
attitudes and have our meals on a tray. And if these measures 
don’t bring relief, we buy a new frock and try to think of someone 
who feds more kindly about us. Or am I being unfair to my 
sex?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace fervently. “You couldn’t be.” 

Lady NeUy picked up her book, but kept her eyes on Eustace. 
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“Well, that’s my diagnosis. When you write to your sister 
write to her most affectionately (I’m sure you do), and give her 
my prescription, in your own words of course. Say you’ve seen 
a dress you think would suit her, and you look forward to seeing 
her wear it 

“I have got her a shawl,” said Eustace, 

“Get her a dress too. I’ll help you to choose it.” 

Eustace looked round anxiously at the occupants of the other 
two mattresses, drawn up side by side under a blue umbrella. 
Lady Nelly’s glance followed his. 

“Don’t worry — ^they’re soxmd asleep. Tell her to forget the 
clinic — cripples can’t run away — ^and if you mention Dick, put 
him in a list with some others — ^you’ll know who they are,” 

Eustace could only think of Stephen. “You don’t think I 
ought to go home?” 

Lady Nelly’s blue glasses brightened as they moved towards 
him. 

“Oh dear, no. No. As a tonic, brothers are much more eflFec- 
tive at a distance. Near to, they can’t be impressed, they know too 
much. I never had one, but if I had, I shouldn’t have wanted him 
about while I was — ^well, experimenting with my personality. 
Besides, I can’t spare you. You must be here for the Regatta and 
the noasked ball we’re having in the evening. I couldn’t let you 
miss that.” 

“When is it to be?” 

“Now don’t trip me up over dates. I’m getting a wonderful 
costume for you. All Venice will go into raptures over it,” 

“What is it?” 

“A famous Venetian author, of course.” 

“Who?” 

“Ah, wait and see.” 

She took her book up again, but with intention this time. 
Eustace fell into a reverie. 

Wearing his mask, he moved through the great rooms of the 
Palazzo Sfortunato, while all around him whispered, ‘Look, there 
is the great Venetian author!’ And others said, ‘No, it’s only 
Eustace Gherrington.’ But he couldn’t pay attention to them 
because he was looking for Hilda, He knew she was there some- 
where. On and on he went through rooms that were familiar to 
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him, and others, leading off them, that were strange. At last he 
found her. In spite of her mask he knew her, because she was 
wearing a scarlet domino. But when he spoke to her she did not 
answer. He tried again and still she was silent. Then someone 
came up to him and said, ‘Don’t you know, she can’t speak?* 
Eustace said, ‘Of course she can, she’s only pretending. All she 
wants is a little notice.’ But the scarlet domino began to shrink 
away, and the voice said, ‘She can’t speak to you as long as you’re 
wearing that mask.’ Eustace began to pull at his mask, but it 
would not come off, for it had grown into his face. 

The stab of pain woke him. He knew at once what had hap- 
pened: an insect had stung him, here on the Lido, in broad day- 
light. The others were asleep. At any moment Lady Nelly’s 
regular breathing might mount into a snore. 

All at once he thought of a scene for his story. If he waited too 
loi^ the mood m%ht pass. A confused, multiple tickii^, more felt 
than heard, warned him to make haste. 

Lady N^y had the Morecambc’s to talk to and would be 
coming back herself in an hour or two. She wouldn’t miss him. 
Raising hims elf stealthily from the mattress, he set off across the 
soft sand. 



Chapter VUJ 

Losing Ground 


T he money came, to Eustace’s relief, but it brought no mes- 
sage from Hilda. He was not seriously worried; she seldom 
wrote letters, and anyhow, no news was good news. Meanwhile, 
there was the dress to get, and the money to get it with. Lady 
Nelly had promised to help him choose it, and besides valuing her 
advice he wanted the cachet of her selection; he looked forward to 
saying, ‘Why not put on Lady Nelly’s dress this evening?’ and 
more publicly, This is the dress Lady Nelly chose for Hilda. A 
Venetian model. Pretty, isn’t it?’ 

But until he tried to get her to go shopping with him he hadn’t 
realised how difficult it was to break into, divert, or even influence 
Lady Nelly’s time-table. Flexible as it seemed when she con- 
trolled it, when he tried to make a loop in it for himself it was 
rigid as iron. The excuses with which she put him off were more 
graceful than many people’s acceptances; she always managed to 
convey that there was nothing she would rather do. But she 
didn’t do it; and after one or two direct requests had been 
shelved, Eustace felt a tender area growing round the subject that 
warned him off. She would remind him that he had his book to 
get on with; twice she said, “You know you told me on such and 
such an occasion” (when she had proposed some joint expedition), 
“that you couldn’t spare the time from your book.” Eustace 
felt sure he had never said precisely that; and he didn’t like to 
remind her that it was she who had always told him his work 
came first. Once she said, “You remember how you abandoned 
me on the lido, you wicied fellow— I woke up and felt quite 
naked without my cavalier” — ^referring to the time when he had 
stolen back to the palazzo to write. 

Eustace felt that insensibly his ‘book’ — ^that mere embryo of a 
novelette— had come between them. It seemed unfair, because it 
was she who had made him write it. And even now he wasn’t 
sure that she bdieved he was writing it. He would have liked to 
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show her the fragment, now quite a respectable length. But she 
had not asked to see it; and though she so often forestalled his 
wishes, when they chimed in with hers, she could keep them 
endlesdy frustrated if they didn’t. 

The worst of the thing was, even when he was not writing, the 
thought of the book still possessed him; its scenes and conversa- 
tions haunted him; even when present in the body he was often 
absent in mind, and had to be asked the same question twice over 
before he could answer. This was not much fun for his com- 
panions, and Lady Nelly was not accustomed to being begged, 
however apologetically, to repeat what she had said. She did not 
care much for apologies, anyhow. He could not flatter himself 
that he was a lively companion. And behind his absorption in the 
book was another preoccupation. Should he be writing it at all? 
August was far advanced; the pile of books that he had brought 
out to read for Schools was still unread. No need to keep them in 
place with the broken relic from Anchorstone Hall: they never 
moved. Yet they oppressed his spirit with the downward drag of 
a hundred paper-weights even when, as now, he couldn’t see 
them. 

Now he could see an altogether more pleasing prospect — the 
bookshelves of bottles, the revolving fan, the stuccoed apotheosis 
on the ceiling, the two wide-apart windows commanding the 
Grand Canal, which gave such inexhaustible entertainment value 
to the Wideawake Bar; and perhaps most reassuring of all the 
pink, foaming Clover Club cocktail at his elbow. For once, just 
for once, he would exercise his privilege as Lady Nelly’s guest and 
put it down to her account. 

Not many minutes ago he had left her at the Piazza, where she 
had bidden him join her for tea. He had hoped to find her, not 
alone — ^that was too much to expect — ^but at any rate with no 
other escort than the Morecambes, who were leaving to-morrow. 
Eustace had become very much attached to them; he enjoyed in 
almost equal measure not being taken at all seriously by Lord 
Morecambe and very seriously indeed by his wife. As a rule 
Eustace flinched from being taken seriously — ^it meant a burden 
of responsibility laid on his future; but Lady Morecambe frankly 
regarded him as an arrived celebrity. She approved of him for 
what he was, not for what, after years of having his nose pressed 
to the grindstone, he might become. True, she was not very dis- 
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criminating; she liked almost everybody, she admired almost 
everything, and she expressed her feelings with an absence of 
reserve or qualification which was a perpetual amusement to her 
husband. But Eustace found that attractive. Most of his friends 
at Oxford, and in a different way his own family (Barbara ex- 
cepted), were critical and hard to please; they adopted a nil 
admirari attitude — ^his friends because they felt themselves cus- 
todians of a high aesthetic standard, Hilda and Miss Cherrington 
because they fdt a similar obligation towards ethics. Lady More- 
cambe enthusiastically saluted the spirit of poetry whenever she 
saw it — ^and she professed to see it in Eustace. He really liked her, 
and the addresses of her parents and of several of her friends and 
relations were snugly tucked away in his pocket-book against the 
day when he should visit America. 

The Morecambes were certainly there, on the Piazza, but he 
did not see them at first. The crowd which had gathered round 
Lady Nelly’s table overflowed on to others. Eustace was reminded 
of the remark of a Venetian hostess: ‘T have only to hang out a 
ham and aU Venice will flock to it.” They sat at every angle of 
leaning towards and away from; at every gradient from upright- 
ness to sprawl. Sight-seeing had made Eustace familiar with 
pictures of the Last Supper: unsuitable as the parallel was, it 
sprang into his mind. But all these people had an air of careless 
smartness, of not minding what anyone thought of them, which 
quickly banished the comparison. Most of them Eustace knew, 
at any rate by sight; it was seeing them all together that was so 
intimidating, as if the essence of worldliness — an ingredient so 
agreeable in small quantities — ^had been poured with a lavish 
hand into a single dish. 

They greeted him with varying degrees of elegant off-handed- 
ness, with an arm, a wrist, a finger, an eyebrow: and an unmistak- 
able voice blared across tlxe Piazza: **Ecco il piccolo Cherrington. 
Ben tomato ! Comment va votre livre, mon petit?” — and without 
waiting for a word or a look from Lady Nelly, whose party it was, 
Cotmtess Loredan with her voice, her short energetic arms and 
her parasol had made a gash next to her in the circle and installed 
Eustace there. On her other side glowered her attendant athlete, 
measuring Eustace with a hostile and surmounting eye, as though 
he was a hurdle that could easily be cleared. His clothes had a 
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knife-edge cut: it seemed impossible that the human figure could 
expand and contract so suddenly as his did. 

“Do not talk to him,” she commanded, for Eustace had made 
him a little bow. “He understands nothing; he’s as stupid as a 
racehorse, aren’t you, Nino?” 

She made it sound like a compliment, but Nino was far from 
being mollified. She asked Eustace a great many questions with- 
out listening to the answers, and all at once turned away from him 
and began talking at the top of her voice to Jasper Bentwich, two 
tables away. He flashed an offended monocle at her and shouted 
back, “I can’t hear a word you say, Laura.” 

Eustace turned to his other neighbour. Countess Dorsoduro; 
she had a black-and-white dress, long black earrings, and her eyes 
were so heavily mascaraed they ware like bruises in her face. She 
did not look at him when she spoke, and her remarks had no 
bearing on what he said: they scratched the silence with spindly, 
jagged lines that left no pattern behind. She darted firom topic to 
topic as if playing blindman’s buff with boredom. This was her 
technique with everyone, and Eustace did not resent it; and he 
admired the way she made it seem flat to finish a sentence and 
slavish to answer a question. He recognised her chic. Like Coun- 
tess Loredan she spattered words in all directions, nick-names and 
esoteric reference to parties, bridge, plans, destinations; she never 
bothered to make herself dear, or hint at a context; even before 
she had seen the effect of what she said her eyes would close in 
boredom and open on some new target. 

Eustace never knew when his turn was coming or if it would 
come at all; but suddenly she said, “I suppose you hate bdhg 
here?” and when he said, “Oh no, why should I?” she said, 
“Most of us do,” which was almost the only direct reply he heard 
her make. 

In contrast to these sharp angularities of appearance and 
bdbaviour, these word-pellets like bursts of machine-gun fire, how 
soft and roimded and unemphatic seemed Lady Nelly, a rose- 
bush in a jungle of strelitzias. Like a queen she could afford to be 
amiable and gracious: that was where she scored. And she was 
bdng particularly amiable and gradous at this moment to Count 
Andrea di Mon&lcone who sat at her right hand and seemed 
highly though not hmnUy sensible of the honour. If not so large 
and striku^ as Countess Loredan’s good companion, he was even 
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better looking, and he was a Go\mt. The Count of No Account, 
Jasper had called him. Eustace didn’t suppose that Lady Nelly 
was likely to be dazzled by his tide; but all the same he had it, 
and she didn’t have to explain to the world that he was an author 
or an Olympic hurdler. He was an aristocrat, he fitted in, and 
no doubt there were coundess (if coundess was the word) fine 
shades of understanding that she had with him that she could not 
have with Eustace. And as a rival, which Eustace increasingly 
felt him to be, he had the tremendous advantage that his time 
was all his own; he could devote himself to Lady Nelly, heart and 
soul, as he was doing now without having to snap back to an 
exercise book, like a strip of tired elastic, or even propel himself 
over an avenue of hurdles. As he watched them together Eustace 
recognised many small deviations from her usual manner, which 
he had imagined were for him alone. They were wonderfully 
unmarked, perhaps only visible to a jealous eye — ^the more fire- 
quent turn of the head, the longer look, the tiny movement of the 
hands in his direction, as of a flower’s petals turning to the sim. 

Lady Morecambe had the Count’s cold shoulder; she was being 
engaged, at a distance, by a gaimt, satanic-looking man, well- 
known as a heart-breaker. His technique, at a first encounter, 
was to fasten on his quarry a fixed, challenging look from his 
lustreless, lamp-black eyes — look that, by ignoring those it met 
in transit, seemed to annihilate the onlookers and enclose the two 
of them in an electric solitude. Across it, his intimate, indignant 
voice seemed to be accusing her of disobeying some lule of life he 
had drawn up for her. 

He spoke rapidly, in French. Lady Morecambe turned on him 
her sh^ow, puzzled, gazelle-Iike eyes, while her husband, oppo- 
site her, who had understood, watched her with malicious amuse- 
ment, until Countess Loredan called out, “Tais-toi, Cherubino, 
you’re being a bore.” Having silenced him, she said, “What a 
pity you are going away.” There was nothing to indicate that this 
remark was meant for Eustace, but as no one answered he fdt it 
must be. 

A chord of memory sounded in him; someone had said this to 
him before. “I didn’t know I was,” he said. “Why, had you 
heard that I am?” Coxmtess Loredan turned on Lady Nelly and 
the Count the incriminating searchlight of her stare and said, 
“Eh bien, vous ne le regretterez pas, peut-gtre.” 
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Eustace felt he minded very much; suddenly he thought he had 
the solution. ‘‘Oh, you must mean Lord and Lady Morecambe; 
they’re going to-morrow, worse luck.” But the Countess had 
turned away and was talking to someone else, leaving Eustace 
baflled and disturbed. 

Did Lady Nelly want him to go? he wondered. It would be 
awful to outstay his welcome. But only a few days ago she 
wouldn’t hear of his leaving. She had even ordered a costume for 
him for the ball. His eyes travelled round the Piazza. It was a 
feast-day, and from the tiers of windows on the right (he had his 
back to St. Mark’s) hung carpets and tapestries of crimson and 
pale green. They were in shadow, but the front of St. Mark’s was 
fast recovering the opalescent glow which it lost under the glare 
of the strident midday sun. Florian’s at this hour got all the sun- 
light. The thronged tables made an oblong continent of huma- 
nity, except that round theirs — ^the tables that composed their 
party — ^flowed a circular channel which turned them into an 
island. Along this channel the waiters flitted with eyes more 
watchful and smiles more deferential than they kept for casual 
customers; and those casual customers, it seemed to Eustace, who 
were eating and drinking in a sober, self-contained fashion, cast 
curious and envious glances in their direction when a burst of 
laughter went up or Coimtess Loredan’s voice, like a ship an- 
nouncing its departure, filled the air. What a riot of broken meats, 
ices, cakes, sandwiches; tea, coffee, chocolate, spoons, forks, 
cups, glasses, napkins, all in danger of slipping off, but all stay- 
ing on, all touched, used, broached, emptied of the freshness 
which they had when they came gleaming from the kitchens, 
poised on the waiter’s back-turned hemds, level with their smiling 
eyes. 

There was much scraping of chairs as Lady Nelly rose, much 
bowing and shaking and kissing of hands, and a respectful silence 
fell on the surrounding tables. With an invisible gesture Lady 
Nelly gathered the Morecambes and the Count of Monfalcone 
roimd her. Eustace fancied that the orbit of her unspoken invita- 
tion did not include him, and he fell into step beside Jasper. 

“You’re not going away, are you?” said Jasper. “Somebody 
said you might be.” 

“Wdl, not quite yet,” said Eustace uneasily. “I think they 
must have meant the Morecambes.” 
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“People never stay,” complained Jasper. “Just as you begin to 
get used to them they go. What do you make of Monfalcone?” 

Eustace said he was all right. 

“Such a puppy,” grumbled Jasper. “And in my opinion no 
more a Coimt than I am. Still, I suppose Nelly knows her own 
business best.” 

They had reached the landing-stage of the Luna; the grizzled 
head of Silvcstro and the blond head of Erminio appeared above 
the parapet. 

“Oh, that wonderful boat,” said Jasper sourly. “Mind you let 
me see your manuscript before you go.” He hurried off. 

Eustace followed the others, and arrived just in time to see 
Silvestro, his shoulders hunched in distaste, ushering the Ooxmt 
into the gondola. Looking over the balustrade, he saw the four 
seats already occupied. “Come on, we’U make room for you!” 
Lord Morecambe had called out; but Eustace said No, he’d like 
a walk. They still pressed him, the Count was particularly in- 
sistent, but Eustace shook his head and inarched away, his mind 
full of that sweet soreness which comes of cutting off one’s nose to 
spite one’s face. 

He had meant to walk straight back, arriving triumphantly 
before they did. But when he got into the Via Venti-due Marzo 
his steps began to flag. Not for the first time the crumbling^ 
florid front of the church of San Mois6 claimed his attention. 
Ruskin had loaded it with obloquy: in his eyes it was frivolous, 
ignoble, immoral. Eustace was determined to like it: half one’s 
pleasure in Venice was lost if one could not stomach the rococo 
and the baroque. But this evening, as he stood on the little bridge 
and watched the pigeons strutting to and fro, hardly visible among 
the swags, cornucopias, and swing-boat forms whose lateral move- 
ment seemed to rock the church from side to side, his interest was 
not in the morality or otherwise of the tormented stonework, but 
in the state of mind of people to whom such eacuberance of spirit 
was as natural as the air they breathed. Never a hint, in all that 
aggregation of masonry, of cadence or despondency, no sugges- 
tion of a sad, tired mind finding its only expression in a stretch of 
blank wall. 

Turning back to the sober little street which had all the look 
of a cul-de-sac but was not, he wandered on. To his left rose the 
rich, reserved buildings of banks, converted palaces, no doubt. In 
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the narrow space they seemed to attain to skyscrapfer altitude. 
The Banca Itala-Americana-Biitannica-Franccse ’sVas his. He 
peered through its gilded portcullis. How deferentially they 
treated him when he leaned on their mahogany counters! His 
modest letter of credit had long since expired, but since then 
nearly fifty pounds of Miss Fothergill’s money (blessec^ be her 
name) had been conjured up for him by those darkly s^»miling, 
suave young men. No doubt that he had lived more intensely 
during the flush of those transactions, but the glow had f<adcd 
now, along with the general glow of Venice, which he was so s -oon 
to lose. 

One after another he passed the tall, narrow openings of alle^^s 
that were conduits to the Grand Canal; the last had a sign hang-^ 
ing from it, gold letters on a black ground, ‘To the Splendide and 
Royal Hotel’. He had taken the hint, and here he was. 



Chapter IX 

An Old Friend 


" ^ IVE me another Glover Club, please, Tonino,’* he said, and 
while the barman was mixing it he looked round the room. 

It was not the rush hour yet; there were two or three people 
who had been there when he came, and on one of the window- 
seats, lobking out, a woman who must have come in since, un- 
noticed by him. As though she fdt the interest in his look she got 
up and walked to the bar. She was thin and brittle-looking, and 
very pretty. Her frosty blue eyes moved restlessly; her clothes 
were fashionable but not expensive, and she brought a strong 
whiff of scent with her. *‘The same again, Tonino,” she said, and 
he replied, ‘‘Just a moment, Signora Alberic.” 

Pricked anew by the name, Eustace stared at her with a 
curiosity franker than good manners allowed; and she, who had 
been drumming with her fingers on the woodwork of the bar, 
returned his gaze with more warmth of recognition than the 
occasion warranted. A sensation went through Eustace like none 
he had known, and he heard himself say, “Good evening”. 

“Good evening,” said Mrs. Albcric, Her intonation, like her 
look, suggested that Eustace was not a complete stranger. 
Glass in hand, she took half a step towards him. Automatically 
Eustace rode and moved the vacant chair a few inches in her 
direction. They both sat down. The lady’s hands ceased to 
fidget, and her eyes grew steadier under her plucked, raised eye- 
brows. 

Obscurely feeling there was some move he ought to make, 
Eustace said: 

“Excuse me, but I thought I remembered your name.” 

“Did you?” she said. “Pm trying to forget it.” 

Her smiling eyes saved Eustace fi:om feeling snubbed, but did 
not help him to think of something to say. 

‘^And for a moment,” he told her, not quite truthfully, “I 
thought I’d met you before.” 

56X 
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‘‘Did >ou?’’ she said again. “Perhaps you have. It doesn’t 
matter, does it?” 

Seeming half amused, half impatient, she waited for him to go on. 
“Have you been long in Venice?” said Eustace, and stopped, 
for he remembered having seen the date of her arrival in the 
book. 

“It might be any time,” she answered. “But I shouldn’t think 
it’s more than a week.” 

“Is this a comfortable hotel?” 

“More comfortable than I can afford, I’m afraid. More com- 
fortable than the hotel in Bombay.” 

“Oh, you come from India?” 

“Yes, thank God. You’re not staying here, are you?” 

“In Venice?” 

“I meant, in this hotel?” 

“No, I’m staying in a p — ^in a house.” 

“Oh, you’ve a house of your own? Lucky man. I thought I 
hadn’t seen you about. Is it far from here?” 

“About twenty minutes’ walk,” said Eustace, answering the 
second part of her question. 

“Is your house a show-place? What they call a palazzo? I’m 
not much of a sight-seer, I’m afraid. I’ve never been inside one. 
Draughty old bird-cages, aren’t they?” 

“This one isn’t.” 

“You make me curious. Do you ever take people over it?” 
“Well, you see, it doesn’t belong to me. I’m just staying there, 
with Lady Nelly Staveley, as a matter of fact.” 

“Oh, are you?” Mrs. Alberic paused, and her measuring eye 
put Eustace in a new perspective. “The old girl whose pictures 
you see in the paper?” 

“Yes,” said Eustace stiffly. 

“Well, in that case I won’t ask you to show me over. Is it fun 
there, or is it deadly?” 

“Oh, great fim, great fun.” With some vague idea of banishing 
the look of disappointment on Mrs. Alberic’s face, Eustace added, 
“At least, it was.” 

“Not so much fun now?” 

“Not quite.” Feeling disloyal, he none the less had to say it. 
“So you were just having a quiet drink to get away from it all? 
I don’t blame you.” 
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Her air of sympathy gave Eustace a pleasant feeling of being 
hardly used. 

“Well, that was the idea.” 

“Does she keep you on a string?” 

Eustace knew that his grievance against Lady Nelly was that 
she wasn’t holding the string tightly enough. But he answered : 

“She is rather inclined to.” 

^ “If you’re feeling fed up, should we dine together in some quiet 
little place? I’m at a loose end to-night.” 

This step seemed revolutionary to Eustace. “What excuse shall 
I make?” 

“Ring her up and say you’ve met an old friend.” 

Eustace looked at her. Cocktails and conversation had put 
a flush into her cheeks. Her china-blue eyes were alight 
with pleasure instead of shifty with restlessness. He now felt 
that her features, as well as her name, recalled something to 
him. 

He struggled with himself. He had heard some of Lady Nelly’s 
Anglo-American friends complain that their guests in Venice used 
their houses like an hotel; but he had never absented himself from 
a single meal at the Psdazzo Sfortunato. Perhaps Lady Nelly 
would be glad if he did; he remembered Juvenal’s warning about 
repeated cabbage. Perhaps she would feel freer if he was not 
there. And it would be an adventure to take this strange lady out 
to dinner. 

Smiling at her, he said to the barman, “Gan I use your tele- 
phone, Tonino?” 

He felt very dashing. 

“Sairtainly, Signor Shairington,” 

The Countess was out, the major-domo told him; she was 
“fuori in gondola”. But Lord Morecambe was in. Would Eus- 
tace like to speak to him? Eustace shrank from Lord More- 
cambe’s jocularity and the highly coloured account of his absence 
that he would pass on to Lady Nelly. So he asked the major-domo 
to give her a message. His Italian went a little haltir^ly. “Un 
amico?” queried the man. “No, un’amica,” said Eustace, reso- 
lute in truthfulness, and wondering whether there was any nuance 
attached to the It^ian for female friend. 

“All done,” he said, returning jauntily. “Now let’s have 
another drink.” He felt a different man. 
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‘*How did she take it?®’ asked Mrs. Alberic, responding to the 
change in him. 

“Oh, she wasn’t there; she was out in the gondola. I can guess 
who with. I gave a message to a servant, the maestro di casa, as a 
matter of fact.” 

“Who’s he?” 

“He corresponds to the groom of the chambers in an English 
household.” 

“Oh, really? Did you say I was an old friend?” 

“Well, I said a friend. ‘Vecchia* would have meant you were 
an old lady.” 

She laughed. “Like Lady Nelly.” She hesitated, and seemed 
to be debating with herself. Then, sipping her cocktail she said, 
“You know, I knew some Staveleys once. I wonder if they were 
any relation.” 

“Did you?” exclaimed Eustace. 

“Yes, they were neighbours of ours at a place called Anchor- 
stone. We saw a lot of them.” 

“Then you know Anchorstone,” cried Eustace. 

“I lived there as a child.” 

“So did I.” 

They fixed questioning eyes on each other, and a half-fright- 
ened look came into Mrs, Alberxc’s face. 

“I heard the barman call you something just now. I believe 
you’re Eustace — ^Eustace Cherrington.” 

“Then you must be Nancy Steptoe.” 

Nancy Steptoe, who, Dick told him, had married a wrong ’un 
called Alberic. Eustace didn’t know how he looked, but a blush 
slowly mounted on Mrs. Alberic’s face. 

“So you are an old friend!” he exclaimed. 

The blush, he could not guess why, deepened, and, as it ebbed, 
left behind the face of the Nancy he remembered. 

“Think of us meeting like this,” she said, as carelessly as she 
could. The blood struggled back into her face. “Almost a pick- 
up, wasn’t it?” 

Eustace didn’t like the term. 

“Oh, but we knew each other really,” he said. “We just didn’t 
remember each other’s names.” 

The bar began to fill with people. “Gome along,” commanded 
Eustace, “let’s go to the Gambaretta. We can talk better there.” 
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Proud and protective, he was leading her away when the bar- 
man called after him, “Scusi, Signor Shairington, but shall I put 
these drinks down to the Contessa^” 

After all. Lady Nelly did owe him something, **Yes, you might 
as well,” said Eustace carelessly. 

“So now you understand,” Nancy said, “why Fm glad to be 
leaving India. He can get his divorce if he likes. I don’t care. 
I’ve no children.” 

Eustace felt deeply sorry for her. 

“But won’t he give you any money, or anything?” 

“Not he, why should he?” 

“But it was all his fault, really.” 

“He doesn’t see it like Aat.” 

Eustace prayed for counsel from the Venetian night. They were 
dining out of doors, between the bright windows and open door 
of the restaurant, which gave them all the light they needed, and 
a church on whose vast bare wall their figures made dramatic and 
intimate silhouettes. There only lacked the moon; but a growing 
pallor in the sky suggested the moon might soon be coming. On 
such a night . , . 

Such a night accorded ill with the story that Eustace had just 
been hearing, but found a ready response in the mood the story 
had evoked in him. He knew that Nancy’s prettiness belonged to 
a lower order of looks than Hilda’s obvious or Lady Nelly’s elusive 
beauty, but for that reason it was the more approachable; like a 
tune heard at a street corner, it could be enjoyed without being 
admired. 

“Shall we have a Strega?” he said. 

“A what?” 

“A liqueur called strega. Strega means witch.” 

“How well you know Italian! You’ve made a lot of headway 
in six weeks,” 

“Oh, you only have to know a little French and Latin.” 

Lemon-yellow, sweet and syrupy, the liqueurs soon stood beside 
them. 

“Ooh,” said Nancy. “It tastes of soap.” 

“Perhaps that’s how a witch does taste. Do you remember 
telling me Miss Fothergill was a witch?” 
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*‘Oh, that old lady. I’d quite forgotten her. She left you some 
money, didn’t she? Have you spent it all?” 
not quite all.” 

“You’ve still got some left?” 

“Oh, just enough to keep up appearances.” 

“I believe she was in love with you.” 

“Oh no, she couldn’t have been. I was much too yotuig, and 
besides 

“Besides what?” 

“Well, nobody has been.” 

“I don’t believe that. And haven’t you been in love with 
anyone?” 

Eustace hesitated. “I — I don’t think so.” 

“Oh, come now, you must have been. I believe you were in 
love with me once.” 

She raised the strega to her lips, and he seemed to see it coursing 
down her throat, a golden stream, befriending her, doing her 
good. “Perhaps I was.” 

“Don’t you think you could be again?” 

— I Eustace sighed and stopped, aware that this ques- 

tion embarrassed and disturbed him less than would have seemed 
possible an hour ago. “I think all that sort of thing was scolded 
out of me when I was a child.” 

“They wouldn’t let you speak to me. Did they think I was a 
bad influence?” 

Eustace said nothing. 

“I believe they were jealous of you and wanted to keep 
you to themselves. What happened to Hilda? Did she ever 
marry?” 

“No.” 

“Too fond of you?” 

“Oh no, I’m sure that wasn’t the reason. She got taken up with 
— ^with other things.” 

“You haven’t brought her out here?” 

“No.” 

“Nor yovx aunt?” 

“No.” 

“And your father’s dead, you say?” 

“Yes.” 

“They’re none of them here.” Nancy looked round her, 
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as though to make sure that the darkness was free from 
restraining presences. “Well, I am glad to see you again,” she 
said. 

“So am I to see you.” 

“What an age it*s taken us to meet. The last time we were 
alone together was the time of the paper-chase.” 

“Yes.” 

“You wanted to see me after that?” 

“Oh yes, Nancy, I often tried to.” 

“What a difference it might have made if they’d let us.” 

“Ye-es.” 

“You don’t sound very certain. Have you changed, I won- 
der?” 

“I don’t think so. Do you think I have?” 

“A moment ago I wondered, but perhaps not. You were 
always rather sweet, you know.” 

“Was I?” 

“Well, I thought so. You liked me, didn’t you?” 

“Ohj;^, Nancy.” 

“You said that rather dutifully. Perhaps you think I’ve 
changed?” 

“I think you’ve got prettier.” 

“You always said nice things. I’m not prettier, I’m a positive 
hag; but anyone would be who’s gone through what I have.” 

“Poor Nancy.” 

“Oh, well.” 

As she sat sipping her strega, with the strong light and shadow 
playing on her, Eustace saw how thin and fragile-looking she was. 
He could not dissociate her from her physical delicacy nor from 
the tale of wrong and injustice that hjid caused it. 

“I suppose I have changed. I’ve grown up. Have you, I 
wonder?” 

Eustace smiled, and at any rate metaphorically expanded 
himsdf. 

“Oh yes, I think so.” 

“Do you enjoy pottering about in Venice?” 

“Oh yes, but I work too, you know.” 

“Dancing attendance on her, you mean? I expect she makes 
you earn your keep.” 

“Well, in a way, but she means to be considerate.” 



Eustace and Hilda 


568 

“I knew a man who lived that sort of life, and he said it was 
slavery,’’ 

“What sort of life?” 

“You know, being a rich woman’s darling. He called it some- 
thing else. In the end he just cut and run.” 

“Did he?” 

“He said it was no life for a man. He said people laughed so 
when they saw him dancing with her,” 

“I don’t dance with Lady Nelly,” said Eustace. 

“Well, whatever you do, I shouldn’t think it could be much 
fun. But you always did have a weakness for old ladies.” 

“Lady Nelly isn’t old,” said Eustace. 

“Oh, I’m not trying to put you against her. I envy her — ^I’d be 
jolly glad to be in her shoes. I was thinking of you and the kind 
of things people say. They’ve much more sympathy, you know, 
with a real love-affair. Even I know that.” 

“A real love-affair?” 

“Yes, when there’s something on both sides. Wouldn’t you like 
that?” 

Eustace felt hinoself being hurried towards an unknown goal. 

“I like seeing people in love.” 

“But you don’t envy them?” 

“Perhaps I do, a litde.” He thought of Barbara and Jimmy, of 
Lord and Lady Morecambe, of Dick and Hilda, and a sense of 
far-off, unattainable sweetness possessed him. “But I don’t think 
it’s for me, somehow.” 

“Why not?” 

“WeU,Itoldyou,” 

“Oh, nonsense. You were only a child then.” 

“But I am very fond of you, Nancy. I didn’t remember how 
fond I was.” 

“What’s in the way, then? Fm very fond of you.” 

The summer before Eustace had been with a reading-party in 
a chalet in the Alps. One day they traversed a glacier. Roped, he 
found he could jump the crevasses better than he expected. Then 
one came which didn’t seem much bigger than the others. The 
man on the far side held out his hand; Eustace could fed what it 
would be like to be across; but he couldn’t make the jump, and 
the party had to follow the side of the crevasse to a point where it 
narrowed. He remembered the incident now. 
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'‘Are you going to be here long, Nancy?” he temporised. 

“I was going to-morrow. I might stay for a day or two. It just 
depends.” 

Eustace didn’t ask what it depended on. “But could you cancel 
your wagon-lit ticket?” 

“I don’t need to. Pm going to sit up.” 

“Pm sorry. . . . We could meet in England, couldn’t we?” 

Nancy twitched her fur impatiently. 

“I don’t know where I shall be then. But don’t let me be a 
burden to you.” 

“You’re not, you’re not!” wailed Eustace. “Let’s have another 
drink! Cameriere!” he cried. “Ancora due strega!” Nancy 
looked appeased. “What are you doing to-morrow?” he went 
on. 

“I told you, taking the train for London.” 

“Oh, don’t do that.” 

“W^, what zxtyou doing?” 

“I don’t quite know . , . perhaps going shopping with Lady 
Nelly.” 

“Then it’s not much use my staying, is it? You won’t want me 
for your shopping party.” 

“I’m sure she’d love you to come ... or we could meet some 
other time.” 

A tired look that Eustace was too absorbed to notice came into 
Nancy’s face. Her attitude relaxed, and the million tiny threads 
by which she was holding Eustace went slack too. 

“I don’t think you’re really interested,” she said. “I don’t 
blame you. Why should you be, after all these years? I’m no- 
thing to you. I don’t know why I thought 

“Oh, but you are!” cried Eustace, relieved but distressed by 
her change of tone. “You don’t know how often I’ve thought of 
you, Nancy! If they hadn’t been so — so severe with me.” He 
suddenly saw himself and Nancy a married couple of old stand- 
ing; he was still enjoying the benign patronage of Lady Ndly and 
all the privileges of his bachelor life, while she had been spared all 
the horrors of her marriage with Captain Alberic. “Please don’t 
go, Nancy. Stay a little longer. We could have such fun.” 

A gleam kindled in Nancy’s blue eyes. She looked meditatively 
into her strega. 

“Do you really mean that?” 
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"Of course I mean it,” cried Eustace. “There are — there are 
such heaps of things we could do together.” 

She looked at him thoughtfully. “You’re very sweet,” she 

said. “You always were. It’s a pity ” She left the sentence 

unfinished. 

“A pity we didn’t meet sooner? But we have met now.” 

Nancy laughed. “Gome along,” she said. “It’s time you were 
taking me back,” 

They walked in silence through the airless alleys, skirted the 
dark bulk of the Fenice, and before they knew where they were 
found themselves under the gold arrow pointing to Nancy’s hotel. 
Here they stopped. 

“Come in and have one more drink,” Nancy said. “I expect 
Tonino’s got some of your favourite poison.” 

“Will he still be up?” Eustace asked. 

“If he isn’t you can go away again.” 

Tonino was still behind the bar in his white coat, otherwise the 
room was empty. Nancy asked for orangeade and Eustace or- 
dered another strega. 

“You will have a head in the morning,” Nancy said. “Do you 
do this every night?” 

“I don’t ^ne with you every night,” said Eustace, 

Nancy gave him a teasing look. “I believe you just make me 
an excuse for drinking.” 

“Oh no — ^though I wouldn’t drink alone, of course.” 

“So I am some help?” 

“I wish I could be some help to you,” said Eustace 
earnestly. 

The barman had retired to an inner sanctum, out of sight if not 
out of earshot. 

“You could be,” said Nancy slowly, “if you wanted to be.” 

I shall have to put this very delicately, tlxought Eustace. 

“I didn’t dare to ask you,” he said. “But would you really let 
me help you?” 

Nancy’s lips curved in a smile. 

“Honoured. Delighted. Overjoyed.” 

Bending forward, Eustace said, in what was meant to be a 
whisper, but was not, “Then will you give me your address?” 

“My address?” repeated Nancy. “Why, you know it. Do you 
mean the number of my room?” 
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Confusion clouded Eustace’s very vision. Putting his Strega 
down untasted, he struggled on. 

“I mean so that I could send it to you.” 

“It?” said Nancy. 

“Well, the cheque.” 

Nancy said nothing. Avoiding Eustace’s eye she glanced over 
each shoulder in turn, as though she felt a draught. Then she 
looked him full in the face. Rising to her feet, she said, “Are you 
trying to pay me off?” 

Ei:istace also rose. 

“Pay you off?” he muttered. But there was no answ er . she had 
gone. 

He was still staring stupidly through the open doorway when 
the barman came back. “Another strega, Signor Cherrir^ton?” 

Eustace shook his head. Starting up with some idea of follow- 
ing Nancy, he heard the barman’s voice, “Scusi, signore, but 
shall I put those down to the Contessa?” 

Arrested in mid-flight, Eustace rocked to and fro. “No, I’ll 
pay,” he said, returning slowly to the bar. 

When he telephoned the next morning he was told that Mrs. 
Alberic had gone away from Venice without leaving an address. 



Chapter X 

Departures and Arrivals 


T he episode left an impression which remained with Eustace 
many days, festering and throbbing. His imagination, balm- 
laden, invented outcomes flattering to his self-esteem. In one, 
Nancy accepted his gift with tears of gratitude, saying that he had 
saved her life, enabled her to face her parents and to turn over a 
new leaf. ‘I shall never, never, be able to repay you, Eustace. 
You are a darling — ^you always were. I had forgotten there was 
any good in men until I met you.* Nancy didn’t leave Venice; 
she stayed several days more, and on her last evening dined at the 
Palazzo with Lady Nelly, who congratulated Eustace on having 
such a sweet, charming friend. ‘Why haven’t I been told about 
her? What an old humbug you are, Eustace!’ Eustace beamed. 

In another version of the incident he accepted Nancy’s invita- 
tion. The concierge bowed, the pages gaped, the liftman lowered 
his eyes, the passing housemaid turned to look as they drew near 
to Room 193 (this was the ninnber that established itself in 
Eustace’s mind). At the threshold his imagination boggled, but 
Eustace was in no mood to be deterred; the stregas, like the true 
witches they were, made everything easy. His personality pain- 
lessly divided, the proto-Eustace stayed decorously outside the 
door imtil his daring ddppdganger within, having covered him- 
self with glory, rejoined him in the corridor. Immediately they 
were as one. It was Eustace Gherrington, integrated as never 
before, who received, and affirmatively answered, the veiled 
respectful question in the eyes of the descending liftman. It was 
Eustace Gherrington who thrust ten lire into the hand of the 
sleepy but sympathetic night porter as he ushered him out. It 
was Eustace Gherrington who, finger on lip, gave a considerably 
larger sum to Mario who, in response to repeated summonses, 
came yawning to the door of the Palazzo Sfortunato. The same 
Eustace Gherrington, but withal a new one, newly equipped for 
a new day. 
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Alas, these flattering pictures thinned away, erased, often be- 
fore they reached completion, by the scorn in Nancy’s parting 
look and the unhealed smart in his breast where still her arrow 
quivered. Oh that he had gone back and dined with Lady Nelly 
and the Morecambes, whose last evening it was, and not exposed 
himself to this mortification! He had got up early next morning, 
to see them before they started. Undisturbed by the thought of 
their journey to the Lake of Como, they looked as fresh as daisies. 
They were charming to him and spoke of reunions in London and 
New York. He promised to send them copies of his book. “You 
must get on with it, you know,” Lord Morecambe had said. “No 
more of these late nights. He looks a bit down in the mouth, don’t 
you think so, H61oise?” That was regret for their departure, 
Eustace said. But how clouded the whole occasion was, that 
might have shone with sentiment and been crowned with friend- 
ship’s garland, worn and still to wear. 

The Count lunched with them, and that afternoon the new 
visitors arrived, a celebrated Danish pianist with a leonine head, 
his pale, nervous, retiring wife, and their eighteen-year-old 
daughter Minerva, a girl who knew everyone and everything and 
had it all pat. The newcomers were not new to Venice, they were 
as much at home there as was Lady Ndly, and their knowledge, 
at least the knowledge of father and daughter, was much more 
articulate. Names of churches that Eustace had only just begun 
to get sorted in his mind tripped off their tongues; they must 
revisit Tintoretto’s Presentation at Madonna ddl’Orto, the so- 
called Negroponte at San Francesco ddla Vigna, the Catena 
behind the altar of S. Giovanni in Bragora. Far longer was the 
list of sights they need not see — and these induded many — ^for 
instance the Tiepolo in the Palazzo Labia — that were especially 
dear to Eustace. They did not care for Tiepolo: he was too 
theatrical for them. (But ah, thought Eustace, the banquet of 
Antony and Cleopatra 1 Until yesterday it had been his favourite 
pictee in Venice.) 

Even more astonishing than thdr connoisseurship of pictures 
was their familiarity with people. All the Venetian Christian 
that Eustacc knew, and many that he did not, flashed 
across the table. Compart with them he fdt himself a new 
boy. 
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‘"And how^s that old gurmudgeon, Jasper?” asked the great 
33 ian, whose foreign accent sometimes betrayed him. “Is he as 
grotchety as ever?” 

Listening to them, Eustace realised how slight, how featureless, 
was the background of his Venice, a mirage in a desert of Con- 
tinental inexperience. Even the daughter had been there before 
the war; the precocious child of a world-famous father, she had 
been petted and fSted on a score of occasions, all of which she 
remembered. 

Eustace had been mistaken when he imagined that to him 
would fall the r61e of showing them the ropes. It was they who 
would do this oflBlce for him; but no, they wouldn’t, for already 
they had made a dozen engagements at the Lido, at Florian’s, at 
the Wideawake Bar, at which his presence was never mentioned. 
Indeed, they often seemed to forget that he was there. Baiffled, he 
turned his attention to the pianist’s wife, a woman who seemed to 
feel herself chronically left out. He had a fellow feeling with her. 
But her worried dyspeptic face gave him no encouragement, she 
answered him abstractedly, and he realised he could only add to 
her preoccupations, not lessen them. 

Buoyant as ever. Lady Nelly’s frail barque floated on these 
tossing seas seemingly without direction, but really knowing very 
well its course. It seemed to Eustace that the arrangements they 
made under her very nose, almost without consulting her, did not 
put her out at all. Perhaps she welcomed them, because they left 
her free to go her own way. That way, alas ! was not his way, for 
though there had been no decrease in the intimacy of her manner, 
the times were growing fewer when she sought him out for special 
attention, casually suggested meeting-places, or kept him by her 
when the others had gone. He was not discarded, but the novelty 
was wearing off. At least Eustace fancied so; perhaps it was only 
fancy. Just because the sun was shining elsewhere did not mean 
that it would not look his way again. 

Meanwhile he had his book, and the unfriendly aspect of the 
world outside his room gave the security of home to the grey-green 
writing table, the companionable chip of the Anchorstone block 
and the mounting pile of ‘quademos’ (his English exercise books 
had long ago been filled). He was astonished by his facility; he 
got on faster now that things were turning against him than he 
had when his star was in the ascendant. The rasp of circumstance 
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did not matter if it left the nerves of his mind more sensitive. His 
work for Schools he had entrusted to the mirade-bearing future 
(with Eustace always about a month ahead) in which all things 
were possible, and the labours of three days could easily be 
accomplished in one. How enviable to be a novelist, independent 
of other people’s favour and disfavour, their times and con- 
veniences ; using them merely as the oyster its grain of grit, for the 
sake of the salutary irritation they produce. The world well lost 
that another world more satisfying and more lasting might be 
found, a world beyond the two letters which since breakfast had 
been lying beside him on the writing table. He had done a good 
morning’s work under their silent but stimulating scrutiny: he 
could open them now. 

He would take Stephen’s first. 

My dear EusTAcas, 

This will be in the main a business letter, though I am afraid 
that ‘business’ is hardly the right word, so xmbusinesslike have 
been the proceedings hitherto. 

Things have not been going very well since I wrote to you. 
Your sister has had a return of her nervous trouble, not serious 
enough, I am glad to say, to bring her back to Willesden, but 
serious enough to impair the smooth running of the clinic. At 
least that is how the directors explain her attitude, and though 
my sympathies are all with her, I think that in this instance they 
may be right. I cannot but regret the stand she has taken, and 
I do not think she would have taken it but for something that 
happened earlier this summer, something that distressed her 
mind and warped her judgement. (She has not spoken to me 
directly, but if rumour is to be believed, your taking her to 
Anchorstone Hall was a mistake.) 

But this is not my business. My business is to find a modus 
vivendi between her and the directors. She is impatient with 
them because they refuse to put up another £1^000 for im- 
provements; they complain of her autocratic ways and of 
certain absences from duty apparently uncoimected with her 
illness (she showed me the letter in which these were referred 
to, but made no consment) . 

She talks of resigning the secretaryship; thdr attitude, 
though much more guarded, suggests they might accept her 
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resignation, I am afraid that her health may compel her to 
resign in any case. 

She was very restless when I saw her, and spoke of everyone 
being against her; she said she had to get rid of some of the 
servants and the nurses because they spied on her. I won’t 
disguise from you that the place looks uncared for and going 
downhill, 

I asked her if she had written to you and she said no, you 
were enjoying yourself, and she didn’t want you to be worried; 
there was nothing you could do to help. Afterwards she seemed 
to change her mind and said, if you write, tell him it isn’t his 
fault, it might have happened anyway. I didn’t ask her what 
the *it’ referred to, or why you might feel yourself to blame; I 
imagine she was trying to spare your guilt-complex. I could 
not possibly speak to her of the gossip I had heard, we are 
both much too reserved, and the very feeling that makes me 
want to help her also makes me shy of seeming to pry into her 
concerns. I told her that if she did leave the clinic she could 
always count on me, and she said I had always been a good 
friend, or something like that. 

But I feel uneasy about her and I think you would too, if 
you saw her. She isn’t happy. You probably know why. 
I don’t, I can only surmise. When I suggested she should 
go down to Mrs. Crankshaw at Anchorstone to recuperate, 
she refused almost violently, as if she had a horror of 
the place. Why did you take her there, Eustace? Why did 
you? 

I have been to WiUesden to see your aunt. I know she is 
genuinely devoted to Hilda, but I could see that she is in- 
fluenced by the family legend of Hilda’s invincible good health, 
and doesn’t believe that anything could be seriously the matter 
with her — ^a view I fancy your sister Barbara also holds. But I 
am sure they are mistaken. Whatever the cause, the strain is 
mounting up. 

You once told me you were not in Hilda’s confidence. Well, 
I think you ought to be, even if it means asking her straight out 
what is the matter — even if it means leaving Venice. 

I needn’t think about this letter yet, not yet, not yet. I’ll sec 
what Antony says. 
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Dear Eustace, 

How like a winter has your absence been! Even literally, for 
no sooner had you turned your back on us than summer set in 
with its usual severity. Icy blasts raged until August, and how 
we all shivered at Anchorstone! As you know, I went there 
again, for Dick|s birthday party, but it wasn’t half so much fun. 

I expect your sister has told you about it. Pm afraid she didn’t 
enjoy herself very much. None of us did. Mama says the 
Staveleys never show up so well as in a disaster. They were 
quite human when your sister and Dick got lost. But Cousin 
Edie wouldn’t have any joy-riding this time, and Dick behaved 
like a sulky dog that wants to be taken out for a walk. We 
weren’t allowed to split up, we had to do everything together, 
in droves, and every minute was organised. It was just like 
Soviet Russia. At one moment we were all made to bathe; only 
Victor Trumpington held out. Anne was blue with cold for the 
rest of the day; poor girl, she has almost no circulation, but 
Vhat do they care? You know what the sea is like there, we 
had to walk out miles among the jelly-fish and the sharks before 
even our knees were covered! Your sister hadn’t brought a 
bathing-dress, but that didn’t save her. Dick made them himt 
out one for her. It was so old-fashioned — ^you know the kind, 
with a bodice and skirt and pleats and a train. We couldn’t 
help laughing. I hope she didn’t mind. 

Dick was in his dement; I think it was the only time he 
thoroughly enjoyed himself. He swam under water and fas- 
tened his teeth in Monica’s leg. I must say she took it well : she 
has more party spirit than anyone I know, and never flagged 
from the first moment to the last. Your sister must have been 
glad to have been protected by her Victorian draperies. She 
doesn’t swim — ^Dick seemed a little put out by that; he tried to 
teach her, but gave up when she’d swallowed one or two mouth- 
fuls of salt water. I don’t think they did her any harm, and I 
only mention the inddent to show you what rigours we went 
through. 

But the communal life was the worst part. It was such a 
relief when I went to bed (I had a room in the Victorian dor- 
mitory to which you never penetrated) not to find rows of other 
beds besides mine. 

I missed you terribly. They all asked after you, pardcularly 

T 
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Anne. I think she improves on acquaintance. Dick wanted to 
send you a telegram in answer to yours. It was one of his jokes 
— ^you wouldn’t have known how to take it, no one would. In 
the end your sister managed to stop him — ^but at the cost of a 
good de^ of argument. Cousin Edie backed her up. But how 
tenacious he is. You see what happens in your absence. We 
all go to pieces. 

I loved your letter about Countess Loredan and Jasper 
Bentwich and the rest. I was in Venice just before the war — of 
course, I was only a child, but I remember they were exactly 
like that then. Mama didn’t quite like some of the parties — ^she 
ssdd one didn’t go abroad to see people — ^but I was fascinated. I 
love one’s parents’ way of looking at things, don’t you? But — 
and this is the point of my letter — their views have broadened, 
and when Lady Nelly asked me to stay with her for the first 
fortnight of September, they were quite pleased for me to go. 
You will still be there then, won’t you? Promise me you will. 
We could have such fun. It’s awful, but I haven’t answered 
Lady Nelly. I wanted to hear from you first — ^perhaps you 
could send me a telegram — because, much as I love Venice, 
and dote upon her, I’m not sure I could face the journey if you 
weren’t to be at the other end. Don’t tell her that though! — 
just say I’ve been working very hard, which is nearly true — so 
hard that I haven’t any gossip to give you — except that stuff 
about Anchorstone which is as dead as last week’s Chatterbox. 

We gossiped a lot then, didn’t we? My tongue ran away with 
me, I remember. It was partly the delicious relaxation of your 
society: I always find Sir John rather repressive, like talking to 
a policeman. And partly because we were all so strung up and 
summer was in the air (for the last time this year), and it 
seemed a different Anchorstone from the one I warned you 
against. I did warn you, didn’t I? — ^I mean, about how dreary 
they essentially are, not the kind of people one wants to see 
much of. If one could choose one’s relations, one wouldn’t 
choose the Staveleys, do you think? If Dick rode off into the 
desert declaring he was no cousin of mine I shoiddn’t try to 
follow him or bring him back. I should think, on the whole, it 
was a lucky escape. Do you remember a Victorian song called 
'The Arab’s Farewell to his Favourite Steed* ? My Nanny used 
to sing it to me. The Arab was terribly cut up by the approach- 
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ing separation, but I often wondered if the steed wasn’t rather 
relieved, and bitterly disappointed afterwards to find itself once 
more scouring the distant plain. 

Arrivederd presto a Venezia, and donHfail me. 

Antony. 

Eustace’s mind was a pair of scales holding Stephen’s letter in 
one tray and Antony’s in the other. 

‘Well, Eustace, this is a pleasant surprise, but I must tell you 
we weren’t expecting you back. Hilda? Oh, Hilda’s at the clinic, 
didn’t you know? Where did you imagine she’d be? She’s par- 
ticularly busy just now: I shouldn’t go down for a day or two, if 
I were you. 111? Oh no, that was nothing — Hilda is never ill. 
Your friend Mr. Hilliard must be an alarmist. Supper’s in five 
minutes; you won’t be late, will you? it’s Annie’s evening out. I 
expect you got into rather late ways in Venice. You must tell me 
what you did there. I expect you had an interesting time.’ Out- 
weighed, Stephen’s letter began to soar into the air, and Eustace 
threw his wishes into the scales against it. ‘Oh, Eustace, what fun 
this is. I never thought I should find you here. I felt sure your 
sense of duty would have taken you back to England. But tell me, 
who are these extraordinary people that Lady Nelly’s got hold 
of? I didn’t catch their names.’ ‘Oh, that’s Grotrian Grundtvig, 
the pianist, you know, and his wife and daughter — ^he’s a cele- 
brity.’ ‘My dear, he was^ before we were bom, but he can’t play 
a note now. Believe me, he any concert hall. He’s music’s 
archenemy. And what a bore! And that terrible daughter with 
the piano legs! He must have married a Broadwood.’ ‘No, a 
Bechstein, she’s CJerman.’ ‘Well, I tried to be dvil to them, but, 
Eustace, you must protect me. Don’t leave me for a moment. I 
value my good name, you know, I daren’t be seen with them.’ 
‘All right, Antony, I’ll stand by you. Look, there’s Laura Lore- 
dan, she’s waving to us. Let’s go and neigh at the old war-horse.’ 

How quickly Antony’s arrival, even in thought, had changed 
the perspective of the social scene! Eustace no longer felt lonely 
and neglected. Clothed in Antony’s radiance, he saw the Grundt- 
vigs crawling in slow beetle progress, emptying concert-halls, 
avoided as bores by all with whom they professed to be on such 
friendly terms. He went to the window. The rust-brown sun- 
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blinds flapped, and he saw the sunshine lying white as snow on 
the curving walls of the Canal, 

For days he had felt its glitter as an oppression, a challenge to 
which his spirits could never rise. Now they responded as gaily 
as did the stones of Venice. He turned back, A spear of sunlight 
had caught the mosquito curtain furled above his bed, transfixing 
it. On either side of the fiery stab the folded muslin darkened to a 
tinge of blue. A knock, and Mario came in. 

“Scusi, signore, ma la Signora Contessa Pha mandato questo 
biglietto.” 

Existace almost snatched the envelope from him. Once these 
notes were of daily occurrence. Sometimes they suggested times 
and meeting-places; sometimes they shared a joke, sometimes they 
just asked him how he was. He had not had one lately; all the 
more reason to be pleased with this. 

Eustace dear, 

I’m afraid I must move you. Don’t be alarmed — ^it’s only 
into another room. Not such a nice one as yours, I’m afraid, 
but it looks as though we might be rather full for the Regatta, 
and your letto matrimoniale may be needed for a loving couple! 

It’s cruel how bachelors are always put upon, but I know you 
won’t mind. I’m afraid your new quarters are a bit cramped. 
You will be like Truth lying at the bottom of a well. But that’s 
very suitable, because you are so truthful — ^my only truthful 
friend. 

Of course, if you get married in the interval we shall have to 
reinstate you! 

I haven’t forgotten our plan of getting a present for your 
sister. Remember, it’s to be my present. 

I don’t like putting things oflF, do you? Yes, you do, but you 
mxistn’t. Can you tear yourself from your beloved book (which 
I’m getting quite jealous of) and be ready at 10,30 to-morrow? 

Don’t be a minute late. You know how I chafe ! 

I’ve telegraphed to Antony to come out next week without 
fail. Grotrian has promised to play for us, and Antony won’t 
want to miss that. Nor will you, Eustace, if you’re thinking of 
taking wing. 

N. 

A charining, friendly note, but Eustace felt his heart contract. 
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He hadn’t heard of other guests coming — ^was he in the way? 
V enetian houses looked so vast, but none of them had many bed- 
rooms. Was Lady Nelly tactfully giving him his dismissal? He 
hardly thought so; she had made such a point of his staying for 
the Regatta, and had said she didn’t want hinr i to miss Grundt- 
vig’s playing. Perhaps Grundtvig really was a very great player. 
Eustace’s imagination got to work on thi« idea. 

‘HuUo, Eustace, there you are, what fim to see you. I was afraid 
you might have gone, you’re so elusive. Yes — came in a hurry 
because Lady Nelly telegraphed that Grundtvig was to play. 
Isn’t it thrilling? Where is he? I cam hardly wait to see him. You 
know Nelly’s swans are so often geese — ^poor darling, she has a 
positive gift for getting hold of duds. Her young men are always 
going to work wonders, but they hardly ever do. She gives them 
a flying start, but they soon drop out, and then she conveniently 
forgets them. Gan you blame her? But Grundtvig, Grundtvig 
really is a star. I wonder if he’ll let me hear him practise. If he 
will, I don’t care if I don’t see Venice at all. I shall just sit all day 
with my ear glued to the piano. His daughter Minerva, you 
know, is the most marvdlous ’cdlist. There’s never been such a 
prodigy since Mozart. . . , Oh, by the way, Eustace, just before I 
left I heard a rumour, and I wanted to ask you if it’s true.’ ‘What 
rumour, Antony?’ ‘Well, it was something about your sister — ^but 
I’m sorry, I can see you haven’t heard.’ ‘Oh, what is it, Antony?* 
‘Well, to put it fianJdy, she is supposed to have disappeared.’ 
‘Disappeared?’ ‘I mean, no one quite knows where she is. I 
happened to see Anne Staveley, and she told me. She seemed 
quite upset.’ ‘But Hilda caiit have disappeared.’ ‘Not really, of 
coxxrse, but Anne seemed to think she had. I expect it was just a 
way of talking.’ ‘Had it anything to do with Dick?* ‘One of his 
practical jokes? I hadn’t thought of that. Anne didn’t say.’ 

‘Do you think I ought to go back to England?’ ‘That’s for you 
to say. I must admit I half expected you would have gone. 
Naturally I’m glad you haven’t. But don’t stay on my account, 
if you tibdnk you ought to go. I shall be quite happy with the 
Gnmdtvigs. By the way, where are they? Lead me to them.’ ‘I 
think they’re in the salone with Lady Nelly. This way. . . . And 
now, Antony, I’m afraid I must go and pacL’ ‘Oh, must you? 
What wretched luck. I hope you will find Hilda. People never 
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do disappear — ^not one*s relations, anyhow. So long, Eustace. 
Oh, Grotrian! ’ 

Too agitated to sit down, Eustace walked over to his writing- 
table. His three watches lay there: the larger gold one. Miss 
Fothergill’s, for Lady Nelly; the inferior gold one that he was to 
give, or bequeath, to Minney; and the silver one, furnished with 
blobs instep of figures (a new device for outwitting Time), that 
he had reserved for himself. None of them tallied; and Eustace, 
remembering his appointment to-morrow morning, and already 
sure that he would be late for it, stood watching his watches. But 
soon his thoughts went back to Hilda. ‘She has been the making 
of you,’ Stephen had once said. ‘She sharpened the pencil. But 
for her you would be lying like a log at the bottom of whatever 
hill it was easiest to roll down.’ 



Chapter XI 

The Fortuny Dress 


P UNCTUALLY at half-past ten he was on the fondamenta. 

No Lady Nelly; but the Grundtvigs had already installed 
themselves in the gondola. They had the air of passengers who 
have secured their seats in the train, and they did not invite him 
to join them. There was only room for four, and Eustace won- 
dered what would happen when Lady Nelly arrived. Meanwhile 
he leaned against the parapet, which was also supporting Silvcs- 
tro. Erminio sat on the poop, in an attitude that combined 
relaxation with alertness. To the right, in the small canal, the 
traffic as usual was stationary or moving under difficulties, so little 
space was there for the boats to pass; on the left, in the Grand 
Canal, craft of every sort at every speed went by. The sun poured 
down from the sky and up from the pavement. Silvestro took his 
hat off, shook his head, mopped it and said, ‘^Caldo.” Eustace 
agreed. His mind was beset by so many worries and problems 
that he had forgotten his habitual precautions against a sudden 
cold spell and had come out prepared for heat only. 

“Before the war,” the pianist announced suddenly from the 
depths of the boat, “no one stayed in Venice during August and 
September. No one at all. You are making a long stay, Mr. 
Chenington?” 

Eustace muttered something about not knowing how long his 
stay would be. 

“Lady Nelly is so kind,” the great man went on. “She would 
entertain the whole world if she could. I am afraid many people 
take advantage of her kindness. We, no. How many friends were 
we compelled to disappoint, Minerva, in order that we might 
accept Lady Nellyas invitation?” 

“Five, you said. Father.” 

“Only five? I thought it was more.” 

**Laura Loredan, Giulia Gradenigo, Dulcie Warde-Torrington, 
Gloria Stepan Otis, and Rachel Funk.” 

5 % 
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“I told Nina Costello-Brown another year, perhaps.” 

“She makes six.” 

“Naturally, Nelly is our oldest friend. She is Minerva’s god- 
mother. When did we meet her first, Trudi?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t remember, Grotrian,” Mrs. Grundtvig 
said. 

“Not remember? How forgetful you are. It was after my first 
concert at the Albert Hall. For her I broke my invariable rule 
never to receive friends during a performance. Royalty, yes — 
that is a command.” 

Into Eustace’s mind, dense with worry, came a picture of the 
pianist bowing over a royal hand. He tried to look impressed and 
murmured, “Royalty would be different, of course.” 

“But I couldn’t refuse our hostess,” Grotrian continued. “She 
has done so much for music.” 

Silvcstro, who was facing the doorway, suddenly threw away 
his cigarette. 

“Ecco la Contessa,” he said, and doubled down the steps to the 
gondola, where he took off his hat, held his arm crooked in readi- 
ness, and directed at the palace a bright, expectant smile. 

Meanwhile Lady Nelly came slowly into the doorway, turning 
her eyes slightly to left and right, as if everything she saw was 
better worth looking at even than she remembered. At the sight 
of Eustace her look of grateful recognition strengthened and 
deepened. “Why, you’re here!” she exclaimed, giving him her 
pale gloved hand; “I never thought you would be.” Eustace felt 
as if he had received a prize. “Why, you’re all here !” she went on 
in a crescendo of delighted amazement, “Trudi, Grotrian, and 
Minerva! What wonderful guests I have.” Her gloved hand 
resting on Silvestro’s white-sleeved arm, she paused a moment. 
“Yes, you’re all here,” she repeated in a slightly different tone, 
eyeing the boatload. “Now 

Mrs. Grundtvig and Minerva struggled to their feet; Grotrian 
too tried to rise from his seat of honour on the right; but his 
weight, and the natural list of the vessel which his weight had 
intensified, were too mudi for him, and he subsided with a gnmt. 
His wife and daughter staggered against each other. Lady Nelly 
laughed and turned to Eustace, who was standing on the steps, 
waiting to embark. 

“We’re such a large party,” she said. “We’ve never had so 
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much talent in the boat before. If you got in, Eustace, with all 
that book in your head, we should sink. You didn’t know he was 
an authoiv did you?” she said to the others. '‘Well, he is, and 
what is still r^er, he’s a great expert on Venetian topography. 
He can find his way anywhere, even to the railw’ay station — the 
only guest I’ve ever had who could. Now, Eustace, I wouldn’t 
ask anyone but you, but I know you love walking, and while we 
are going to the Piazza will you ferret out Fortuny’s and meet me 
there? Don’t be late, mind.” 

^ For a moment the familiar feeling that Lady Nelly had granted 
him a favour enveloped Eustace. Smiling, he walked beside the 
boat until it turned into the Grand Gan^ and swept away from 
him. He watched its golden glory being swallowed up by the 
common craft of the canal. Left alone among the black-shawled 
women, with their restless eyes and hard, set faces, on the traghet- 
to’s fragile landing-stage, he felt he had somehow been cheated, 
and all the loneliness and desolation of the morning came back to 
him. He put his lira on the shabby, dull, chipped gunwale, but 
the gondolier, indignantly haranguing his passengers about some 
grievance, failed to notice the overpayment, or else regarded it as 
a stale eccentricity no loiter worth a smile. 

The cheerful crowd and the repeated invitation of the shop 
windows helped to keep Eustace’s thoughts at bay, but the 
unconscious effort of suppressing them weakened his sense of 
direction which was, in any case, more map-made than instinc- 
tive; and this morning, trusting to the gondola, he had forgotten 
to bring his map. The calle debouched into a campo — sl campo 
he knew quite wdl: it was a hive of commerce, not a haunt of 
tourists, and the people who wandered through looked straight 
ahead of them, not round and up. But it had six exits, one at each 
comer and two in the middle, and Eustace, who had only once 
been to Fortuny’s before, could not remember which bolt-hole led 
that way. But time had not yet begun to press, by any of his 
watches (he carried them all with him in case an unforeseen access 
of courage should take him to the jeweller’s), so he followed where 
the main stream led. Another smaller, squarer campo, quite 
featureless; plain, grey stuccoed walls, plain, rectangular win- 
dows, many of them shuttered against the heat; brown sunblinds 
flapping, pools of shadow on the pavement. 

Grossing the campo in a direct line he entered another calle, 
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and at the end of it found himself, to his amazement, at the foot of 
the Rialto bridge. 

The sight of the great stairway curving upwards between the 
lines of shops moved Eustace as it always did, as did any work of 
man or nature which suggested a triumphant ascent from the 
level at which he was. He toyed with the idea of going up, on the 
excuse of finding in those rather cheap-jack shops some of the 
presents with which he must fortify himself for his return — a 
string of beads for Annie, perhaps? — a leather bag stamped with 
the Lion of St. Mark for Aunt Sarah? — some baroque gift for 
Stephen, a trifle that the craftsman had taken seriously, or an 
object of serious intent that he had trifled over. Something that 
amusingly reversed the accepted sense of value. What could it 
be? — ^for Stephen’s taste in paradox was exacting, not to be satis- 
fied with a knife made to look like a gondola, or a model of the 
Campanile concealing a lead pencil. 

But had Stephen outgrown his taste for paradox? There had 
been little trace of paradox in his letter. That letter had been 
written straight from the shoulder, or the heart. It was written 
in the key of every communication that, since he could remember, 
had affected Eustace most. It upbraided, it warned, it admo- 
nished. It accused him of neglecting Hilda. It stirred in him all 
the feelings of guilt which, a few months ago Stephen had set out 
to destroy by every weapon of ridicule in his armoury. It told 
him that Hilda was ill, and hinted that it was his fault that she 
was ill; it besought him to return to England. 

He felt in his pocket for the letters which, reckless of their 
damaging effect upon his suits, he carried about with him to 
fortify himself with other people’s flattering interest in his per- 
sonality. They were for spiritual emergencies, just as the flask of 
brandy (another, even more disfiguring bulge) was for a physical 
emergency, and he changed them when their potency showed 
signs of failing. Here was Antony’s, the leading letter of the day, 
still in its envelope, for Eustace fdt that the envelope helped to 
retain the letter’s virtue. He read it again; but how little of a 
pick-me-up it was. At once all the thoughts that he had been 
keeping at mind’s length crowded upon him, jostling him to the 
edge of the abyss, the great fissure in the landscape of his mind 
which he had always been aware of but had never dared to look 
into. 
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Movement, as always, brought him some mental relief, and he 
wandered on, heedless of his surroundings, until he found himself 
standing by a large doorway through which people were drifting 
in and out. Within, the place had a dusty, work-worn air as if 
meant for use, not enjoyment, for passing through, not for linger- 
ing. Absently Eustace looked again: it was the General Post 
Office, an ancient palace not unknown to Baedeker, for Giorgione 
had glorified its walls with frescoes. Traces of them could be seen 
from the Grand Canal, but not from here. 

Hilda was in trouble, and if he looked over the edge of the 
abyss he might learn what that trouble was. He drew a little 
nearer to it, not near enough to see properly, but near enough to 
make his mind dizzy. How often as a child at Anchorstone had 
he been told not to go too near the edge of the cliff! He had been 
obedient to that advice, then and thereafter; he had steered clear 
of the edge of any cliff. But already, to his partial view, a scene 
was taking shape, not in the depths, indeed, where he dare not 
look, but well below the surface. 

‘Fm afraid, Miss Cherrington, we cannot vote you another 
thousand pounds. If s quite out of the question.^ ‘But I cannot 
possibly carry on at the clinic without it* ‘Fm sorry. We can 
only repeat what we said.* ‘In that^case I must tender my resignar 
tion,* ‘Miss Cherrington, we learn your decision with the pro- 
foundest regret. We are folly conscious of what the clinic owes to 
yoiu* efficiency, initiative, and enterprise. But we cannot ask you 
to reconsider your resignation. Reports have reached us of un- 
explained absences that in someone with a different record from 
yours would have been regarded as gross derelictions of duty. We 
do not ask you to explain; we do not wish to probe into your pri- 
vate affairs. But we are satisfied that for some months now tlie 
place has been going downhilL Yes, even as I speak. Miss Cher- 
rington, I can feel it moving under me. You have taken a great 
interest in the superstructure, but you have neglected the founda^ 
tions. To repair those foundations would cost at least a thousand 
poimds whidb, in the circumstances, as I said, we are not inclined 
to grant.* 

At this point there seemed to be a commotion; something hap- 
pened, someone came in, there was a shifting of positions, a vague 
effect of general post. Then Existace heard Hilda’s voice ringing, 
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triumphant: ‘It’s all right, gentlemen, I have the thousand 
pounds. No thanks to you, though. It is the gift of a well-wisher, 
who prefers to remain anonymous.’ ‘Then may we take it that 
you withdraw your resignation?’ ‘Yes, this once.’ ‘And that 
the absences complained of will not recur? That you will not, in 

fact, disappear again?’ ‘Gentlemen, I A mist boiled up 

from the abyss, and Eustace could see no more. 

He walked into the post office (in Venice few doors had door- 
steps), wondering why the faces coming out looked so dull and 
sad. He found a foreign telegraph form and wrote ‘Stephen 
Hilliard’. The message came easily enough. 

He left the post office lighter in step, lighter in heart, lighter by 
a thousand pounds. 

“You look as if someone had given you a present,” said Lady 
Nelly when, sweating and panting, Eustace breasted the rather 
steep staircase that led, abruptly and without preamble, into 
Fortuny’s Aladdin’s cave. “I never saw you look so cheerful. 
Who have you been talking to all the time I’ve been waiting here? 
Who was the coimter-attraction?” Her questions seldom de- 
manded an answer: they brushed the hard surface of interroga- 
tion as lightly as a butterfly’s wing. 

Eustace waited to recover his breath. 

“Tell me,” went on Lady Ndly, “for I must take a leaf out of 
her book.” Her smile held immobile the two women who were 
standing near, patience on their faces, but a hint of restlessness in 
their hands. 

“I just did an errand at the post office,” said Eustace; “and I 
couldn’t find my way at first. I’m so sorry.” 

“I never saw anyone look less so,” said Lady Nelly. “Sorrow 
must be meat and drink to you. Every hour I must think of 
something to make you rue,” 

Eustace searched in his mind. “If I look cheerful it’s because 
of the present you are going to give me.” 

“I won’t reftise you a present,” said Lady Nelly, “since you ask 
me; but this is for your sister, you know.” 

Eustace’s face turned redder. “That was a slip of the tongue,” 
he muttered miserably. “When I said ‘me’ I meant Hilda. You 
see, it’s the same thing.” 
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“Is it?” said Lady Nelly dubiously. “Well, that simplifies 
things very much. If I give you a dressing-gown, will your sister 
regard it as a present to her?” 

Eustace’s face fell. “Well, you see, I have one,” he said. 

“We’ll think about the dressing-gown afterwards,” said Lady 
Nelly. ^ “You’ve convinced me that your theory doesn’t work. 
Your sister wouldn’t get any pleasure from your dressing-gown. 
Now put away these ideas of combined identities, and come and 
help me to choose something for her,” 

The sofa in front of them and the table between them were soon 
deep in piles of silk and brocade. The room hypnotised Eustace. 
Colours were everywhere, on the walls, on the floor, on the 
painted ceiling; and the sunlight, filtering through the looped 
and pleated curtains, filled the air with radiant dust. It was like 
breathing a rainbow. Noiselessly, smilingly, the two women 
brought down bale after bale, piece after piece: here was a pat- 
tern of yellow and cream, wooing each other, almost indistin- 
guishable; here wreaths and tendrils of green on a ground that 
was nearly white; here a soft blue with a mother-of-pearl sheen 
on it; here a cardinal red bordered with gold braid. 

“I like that one,” said Eustace tentatively. 

“Do you?” said Lady Nelly. “I thought you’d gone to sleep.” 
She narrowed her eyes a little. “No, it’s too — ^too uncom- 
promising, It wouldn’t mix. One has to be seen with other 
people. She could wear it once or twice, perhaps, but that 
seems a pity with a Fortuny dress. Do you know what colour she 
likes?” 

“She generally wears blue,” 

“I remember how well that blue dress suited her. But she 
might like something different now.” 

“Something older?” suggested Eiistace, 

“Well, not exactly older. She’s not much older, is she? She’s 
still very young. But flowers change as the season passes.” 

“The dahlias must be out now,” said Eustace. 

“Your sister is rather like a daWia, isn’t she?” said Lady Nelly. 
“At least she was. I understand your thinking of her as a strong 
single colour. But blue, not red — a blue dahlia, a prize bloom.” 

“Dahlias don’t grow old gracefully,” Eustace said, 

“I don’t think of her as a dahlia now. That’s over, her dahlia 
phase* I think of her as a mgbt-scented stock — ^no, that’s too 
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bunchy. An iris, perhaps. I’m no good at analogies. But some- 
thing fragrant.” 

“That would be a great change,” exclaimed Eustace, to whom 
Hilda had always seemed as scentless as dew. 

“No, no, not a great change, but I dare say a welcome one.” 

“But scent is for someone else’s benefit,” objected Eustace. 

“Well, there’s no harm in that.” 

“I should hardly know her as you describe her,” said Eustace 
uneasily. “Do you think she’ll know me?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“I haven’t changed, then?” 

“No, my mignonette, you haven’t. But I expect you will, if she 
has.” 

An instinctive conservative, Eustace thought all change was for 
the worse. 

“I don’t think Hilda would change easily,” he said at last. 

“No change is very easy.” 

“I hope it didn’t hurt her.” 

“Perhaps it did, but we long for it.” 

“Hilda was so happy as she was,” said Eustace. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Well, yes. She never wanted to leave the clinic, even for a 
week-end.” 

“So it was you who persuaded her to go to Anchorstone?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ah,” said Lady Nelly, smiling. “You have a lot to answer 
for.” 

MuflEed to an echo of itself, the boom of the midday gun 
ruffled the air and set all the motes dancing. The two women 
exchanged glances. “Come along,” said Lady Nelly briskly. 
“We must concentrate. Perhaps they can help us. An evening 
dress for a young lady,” she said in Italian. “Tail, darkish, with 
blue eyes.” 

“Is the lady married?” asked one of the women. 

“Not yet,” said Lady Nelly. “But we see no reason why she 
shouldn’t be. Now we want two colours, one for her and one for 
someone — everyone else,” 

“What are your colours?” Eustace asked. 

“My colours? Do you mean the pastel shades in which I drape 
my middle-age? They wouldn’t do.” 
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‘‘No, I meant your family’s colours,” said Eustace blushing, 

“Oh, I see,” said Lady Nelly, “The flowers of the genealogical 
tree. But do you mean the colours of the upstart Lancb esters or 
the ancient Staveleys? Those I inherited or those I acquired?” 

“Well, the Staveleys, perhaps.” 

“Let me think. Silver and blue. Argent and azure.” 

“Argent and azure,” repeated Eustace, savouring the words. 
“Wouldn’t they do?” 

“What a happy thought,” said Lady Nelly, “I see I must 
always take you shopping with me. Here’s the very piece.” She 
pulled at a comer of stuff that stuck out from a heap of fabrics of 
a lighter hue. The gorgeous pile tottered. One of the women 
steadied it while the other dexterously dislodged Lady Nellyas 
choice. In a moment the whole length lay before them, a stretch 
of evening-coloured sky with silver tulips climbing over it. 

“But we shall want much more than this,” said Lady Nelly. 
“It has to be accordion-pleated.” 

Eustace remembered Nancy’s dresses that had so enraptured 
his youthful imagination. His mind shied aw^y from the thought, 
but returned to it again, for this was more beautiful than any- 
thing Nancy would ever wear. If there was no balance of benefit 
in a comparison, the balance Eustace always hoped to find, at any 
rate it was better to be at the top end of the see-saw. 

Lady Nelly turned from giving instructions to the two 
women. 

“But it may need altering,” she said. “I’ll give you my dress- 
maker’s direction.” 

“When should she wear it?” Eustace asked. “I mean, for what 
sort of occasion?” 

“Oh, any light-hearted occasion,” said Lady Nelly. “Any 
occasion that doesn’t point definitely to something else. Not at a 
wedding, perhaps, not for a diimer-party, not at a race-meeting. 
, It’s what used to be called a tea-gowm. She could wear it at a 
garden-party, I think; but it’s meant fi>r those little in-between 
times when nothing’s been planned, when we feel happy, but 
don’t quite know what to expect, when the door opens and some- 
one comes in.” She smiled at Eustace. “If I’d been yoimger 
you’d often have seen me in a Fortuny dress.” 

“Are they very smart?” asked Eustace, thinking how ill smart- 
ness and Hilda went together. 
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“Oh nOj they’re High Bohemia, almost Chelsea. They’re for 
off-duty — any l^d of duty. They don’t invite comparisons — they 
mean you’ve stepped away from the thiong for a moment and 
wants to be looked at for yourself— not stared at, just looked at 
with kindly attention and affectionate interest. A moment of not 
conforming, not a gesture of rebellion. So often we have to look 
just like everyone else.” 

Eustace wondered how he should explain all this to Hilda. 

“I expect there are plenty such moments in your sister’s life,” 
said Lady Nelly, as if answering his thoughts. “She’ll know when 
to put the dress on.” 

They were standing up now, and little flights of smiles and 
thanks and compliments circled and hummed round them like 
bright-plumaged birds, mingling with the spilt colours of the 
room to produce in Eustace a heady feeling of lightness and 
happiness. 

Outside in the campo the strong sun smote them with all the 
vigour of its imdiscipllned attack, so that for a moment Eustace 
did not sec Silvestro propped against the Gothic doorway. He 
sprang to attention and strode ahead through the narrow, shaded 
calle, looking back like a dog to make sure they were following 
him. 

As they sat down in the empty gondola, Eustace recaptured the 
sensations of his first ride with Lady Nelly. He was afraid to 
break the spell, but a worm of doubt had wriggled into his 
happiness, and to banish it he said: “Will they have the dress 
ready before I go?” 

“What’s this scare you’ve been getting up about going away?” 
said Lady Nelly. “The regatta’s to be next week, and after tihat 
Grotrian’s going to play, I can’t possibly let you go. People will 
think we’ve quarrelled. Besides, I should be most unpopular if I 
let you slip through my fingers. Venice would be up in arms. 
Only this morning Grotrian was asking me about you and con- 
gratulating me on having such a dharming, clever, diffident, 
unspoilt guest.” 

“Oh,” said Eustace, “I thought 

“That you had been overlooked in all the multiplicity of his 
self-interest? Well, you hadn’t. But I own he is a little over- 
whelming sometimes, which is another reason for not leaving me 
in the lurch.” 
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Awed into silence by this notion in connection with Lady Nelly, 
Eustace gazed at the impressive bulk and blank, handsome face 
of the Palazzo PapadopoU which was rapidly sliding behind 
them. Gratitude to her surged up in him, and not least was he 
grateful for one small omission. By forgetting to give him the 
dressing-gown she had left unfastened one tiny link in the chain of 
his indebtedness which, had it been perfect, might have irked him, 
hardened though he was to receiving favours. 

He spent the afternoon on holiday at the Lido, sedulously 
attentive to the Grundtvigs, whose good opinion, so irnequivocally 
vouched for by Lady Nelly, he was determined to foster. Mrs. 
Grimdtvig did not enter the water ; she remained under one of the 
umbrellas, wearing the largest and densest pair of sun spectacles 
that Eustace had ever seen. Both her husband and her daughter 
bathed, he in a bathing suit whose lateral stripes of blue and white 
seemed to challenge the rotundity of the world- Minerva’s piano 
legs were much in evidence. Caryatides, they supported a torso 
developed beyond her years. She swam out boldly, beyond the 
barrier for *gli inesperti*, beyond the pink-bloused boatmen idling 
in their rescue boats. They stood up, pointing and shouting 
warnings. Eustace toiled after her, fearing she might be seized by 
cramp; but she easily outdistanced him, using a number of 
different strokes learned, as she told him afterwards, on half the 
fashionable plages of the world; at one moment she was almost 
out of sight, the next she was passing him in a smother of foam 
from which she emerged, Venus-like, to signal to this and that 
sleek-headed young man of her acquaintance. At tea on the 
terrace of the Exc^ior they were joined by the Count, who paid 
her much attention: he had lost none of his assurance, though 
Eustace did not think that Lady Ndly was contributing to it; 
the soft dilation of her being, the imperceptible inclination of her 
movements sunwards, to-day were not for him. 

**We were deeply impressed by your swimming, Eirstace,” said 
Lady Nelly; ‘Sveren’t we, Trudi? What a lot of accomplishments 
you have. We took you for a seal. If I had any voice Fd have 
gone down to the water’s edge to sing to you.” 

*^Miss Grundtvig swims much better than I do,” said Eustace, 
and was annoyed with himsdf, for the remark sounded self- 
consciously self-deprecating. 
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“But not so like a seal,” said Mrs. Grundtvig. “I remember one 
once Her voice died away. 

“Ah, you mean a perfonning seal,” said her husband. She 
shook her faded head, but he took no notice and went on, “Per- 
forming seals are most docile and affectionate. You can teach 
them many tricks, provided you treat them with kindness and 
feed them well. They expect a piece of fish for everything they 
do. I myself have appeared on the same platform with a seal.” 

“Eustace is not that sort of seal,” said Lady Nelly. “He per- 
forms for love.” 

“For love?” the Count broke in, dwelling on the word. “But 
what else shoxdd one perform for? I, too, often perform for love.” 

He spoke to Minerva, but his eye travelled round towards Lady 
Nelly. But she only said, “That’s why you’re so much in demand, 
Andy.” 

“Am I?” he asked, pouting. 

“Everyone tdk me so,” said Lady Nelly smoothly. “You must 
be on your guard with him, Minerva.” 

“Oh, I know all about him,” Minerva said. “I’ve known 
heaps like him.” But there was a touch of coquetry in her voice. 

“Well, I’ll only trust him with you on that imderstanding.” 

“You must be there to see how well I behave,” said the Count. 

“Oh no,” said Lady Nelly. “I shall be on my knees polishing 
the floor for Thursday night. It is Thursday, isn’t it, Eustace?” 

“The ball, Lady Nelly? You’ve never been quite sure.” 

“Well, I am now. I’ve sent out the invitations. Mind you 
come, Andy. I count on you.” 

“But of course I’m coming. Lady Nelly.” He soimded puzzled 
and hurt. 

“Well, don’t forget, or Minerva will never forgive you.” 

“Would forgive me?” 

“I might, I have a forgiving nature.” 

The Count sighed heavily, but it was a diplomatic sigh, cover- 
ing a retreat. 

Eustace was filled with a sweet elation; and his thoughts took 
on the blue and gold of the scene before him. Many pictures 
passed through his mind. Hilda was confounding the Directors 
with his cheque for ;^i,ooo; she was trying on the Fortuny frock 
at Lady Nelly’s dressmaker’s; she was sitting by herself, wearing 
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it in a room he did not know, waiting for the door to open. Now 
it opened, and Dick Staveley came in: he was in evening dress, 
with a dark-red rose in his button-hole. She got up, and there 
was a swish of silk and the firmament opening in a whirl of pale 
blue and silver. *My darling, what a lovely dress ! Where did you 
get it?’ *Lady Nelly gave it me. It came from Fortuny’s, in 
Venice. Eustace helped her to choose it.* ‘Eustace did? Gk)odfor 
him! Why, they’re our colours, silver and blue.’ ‘Yes, Eustace 
thought of that.* ‘Did he, by Jove? He thinks of a lot, doesn’t 
he?’ ‘Yes, we owe ever^^ing to him.’ ‘He’s an artful little 
schemer, your brother. He ought to be in the Diplomatic Service. 
We must give him a present.’ ‘Oh no, he wouldn’t like that You 
see, he only performs for love.’ ‘For love of you or love of me?* 
‘Oh, I’m sure he loves us both.’ ‘Would he like me to kiss you?’ 
‘Yes, I’m sure he would.’ ‘Even if I should happen to crush this 
nice new dress?’ ‘Oh, it’ll wash — ^he told me so.’ 

They both took a step forward. . . . 

“A penny for your thoughts,” said Lady Nelly. “You looked 
as though you were having a beatific dream.” 

Confused and guilty, Eustace hastily rearranged his features. 

“I was thinking of your dress,” he said, adding, as she began to 
look down at her own, “I mean, the one you gave to Hilda.” 

They went back to Venice in the motor-boat. The glow of a 
red sunset hung over the city; above, the sky was violet; still 
higher, it was blue, A triple crown. The rush of air brushed the 
heat of the day from their faces. “Pifi presto!” cried the Count, 
who, like all Italians, loved speed, and for a moment the water 
stood up on each side in a shining arc of foam. Shouts of protest 
came from the little boats plodding near them, and the chauffeur 
slowed down, leaving the small craft tossing in their wake. Eus- 
tace felt a twinge of sympathy for the rowers, thrown off their 
course and struggling to keep their balance. But it was all in the 
day’s work; they did not mind, really. Lights began to come out 
along the riva and on the Piazzetta, faint and feeble, as yet mere 
guests of the twilight. Curving inwards, they marked the entrance 
to the Grand Canal. Hung on an iron frame, the swin^g lan- 
terns of the Piccola Serenata were beginning to fill with light On 
the water-borne terraces of hotels, waiters with napkins on their 



596 Eustace and Hilda 

arms stood sentinel beside red-shaded lamps. It was a moment 
of divided allegiance: the night was taking over from the day. 

Eustace saw the envelope at once. It lay where his letters were 
always laid, beside the fragment from Anchorstone on his writing- 
table. (Notwithstanding Lady Nelly’s threat, he still inhabited 
his old room.) He stared at the untidy, masculine handwriting. 
Hilda had written, as she sometimes did, in indelible pencil, a 
habit he deplored, it was so impersonal, suggesting a communica- 
tion from a shop or from the Income Tax. And, as often hap- 
pened, the envelope seemed to have got wet, for the writing had 
run and left ugly violet smears. It was not a plain envelope, but 
one of the kind sold by the post office, already stamped; and she 
had forgotten to add Ihe extra penny for foreign postage, so there 
was, alongside the postmark, a dirty, hostile-looking imprint 
announcing a fine of two lire. The whole thing bespoke haste, 
misplaced economy, and a total disregard of appearances. 

Eustace picked up the envelope and turned it over. It had 
collected some dirt on the other side too. EQs heart began to 
thump violently. If he read the letter now, he might not be able 
to eat his dinner. But neither woxild he if he did not read it; the 
mere thought of food told him his appetite was quite gone. He 
swayed a litde and sat down, the envelope still in his hand. He 
wondered if the purport of the letter would seep by psychic 
channels through his fingers; but to his mind, usually so fertile in 
images, no image came. Yet why should he fed nervous? True, 
Hilda never wrote, but she would write to acknowledge his gift 
to the clinic. But a thought struds: him and he withdrew his 
thumb from the half-tom flap. The letter could not be an answer, 
for he had only sent the tdegram this morning. Besides, the gift 
was to be anonymous. He could think of no explanation of this 
letter from Hilda, who never wrote letters, and his heart thudded 
its disnoay. 

Eustace took the flask from his podcet and stood it upright; the 
golden brandy winked at him through its peep-hole in the snake- 
skin leather. He loosened the stopper, fetched a glass from his 
bedside, and put his thumb back in the envdope. The letter was 
a mere slip in the middle, written on thin, common paper, care- 
lessly folded; the ink showed through. He smoothed out the 
creases. There was no date or address. 
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Deadest E., (he read) 

IVe had a bad time, but it*s over, thank God, I didn’t 
wnte, I couldn’t, I shouldn’t have known what to say. You 
may have heard something. But it’s all right now, everything’s 
all right. I know you wanted me to be happy, I haven’t been, 
but I shall be now. I found this post ofSce still open, so I 
thought I’d wnte and tell you, to save you worrying. They 
must think I look pretty funny in this get-up. It’s too late to 
go back to the clinic, and Aimt Sarah wouldn’t understand if 
I turned up there, but I shall find some place. I don’t mind 
where I am now. It’s a bit awkward about the clinic, but I shall 
patch that up. I’ll explain when you get back — talking’s so 
much easier. 

Enjoy yourself with Lady Nelly. 

Love and blessings, 

H. 

Eustace’s first reaction was one of pure and uncontrollable 
relief. He jumped up from his chair and paced the room, feeling 
lighter with every step ; all his nervous processes began to minister 
once more to the coi^ort of his mind and body. Then he re-read 
the letter, whose grimy state seemed to make it doubly precious. 
He felt as if the end and epitome of his life’s effort lay in that 
single sheet. Gradually his mind detached itself from its ecstasy 
and made some objective comments. Yes, Hilda had changed. 
The endearments, the blessings, the adjuration to enjoy himself, 
the contraction of her name to its initdal, they were all new, in 
letter and in spirit. Somewhere she had learned the meaning of 
them, and the use. E. to H., he had written on the sand; it was 
H. to E. now. 



Chapter XII 

The Larva 


T he days that followed were languid with sirocco. The 
weather broke, as it often did in September; masses of cloud 
piled themselves up and himg, huge fists and fingers of vapour, 
motionless over the city, bringing out all that was grey and sullen 
in the roofs and walls of Venice. Looking down from his window, 
Eustace could see puddles and the shiny black of umbrellas, oil- 
skins, sou’westers, and goloshes. The wind blew in sudden gusts, 
and the creepers, the Virginia and wistaria which swarmed up the 
sides of the houses, writhed and shivered convulsively. Even in 
the Grand Canal untamed billows slapped against the gondola 
and sometimes splashed into it; visits on foot to the Piazza were 
diversified with sudden dashes to take cover. 

Eustace had the almost unique experience of seeing Lady Nelly 
hurry and even get sprinkled with a few drops of rain. Then with- 
out warning the sun would come out, and Venice would once 
again put on its summer look, enhanced by a million sparkles 
from every dripping surface. And all the time the heat reigned 
unabated; inde^, increased towards evening when the sirocco, 
just when it was needed most, would die away, leaving behind all 
the lassitude of its presence without the stimulus of its movement. 
Indoors, the walls sweated and ran with salty damp, and the 
mosquitoes redoubled their attack; take what precautions he 
might, Eustace passed every night in dose confinement with at 
least one watchful and agile foe. 

He lay awake, but in an exultation of wakefulness, his thoughts 
radiant with the rainbow promise of glorious things to come. 
His hnagination did not have to specify them: their shapes 
nestled against him, all curves and comfort. If he thought of 
Hilda's bad time, he thought of it as a conflict between her 
loyalty to the clinic and someone form outside — ^well, Dick. 
Dick was not used to being said no to. He might easily cut up 
rough. 
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‘I’m sorry, Dick, but I’m afraid I can’t dine with you this 
evening. I’ve got to stay in and work. They don’t like me to go 
out so often as it is. You see, the dime can’t get on without me.’ 
‘Oh, damn the clinic. It’s always the clinic. I tell you. I’m get- 
ting jealous. I believe you’ve got someone down 'there who 
interests you.’ ‘Oh, nonsense, Dick, of course I haven’t. Who 
could there possibly be?’ ‘What about the fellow I met with you 
last week — can’t remember his name — lawyer chap?’ 

In spite of her a^tation Hilda smiled. ‘Oh, Stephen Hilliard, 
he’s our family solicitor. Hilliard, Lampeter and Hilliard. Aren’t 
they your solicitors too?’ ‘Well, come to think of it, they are. But 
what’s he doing down there?’ ‘He comes to see me on business. 
‘Business, what sort of business?’ ‘Oh, business to do with the 
clinic.’ ‘It didn’t look like that sort of business to me.’ ‘Oh, Dick, 
please don’t be jealous. He’s a most serious young man; he thinks 
of nothing but stocks and shares and cutting down expenses. He’s 
a friend of Eustace’s. I’m just his client.’ ‘A friend of Eustace’s, 
is he? What a lot of friends your brother seems to have. He 
doesn’t leave much to chance, does he? I suppose he’d like you to 
marry this Stephen HiUiard?’ ‘Oh, Dick, how can you say such 
a thing? Of course Eustace is very popular, he has crowds of 
friends, more than I like, really. He’s a friend of yours, too. I 
should never have met you but for him.’ ‘Yes, I owe him that. 
But he’s a cunning little devil, though you woiddn’t think so to 
look at him.’ ‘Well, aren’t you glad he is?’ ‘Perhaps I am, but so 
no doubt is this fellow Hilliard.’ ‘Oh, please, Dick, don’t say any 
more about him. He simply takes an interest in me for Eustace’s 
sake. Now do believe me.’ 

‘Very well, but are you coming out with me this evening? I’ve 
ordered a table at the Ritz.’ ‘Oh, Dick, I’ve told you I can’t. I 
went out with you three times last week. They don’t like it. They 
complained about it at the last Board Meeting.’ ‘Well, I can only 
say the time’s getting near when you’ll have to choose between 
me and the clinic.’ ‘Oh, don’t say that, Dick. You know I can’t 
decide, yet.’ ‘Look here, Hilda, I’m tired of being kept on 
tenterhooks. You don’t care how miserable you make me. Do 
you want me to go down on my knees? You’U have to say yes or 
no.’ ‘I can’t, Didc, not without asking Eustace. He’s the head of 
the family, you know.’ ‘Eustace I— I know what his answer 
would be. Now for the last time— are you coming out with 
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me to-night, or aren’t you?’ ‘Oh, Dick, how can you be so 
cruel?’ 

Hilda’s bad time did not end there. Eustace delighted in mak- 
ing the bad worse. It went on at the Ritz in scenes that grew 
stormier with each reconstruction. Bottles of champagne trickled 
into the glass through Hilda’s unwilling fingers; oceans of tears 
were shed; recriminations, loaded with love, flew across the table 
beside the mirror. The happiness of two lifetimes hung in the 
balance. Then, when all hope seemed dead, came the final 
plea: the appeal to their dear love for Eustace, the yielding, and 
the reconciliation. When that was reached, Eustace fell asleep. 

The attainment of happiness now seemed to Eustace not only 
possible but certain; and the happiness he imagined for Dick and 
Hilda he now possessed hims^. Indeed, by no other means 
could he have possessed it, for it only existed for him mirrored in 
another. But the tinder would light at someone else’s taper, and 
he had only to look at Hilda’s letter, which he now carried with 
him to the exclusion of all others, to feel the glow of bliss stealing 
over him. Though this high-pressure system from England had no 
counterpart in the Venetian weather, it changed the climate of 
his mind, and all at once the happy ending to his story, which had 
been halted for weeks outside the reach of his sorrowful imagin- 
ings, like a train with the signals against it, now steamed slowly 
towards him, pride in its port and triumph on its brow. 

Before, every paragraph that set out confidently in the major 
ended crestfallen in the minor key. All the projects started by the 
lord and lady of the manor for the greater glory of Little Athens 
had come to naught; envious tongues traduced their authors; 
inertia, stupidity, and ridicule met them everywhere. Their 
failure made them suspicious of each other, and the flame of love 
which had enveloped them dwindled to a flicker that must be 
watched and guarded from extinction. Now the sunshine of 
happy endeavour had returned, and the manorial family, growing 
ever larger but never oppressed by the burdensome domesticity 
that haunted Tolstoy’s mind, played under the grey-green foliage 
of the park, or danced along the village street, while children ran 
out from every door to sw^ their numbers; and sometimes, in a 
tubby old boat with the paint flaking off and siquashy sun-blisters 
on its sides, they would float down the little river, over the bright 
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pebbles, past the trim gardens whose lawns bordered the stream; 
and the same children with their mothers in aflemoon dresses and 
their fathers in shirt-sleeves smoking pipes, would hurry down to 
greet them, holding on to the boat, and perhaps throwing a rose 
or two into it, and so on till the gardens ended, and the cleft 
between the sand-dunes appeared, which led to the sea, and it 
was time to come back. 

The moon was rising, the children had gone to bed, and there 
was to be an entertainment in the garden of the Hall : a play, per- 
haps a Greek play. By now the villagers were quite up to that, 
One by one they Sltd through the gap in the hedge that screened 
the flower-garden, pacing slowly across the Chinese Chippendale 
bridge; the footlights glowing softly on their downcast faces, on 
their draperies that clung to diem in woe, to enact the tragedy of 
Antigone, most pitiable of heroines, while the audience, rich and 
poor alike in evening dress, looked on, some sitting on chairs and 
benches, some perched on the brown-pink stones of the ruined 
dbapel. , • . But no, it must be something gay to match his mood, 
not Antigone, *A Midsummer Night’s Dream’, perhaps, with the 
Lady of the Manor as Titania. ‘I’m much too old for the part,’ 
she had protested gaily. ‘But as you all say I must, and it needs 
no acting, I will. And Harry has promised to be Bottom, so 
you’ll all have a good laugh.* 

So the evening proceeds towards the inevitable refreshments, 
which even now those of the servants who are not watching the 
play are laying out on the long table in the Great Hall. 

Under these cloudy symbols, Eustace’s mind, like a mobile 
lightning conductor, hurried to and fro trying to tap the energy 
overhead. 

There was a knock at the door, and he looked up from his 
task. “Avanti!” After some fumbling at the handle the door 
opened, and Simmonds, Lady Nelly’s English maid, came in, 
carrying a long cardboard box. She was like the negation of a 
personality, her presence was so self-effacing. “Her ladyship asked 
me to give you this,” she said, handing him the box with an air 
so lugubrious she might have been offering him a coffin; “and she 
told me to say to be sure to be at the Kazza at half-past four.” 

“She told me five o’clock,” exclaimed Eustace. “Perhaps she’s 
changed her mind.” 
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*‘That’s what her ladyship said,” replied the maid, with abso- 
lute finality in her tone. 

“Please tell her Til be there,” said Eustace, and the woman 
melted from the room, hardly seeming to displace the air. 

The box had Fortimy’s name on it. Eustace untied the string 
and lifted the lid. What he saw beneath the imcrumpled tissue- 
paper startled him. Twisted into a tight coil, as if wrung out to 
dry, lay the blue and silver of Hilda’s dress. The heavy pleats, 
dose-ribbed like a ploughed field, looked darker than he remem- 
bered. He knew he could never fold the dress again, so he con- 
tented himself with letting his fingers run along those grooves and 
ridges, so tightly drawn that he could feel their pressure. Yet 
what power for expansion did those pleats imply, what un- 
dreamed-of potentialities of movement for Hilda, the new EGlda ! 
What an escape from the prison of her clinical clothes, the blue- 
black uniform that constricted all her movements! She could 
dance, she could fly, in this. 

So encouraged, so fortified, it did not take Eustace long to ring 
down the curtain on the last act of ‘A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream’. Eating was troublesome to describe; its pleasures, when 
dilated on, were always slightly repellent. Eustace left the actors 
and their audience streaming across the lawn towards the gilded 
gateway into the courtyard. The door of the Great Hall stood 
open; artificial light poured through, contending with the moon- 
light; within was the gleam of silver dishes, the dull, rich glow of 
gold foil on the champagne bottles. Let the feasting, which all 
were to enjoy, be left to our imaginations. 

Sweating from heat, exertion, excitement, triumph, Eustace 
laid down his pen. How unlikely it had seemed, a few days ago, 
that the story would ever be finished! Of course it was terribly 
unsophisticated; he would have to go through it with a dis- 
enchanted eye and pepper it with ironical comments. But mean- 
while he could relax and try to recapture the sensations of Gibbon, 
freed from his eighteen years’ task. Yet could he? It was already 
four o’clock by the most optimistic of his watches. Lady Nelly 
wotild never be there: he might find a moment to rush into the 
jeweller’s which was just under the clock, and get his own watch 
and Minney’s made more time-serving. In this mood he could 
face the most sour-faced shopkeeper. 

With a last admiring look at the completed manuscript, he 
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crammed the watches into his pocket, hastily snatched up two 
handkerchiefs, made a blind semicircle round the room in des- 
perate search for objects indispensable to the Piazza that he might 
have forgotten, and ran downstairs. Crossing the salone he saw 
several men in baize aprons walking about, eyeing the heavy 
furniture and giving one of the larger pieces a trial lift. Only then 
did he remember that the regatta, and the ball, were to take place 
to-morrow. 

He was mistaken in thinking Lady Nelly would not be at the 
trysting-place. Hastening di^onally into the Piazza, reckless of 
the proverbial ill-luck attending such a manoeuvre, he saw her 
sitting, pale and ample, in her accustomed place at Florian’s. 
Wliether she saw him he could not tell, for she never recognised 
anyone at a distance. Half a dozen tables had been added to hers; 
she sat alone in the middle of a large clearing, of which she seemed 
quite unconscious, bordered at a respectful distance by the thick 
jimgle of tea-drinkers whom this brilliant interval in the bad 
weather had tempted into the open. The sun was slanting now; 
it threw a long shadow in front of Eustace — but how hot it shone. 
He stopped for a moment to dry his face and make those little 
improvements in the set of his clothes without which neither he 
nor any other man cared to venture into the presence of Lady 
Nelly. Her waiter saw him, bowed, smiled, and led him up to her. 
She looked at him thoughtfully before she smiled. The waiter 
held a chair for him. 

‘‘So you got my message,” she said. She spoke slowly and as if 
unwilling to part with the words. “I wanted to see you before the 
crowd comes. I haven’t seen much of you these last few days.” 

“It was the book, you know,” said Eustace guiltily. “But I 
finished it this afternoon.” 

“You finished it?” Wonder dawned in Lady Nelly’s misty 
amethyst eyes and lifted her voice above its usual pitch. “But 
how marv^ous. I’ve never known anyone finish a book before. 
Will you dedicate it to me?” 

“Of course,” said Eustace fervently. “But it wUl never be 
published, you know.” 

“Why not?” 

“Oh, it’s much too romantic, for one thing.” 

“I shan’t believe it exists unless you let me read it. Will you?” 
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“Yes— er— I 

“You’re blushing,” said Lady Nelly. “What have you been up 
to? I don’t trust you authors. Have you put me into it?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace. 

“But it is about real people? You may as well tell me, for I 
shall be sure to find out.” 

“Well, in a way. It’s about Eustace broke off in con- 

fusion. 

“Does it end happily?” 

“Yes.” 

To his mingled disappointment and relief Lady Nelly let the 
subject drop. Her face became thoughtful again. “Talking of 
endings, have you seen the paper?” 

“No,” said Eustace, surprised. 

“I thought you hadn’t,” said Lady Nelly, and stirred her tea- 
cup. “Why,” she said, “how neglectful I am. I haven’t given you 
any tea. And now it’s getting cold. Will you have a cup of this 
while they bring you some more?” 

Eustace accepted thirstily. Watching her pour the tea out, he 
added, “You were going to tell me some news.” 

“Oh yes,” said Lady Nelly. “I have the paper here. Some of 
it, the part that matters. I got Simmonds to cut it out for me.” 

She fumbled with the dasp of her bag and pulled out a news- 
paper cutting She was on the point of handing it to him when 
she changed her mind. 

“Is it good news?” Eustace asked. He knew now that it 
wasn’t. 

“Rather disappointing. My nephew Dick is engaged to 
Monica.” 

“Monica?” repeated Eustace stupidly. 

“Yes, you remember her, the Sheldon girl. A nice, homespun 
creature, but I never thought he’d marry her.” 

“Nor did I,” muttered Eustace. He looked away from Lady 
Nelly to the passers-by, and marvelled that they walked to and fro 
so unconcernedly. 

“Perhaps he won’t,” said Lady Nelly. She laughed shortly. “I 
see that he’s leaving England almost immediately.” 

“Leaving England?” repeated Eustace. 

“Yes, for the Middle East, and no letters will be forwarded. It 
doesn’t sound as if he was very fond of her.” 
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“Perhaps he*s not very fond of anyone,” said Eustace. 

Lady Nelly was silent for a few moments, tlien she said, “I 
expect you are thinking of your sister. So ami.” 

Eustace felt her link her thoughts to his. 

“But” — ^gently she disengaged them — “apart from the suffering 
— and we don’t know, do we? — such an experience has its value.” 

“I suppose it has,” said Eustace doubtfully. 

“Yes, it breaks the crust — ^you know what I mean — and lets the 
song pom out. I’ve never regretted any experience that I’ve had. 
But I’ve regretted a good many that I’ve missed.” 

Lady Nelly had never spoken so intimately to Eustace before. 
He had imagined that her privileged position made her somehow 
superior to experience, untouchable. Remembering the years 
with her dipsomaniac husband, he suddenly felt ashamed and 
looked at her with a new attention and respect. Moreover, she 
didn’t think of him simply as a kind of plaything, as he had always 
believed she must, but as someone to confide in. 

“Your sister will still wear her dress, I hope,” Lady Nelly went 
on, “and enjoy it as much and more than if—tlian if, well, let’s be 
frank — she had never met my nephew. She may not think so 
now, for truths, however undeniable, don’t soothe sore hearts. 
But she will.” 

“You think so?” said Eustace, won to hopefulness, despite 
himself. 

“I’m sure. I admired your sister. I thought she had a very fine 
nature — ^but it was a dark room, wasn’t it, when you weren’t 
there, and will be brighter with the daylight let in, even if the 
windows are broken. Not that I’m defending Dick. He’s been 
very naughty, and I’m not at all pleased with him.” 

Eustace wondered how she knew that Dick had been naughty. 

“But I’m not sure he was the right man for your sister. He 
appealed to her sense of danger, didn’t he? But he’s destructive 
really, an enemy of happiness, anyway where women are con- 
cerned. I shouldn’t want to be in Monica’s shoes. He was your 
ficiend originally, wasn’t he? He’s very unlike you. Did you like 
him?” 

“I ha d a kind of hero-worship for him as a boy,” said Eustace. 

**Freddie always said he was a natural gaol-bird and wouldi 
end on the gallows. AH right for a gallop, but no good as a 
stable-companion.” 
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Eustace remembered how he had always wanted Hilda to go 
riding with Dick. 

“You*re not really worrying, are you?’’ said Lady Nelly. She 
turned on him her slow, veiled glance. 

“Not so much as I was a few minutes ago,” said Eustace, trying 
to smile. 

“Because if you could see your sister now I’m sure she’d say 
something like this: ‘Well, Eustace, it’s been a most interesting 
experiment. I can’t say I’ve enjoyed every minute of it, but look- 
ing back I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. No, I’m not in 
black or anything of that sort; I’ve not drawn down the blinds, 
qmte the contrary. I’ve got a luncheon engagement, but I shall 
be delighted to dine with you, and I’m going down to the country 
from Saturday till Monday.’” 

Contemplating this picture, Eustace felt immensely relieved 
but at the same time a little sad. 

“You think she may not want to see me very much?” he said. 

“No, I mean she won’t have time to. You see, these last months 
will have opened so many doors. And do you suppose the young 
men who have seen her about with Dick will easily forget her?” 

Eustace who, as between him and Hilda, had always thought 
of himself as the worldling, now saw her disappearing into haunts 
of fashion where he could not follow her. 

“She will expect the same of you, you know,” said Lady Nelly. 
“She’ll realise that you have a path apart from hers. She’ll love 
to see you, of cotirse, always; but hasn’t the time come for you to 
go your separate ways?” 

Eustace said nothing. 

“Don’t think me interfering,” said Lady Nelly. “And I can’t 
talk, can I, having kept you here against your will the whole 
summer? Calypso isn’t in it \dth me. Still, she gave Ulysses 
something, didn’t she? She was a stage on his journey to Pene- 
lope. She kept his mind from turning too much on one object. 
The analogy doesn’t work out, I’m afraid; but I like to think of 
you both stepping out, not on identical or even on parallel courses, 
but each finding your own way and making your own mistakes 
and your own separate bargains with life. I believe this summer 
may have helped towards that.” She gave him an interrogative 
look. “Your sister will find you a well-known author with a long, 
dubious Continental past to which she doesn’t hold the key, and 
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you will see her as a woman who has — ^who has — ^well, found an 
emotional outiet suited to her age, her beauty, her vitality, and 
put all her natural gifts to the use for which they were meant. 
Have I spoken too plainly?’* 

“No,*’ said Eustace. He was walking along a bright sunlit road, 
and on another, just visible across some fields and lit by the same 
sun, he could see Hilda, striding purposefully towards a destina- 
tion of her own. 

“But much too prosily,” said Lady Nelly. “I can’t think what’s 
come over me. There’s something about you, Eustace, that makes 
people want to talk to you for your good. You have a lecturablc 
face. You pay too much attention. You must be a terrible 
temptation to any sister. Did you say to yourself, as you heard 
me droning on, the hands are Nelly’s hands but the voice is the 
voice of Hilda?” 

Eustace laughed, and at that moment a piercing cry made them 
both start. 

“Darling!” Countess Loredan, in black and white and purple, 
was bearing down on them, “Darling,” she repeated on a rather 
lower note, “Darling Nelly! Et Eustache aussi. The guilty pair. 
Ah, could you have seen yourselves as I saw you ! We Italians can 
never get used to your English freedom, it still shocks us. Com- 
ment allez-vous, mon petit?” Sitting down beside him, she 
opened her tremendous eyes at Eustace, making him feel quite 
faint. “He does not look well at all, you keep him up too late! 
Et le livre, ga marche?” 

“He has finished it,” said Lady Nelly. 

“Feenished it!” exdaimed Countess Loredan, drawing herself 
backwards and upwards and fixing Eustace with a look of con- 
sternation. “Jasper, Grotrian, Trudi, Giulia, Andy, he has 
finished his book!” 

Eustace looked up and saw that the whole tea-party had 
arrived, and were staring down at him. 

“Why is that a matter for surprise, Laura?” said Jasper’s voice, 
brittle with exasperation, “Authors often finish their books.” 

“But not as often as they begin them!” cried the Countess 
triumphantly and with a significant look at Jasper who, as she 
knew, had started several books without bringing them to 
completion. 

“It’s something to know when to stop,” growled Jasper. 
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At once they began to crowd round Eustace, murmuring con- 
gratulations in several languages. He tried to answer their 
smiles, singly and collectively, but they were not content with 
that, diey wanted to shake hands, so he rose to his feet while hand 
after hand reached out to his — ^large hands with signet rings, 
small hands sparkling with diamonds, brown hands, white hands, 
hands negligent and hands enthusiastic. The passers-by stopped 
and stared,* the rest of Florian^s crowded dientde looked up from 
their tea, tiieir coffee, their vermouth, and their ices, and one or 
two stood up to discover what was going on. Only the pigeons, it 
seemed to Eustace, remained unimpressed by his triumph. Last 
of all Lady Nelly too rose and dropped him a little curtsy which 
delighted everyone. Then there was a fluttering of dresses, a 
scraping of chairs on the pavement, and the party settled into its 
seats. 

“But what will he do now?’* demanded Countess Loredan, 
appealing to the company. “How will he occupy himself, I ask 
you? E Anita la commedia!” 

Eustace began to feel extremely ill-at-ease. “He will have to 
take to hurdling,” said Jasper crossly. 

“But how can he?” The Countess sublimely ignored this ill- 
natured thrust at her good companion, and spoke with outraged 
reasonableness. “How can he? He has a weak heart I He would 
die!” She looked at Existace as though daring him to deny this. 
“Even Nino Buoncompagno, who is so strong, has been ordered 
to rest by his doctor,” 

“Hurdling is not the only way of tiring the heart,” said Jasper 
darkly. 

“Ah, who are you to speak of the heart? What do you know 
about it?” rejoined the Countess. “His heart is all in his chairs 
and tables,” she told them, “It is covered with paint and lacquer 
and veneer, and inlaid with brass and ebony. It is, how do you 
say? — 2i museum piece. It does not beat, like the heart of our 
little Eustace here.” 

Etistace felt himself again becoming the focus of attention. 

“I thought you said his heart was weak,” said Jasper, studying 
his well-shaped Anger-nails. 

“For athletic pastimes yes,” said the Coimtess. “But not for 
loving.” 

“How do you know?” asked Jasper. 
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“I have eyes, have I not?” the Countess demanded, opening 
those tremendous orbs to an almost unbearable extent. “Is it not 
plain in his face? I will not ask dear Nelly, that would be in- 
discreet, I will ask Giulia. Giulia I” she screamed, “stop talking 
and listen to me. Ne vois-tu pas les vrais traits de Cupidon in 
Cherrington’s face?” 

Countess Dorsoduro lifted her beautiful, bored, expressionless 
mask, and her heavily bistred eyes flickered over Eustace’s. She 
said something, but it was inauible. 

“What did you say?” thundered Countess Loredan. 

“I said, ‘What’s the use of a heart?’” 

Countess Loredan drew the long breath that was her signal for 
battle, but for once words failed her, and she let it go. But she 
would not leave her adversary in possession of the field. 

“He shall tell us,” she said, turning to Eustace. “He is a 
writer. Tell Giulia what use a heart is.” 

They all looked at him, and Eustace’s mind became a blank. 

“Say for breaking purposes,” hissed Jasper, from under cover 
of the Coimtess’s upflung chin. 

While he was debating he became aware of a presence behind 
him striving mutely but powerfully to make itself felt. He looked 
round into SUvestro’s immitigable nearness. “Per lei, signore,” 
said the gondolier, tendering him a green envelope. 

Never in his life had Eustace been more grateful for an in- 
terruption. He was saved. “A telegram,” he said to Lady NeUy. 
“May I read it?” 

“But of course.” 

Silvestro swaggered off. 

The hubbub of voices went on round Eustace. Countess 
Dorsoduro’s question had started a fruitful topic. 

“Grotrian has a big heart” 

“Of course, he is a big man.” 

“Ninetta Castelforte takes a very small size in hearts.” 

“Oh, a child’s.” 

“Where do you think Cherubino’s heart is?” 

“Not in the right place.” 

“Nonsense, Andy. I’m a heart-specialist, and I know.” 

“Lady Nelly,” said Eustace in a low voice, “I’ve had some bad 
news, I thmk I shall have to go.” 

Lady Nelly bent towards him. 

IT 



6io 


Eustace and Hilda 


‘‘What do you say, my dear boy? I can’t hear in all this din.” 

Eustace tried to raise his voice. 

“I’ve had some bad news 

“Ginetta has a small, square, highly-coloured heart.” 

“No, not coloured, with spots on it, like dice.” 

Eustace gave up trying to make himself heard, and put the 
telegram into Lady Nelly’s hand. 

“Oh dear, wait till I find my spectacles.” 

While Lady Nelly was looking in her bag Eustace read the 
telegram again: 

HAVE YOU HAD MY LETTER STOP HILDA ASKING 
FOR YOU STOP PLEASE COME STOP 

SARAH GHERRINGTON 

Lady Nelly put on her spectacles and took the slip of paper 
from Eustace. As she held it in firont of her her head drooped 
slightly and all the expression went out of her face 

“What will you do?” she said, giving him back the telegram. 

“I think I’d better go and padk.” 

“You may say what you like,” a voice said, “but for me hearts 
are always trumps.” 

“Have you had the letter?” asked Lady Nelly. 

“No.” 

“It may explain things. Don’t be in too much of a hurry. And 
don’t bother to say good-bye to them. I’ll do that for you.” 

Eustace thanked her. 

“We can talk later on.” 

Noiselessly Eustace slid from his chair and was threading his 
way through the tables out into the central space when he heard 
steps behind him. It was Jasper. 

“Whither away?” he said. 

“I’m afraid I’ve got to get back,” mumbled Eustace. 

“Meet me at the Wideawake at seven,” Jasper said, “I’ve 
something I want to say to you.” 

“Oh, I’m afraid I can’t,” Eustace said. “You see, I ” 

“No excuses accepted,” said Jasper, and turned on his heel. 

Eustace hurried on with uneven steps, sometimes breaking into 
a run, and shouldering aside loiterers with a hasty ‘con permesso’. 
Now he was in the Via Venti-due Marzo, under tihe shadow of the 
Banks, a straight run. A sharp turn to the left, then the Oyster 
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Bridge, a trifling obstacle. It was a race with time, and though 
no thoughte that he recognised as his were in his head, the habit 
of dramatising his progress still clung to him. How gloomy the 
Campo San Maurizio looked under the lowering sky. A few 
gondoliers were lounging on a bench by their traghetto. He 
would need the traghetto later on, to cross the Grand Canal. He 
felt in his pockets for the symbolic lira. Not a coin; only a hun- 
dred-lira note. Could he beg a ride? No, not after all his foolish 
and ostentatious munificence; besides, he would not have time to 
give them the fare afterward. That meant he must cross the 
Accademia Bridge — one of the two hills in Venice. He would 
have to slow down for that. He entered the Campo San Stefano. 
The great open space calmed him a little. There were the stqps 
of the bridge, far away on his left. If he took them at a run he 
would perhaps feel them less, and gain time too. 

At the top he stopped, panting, and clung to the iron balus- 
trade. What was the use of a heart? Countess Dorsoduro had 
asked. Well, it was useful for climbing bridges. He looked over 
the parapet. How slow the traffic moved along the Grand Canal I 
Must he hurry so? Yes, because Hilda was asking for him. She 
had never asked for him before. 

But Lady Nelly had told him not to be in too much of a hurry. 
She hadn’t been thinking of his heart: she meant in a hurry about 
leaving Venice. She said Aunt Sarah’s letter would explain 
things. Lady Nelly was a woman who had faced many crises 
compared to which this one of Eustace’s was but a small affair. 
She was a woman of the world and understood the proper value 
of events: she did not see them in a distorting mirror. A blue 
rift appeared in the masses of grey above him and was reflected 
in the tormented water of the canal. His spirits rose in sympathy. 
Lady Nelly had counselled him not to be in a hurry to leave 
Venice; she thought his way and Hilda’s ought to part. She 
thought it would be best for both of them. Their true destinies 
lay apart from each other. He would be a famous author and she 
woxdd be — ^not the future Lady Stavdiey, but a woman who had 
put all her natural gifts to the use for which they were meant. A 
complete person, as he would be. 

The thought comforted him, but all the same he ran down the 
stqps, and the impetus of his ^argc carried him past the Acca- 
demia and on to the two little flower shops, smelling so sweetly of 
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tuberoses. Here the train slowed up as trains are entitled to, and 
on an impulse he stopped, and with the note bought some tube- 
roses for Lady Nelly. She was surrounded by them, of course, but 
these would be her own. To-morrow evening the whole house 
would be decorated with them for the ball; but he wouldn’t see 
that. Hilda was asking for him. 

But why shouldn’t he stay for one day more? Hilda couldn’t 
be really Bl; she had written to tell him she was quite all right. 
When was that? Eustace tried to recall the day, but the days 
settled on his mind and melted into each other like snowflakes 
on a window. To-morrow Antony was coming; Antony would 
know what he ought to do. Antony could tell by tradition exactly 
how serious it was to be crossed in love. The seriousness varied 
with the circumstances. Dick had once got into trouble for 
having a love-affair with a girl of good family — a young girl. 
Hilda was not young in that sense, nor was she of good family; 
perhaps it was not so serious in the eyes of the world. Eustace 
tried to see through the eyes of the world. A girl in her late 
twenties, a Miss Cherrington, a nobody — vrt cannot blame him 
too much. Three out of ten for fidelity, perhaps. But had she had 
a love-affair? The answer to that lay in the abyss, and Eustace 
dare not look. But turning away from the abyss, and shutting 
one’s eyes to it — ^if experience was so valuable, and psychologists, 
as well as Lady Nelly, said it was — ^hadn’t Hilda gained enor- 
mously? Was she not a room into which the light now poured, 
even though the windows were broken? 

The astigmatism which was disturbing Eustace’s mental vision 
now suddenly communicated itself to his feet. They faltered, they 
knew they were on the wrong tack. He looked up. What was 
this campo with the terra-cotta-washed, round-apsed church, and 
the trees and the sweeping crescent of houses that ended in a 
restaurant covered with a vine? San Giacomo dell’Orio, the 
street sign told him. He was out of his way, much too far to the 
left. A panic seized him, an access of train-fever intensified a 
thousandfold. He started to nm. Hilda was asking for him, he 
could almost hear her voice. 

As often happens in Venice, his destination, which had been so 
coy with him, suddenly gave itself up, and he found himself face 
to face with the faded blue-green door of the garden of the Palazzo 
Contarini-Falier. A short cut! This door was always kept locked, 
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but in ^ impulse of relief that was half-way to happiness he 
pushed it, and behold it opened. He had never been in the gar- 
den, no one ever went, and though he had often looked at it from 
above, from the Gothic window of the salone and from Lady 
Nelly’s sitting-room, from which it was accessible by a stone stair- 
case, his mind had merely made a vague image which he had 
never had the curiosity to clarify. 

The door slammed to behind him, and he looked round, 
startled. The high walls gave the place an air of secrecy, and 
Eustace could see no footprints on the cindery, earthy path. It 
looked utterly uncared for. Yet someone must come here, for on 
his left, confined in a tumbled-down enclosure which might have 
been the ruins of a room, was a colony of chickens, grave, listless, 
yet expectant; somebody must feed them, one of the servants, 
perhaps, in her spare time. Strewn about were objects of utility 
from which the usefulness had departed: an old bicycle tyre, a 
strange thing to see in Venice, and equally strange, the spokes of 
a wheel. Here were some rusty curtain rods, with the rings still 
on them; there a great iron tub full of water which might recently 
have been used for washing, for the ground around it was wet. 
Farther on Eustace had to pick his way through a litter of large 
stone objects dumped here and forgotten. He noticed the branch- 
ing comer of a well-head, beautifully carved, and St, Mark’s mild 
lion in plaster, dumsily moulded but entire except for its tail. 
Two thin, wild-eyed cats which had been lurking there fled at his 
approach. 

Yet the impression was not entirely sordid, for in the lanky 
chicken-legged hedges one could trace the original formal lay- 
out; unpruned rose trees sprawled on the walls, with here and 
there a late-flowering bloom; a pergola supported an immense 
wistaria on stone columns with stiff-leaved capitals; and built into 
the wall, but projecting over it in casual Italian fashion, rose a 
grand Palladian arch. Some of the hedges grew to the height of 
a man, forming square compartments; green solitudes haunted 
by an age-old privacy. They led one into another almost like 
segments of a maze, and in the last he came upon a statue that 
made him jump, so life-like was it. 

The garden must once have been much larger, he supposed. 
The combination of squalor and splendour, so typically Venetian, 
fascinated him, and by its likeness to his own case b^an to draw 
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some of the soreness from his thoughts. He wandered on, his 
footsteps getting slower, towards the great bulk of the palace 
which blocked the end of the garden like a cliff. On this the 
architect had been sparing with ornament; plain spaces of green- 
grey plaster soared up, relieved only by round-headed windows 
whose peeling shutters, closed against the heat of the day, had a 
blind, forbidding look. He began to experience that unaccount- 
able unwillingness to go farther which had visited him once at 
Highcross Hill and again at the park gate of Anchorstone Hall, 
and his heart began to pound. But he could not go back, for the 
gate was locked; he could not climb out, for the walls were high; 
he must go forward. Hilda was asking for him. 

Now he could see, a little to his left, the upper part of the stone 
staircase, and at its summit the open door which gave on the 
vestibule of Lady Nelly’s room. A short ascent, compared to 
many Eustace had made, and a gentle gradient, but he shrank 
from it, and what was his relief, as he passed a clump of bamboos 
and the full extent of the staircase came into view, to see, stooping 
down, perhaps in search of something she had dropped, a woman 
whose dark clothes and self-effacing aspect made him thinlc at 
once of Lady Nelly’s maid. This, then, was the dryad of the gar- 
den, this prosaic middle-aged woman, whom the chickens relied 
on for their food. 

He coughed so as not to startle her, and evidently she heard 
him, for though she did not turn round she stood up, raising her 
arms in a wide gesture that might have been calling down a 
blessing or a curse. Then her hands fell to her sides, and slowly 
she began to mount the stairs. 

Eustace followed at a discreet distance, for he did not want to 
seem to be pressing on her, and when he reached the door of the 
little vestibule she had disappeared, into Lady Nelly’s room, he 
supposed. He went through into the great sala and paused on the 
threshold to stare, so changed was it from what he remembered. 
Nearly all the furniture had gone, except for the group of chairs 
by the column where they sat before and after dinner; the room 
could hardly have looked barer on the day the builders left it. He 
strained his eyes to take in more details, but vainly, for the dusky 
light that came from either end scarcely met in the middle. He 
too felt unfurnished, unlighted, and alone, and with a sigh he 
was crossing the floor to where the main stairway began its second 
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flight when he saw the maid again, standing on the first step, 
with the resigned air of one accustomed to wait on other people’s 
convenience. The moment his eyes rested on her she began to 
move, and this time he realised that he was consciotisly following 
her. She was wearing a black shawl, a costume she might have 
borrowed from the Venetian women, and like them too she wore 
felt slippers, for her feet made no sound on the mosaic pavement. 

The door of his room at the far end of the upper gallery stood 
open. Puzzled, he thought, ‘Why does she take me to my own 
room?’ but when he had followed her in he saw why: it was no 
longer his room, every trace of his occupancy had disappeared. 
At once he felt an alien, an intruder; the very furniture with 
which he had lived for three months had the air of waiting for a 
new tenant. But the letter, the letter! Looking neither to right 
nor left, he tiptoed across to the grey-green writing-table. It was 
open and empty, only a thin sprinkling of pink dust showed where 
his paper-weight had Iain, Then, and not till then, he let his eyes 
roam around the unremembering room, unconsciously trying to 
recover from it the self that he had enjoyed there. 

Could Lady Nelly have given orders to pack his things; were 
they already standing in a little heap, hardly more noticeable 
than horse-dung on a road, in the great entrata, where even Lady 
Morecambe’s cabin trunk and her fleet of white suitcases had 
made so poor a showing? Had she leaped at this chance to be rid 
of him? ‘Her maid will tell me,* he thought; but the maid was 
not there : she had left him to draw his own conclusions. 

Yet when he went out into the gallery, closing the door behind 
him, she was there after all, standing motionless with her back to 

him, her head bowed. “Can you tell me ?** he began, but she 

did not turn roimd, she merely moved away from him, like a 
taciturn guide who will not or cannot answer questions. 

He followed her to the far end of the gallery to another door, 
standing half open, from behind which came the strong glare of 
electric light and the sound of someone moving about. He 
knocked and went in, and there was the maid on her hands and 
knees laying out his shoes under a table. He could only see her 
back and the soles of her felt slippers. ‘How quickly she has got 
to work!’ he thought, and then she heard him and turned, and he 
saw at once that it was Elvira, the dark, pretty housemaid, 
Elvira. Her face wreathed in smiles, she scrambled to her feet. 
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‘'Ah, signore!*’ she exclaimed, “Scusi tanto” — ^but the Signora 
Contessa, molto, molto dispiaccnte, had told her to move his 
things, tutta la sua roba — ^because of the sposi, the newly married 
couple, who were coming to-morrow for the grande fesla. "Tutta 
la casa sara piena, plena.” Pressing her knuckles together, she 
indicated that nowhere would there be an inch of room. "Camera 
stretta ma carina, non h vero?” she went on chattily, measuring 
the room with her eye. 

Lady Nelly had said he would be like Truth at the bottom of a 
well. It was certainly a narrow room, compared with his old 
one, and the two tall windows emphasised its height. He was not 
so sure that it was pretty. The pale pink pattern round the cor- 
nice might have been stencilled on, and the design in the centre 
of the ceiling was flamboyant and cheap, the kind of thing you 
might expect to find in an hotel bedroom, recently done up. 

The maid followed his eyes anxiously. "You like?” she said. 

Eustace was touched by her solicitude for his comfort, and the 
presence of a human being suddenly seemed very precious. "But 
what have you done with your shawl?” he asked her in Italian. 

"My shawl?” she repeated; "but I have no shawl. Even out- 
side I do not use the shawl, only the older women use it.” 

"But you were wearing one just now,” said Eustace, "when you 
showed me the way here.” 

She gazed at him with round eyes. "But — scusi — ^the signore is 
mistaken, I did not show him the way. I have been in this room 
for a little half-hour — ^una mezzoretta — ^arranging the signore’s 
things.” 

"Ah, then it was the Coimtess’s maid; I thought it must have 
been,” 

"Ma no, scusi — ^Mees Simmonds is out till seven o’clock. 
Besides, she is English, she does not wear the shawl.” 

Eustace’s tired mind wanted to shelve the problem, but could 
not quite dismiss it, and he said casually, "I saw a lady in black 
in the garden and she brought me up here.” 

Elvira’s eyes goggled again, and the hairbrushes she was hold- 
ing slipped from her fingers to the floor. 

"In the garden, signore?” 

"Yes, she was looking for something.” 

"And she was dressed in black?” 

"Yes.” 
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“And she came into the house?” 

“Yes.” 

Elvira’s whole being seemed to contract with terror. 

“Allora, signore, ha visto la larva!” she gasped. 

“La larva?” echoed Eustace. 

“Si, si, la larval la larva! E porta sfortuna! Aie, aie!” And 
with two piercing little screams she rushed from the room. 

Eustace dropped into a chair. He had seen the larva, and it 
brought bad luck. But how could a caterpillar bring bad luck? 
Anyhow, he had seen no caterpillar. Had the woman in the 
garden been looking for a caterpillar, perhaps? Larva, larva, it 
was a Latin word. Groping among his classical studies, his 
memory brought out something pale with the milky glow of 
phosphorescence, something in an incomplete, provisional state 
of being. 

Now it came to him. Larva was a ghost. He had seen a ghost. 
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W HEN the snarl of the word ‘larva^ ceased to tear at his mind, 
the silence bit into the sore place hke an acid. Through the 
door Elvira had left open he peered out into the gallery. It was 
nearly dark, but he could see clouds scudding past the windows. 
He turned back, shutting the door. Elvira had left her job half 
finished. His possessions were lying all about — on the narrow 
divan bed, to which a mosquito net had not yet been fixed, on the 
dressing-table, on the floor. What matter? — ^it would have been 
waste of time to tidy them when to-morrow he must pack them. 
Perhaps Elvira woofld never come back. His mind followed her 
into the street bawling ‘Larva! Larval* Perhaps all the servants 
would leave. 

He opened his largest suitcase, and foimd inside the newspaper 
his shoes had been wrapped in when he came. He smoothed the 
paper out. The date was July 5th, and he remembered some of 
the headlines. The heaviest things should go at the bottom, but 
he could not pack the shoes he was wearing. Which should he 
leave out to travel in? His mind would not deal with the ques- 
tion, so he decided to shelve it and pack his books instead. They 
were aU together on a flimsy table hardly large enough to hold 
them. He must leave out two at least to read in the train. Which 
two? Stepping over his suitcase, he approached the table, and it 
was then he saw the letter. But the handwriting was Stephen’s, 
not Aunt Sarah’s. He felt at once disappointed and reprieved, 
and opened the envelope without any of his habitual hesitation. 

Deah Eustace, (he read) 

I received your telegram offering the Highcross Hill Clinic 
an anonymous donation of £1,000, and though I saw little hope 
that it would benefit your sister’s position there, or the position 
of the clinic itself, I made immediate arrangements with our 
bankers for the sum to be offered. I will tell you why. 

618 
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You did not, I am sure, realise what has been happening 
here since you went away. Your family, like many 
believe that one is best kept in ignorance of anything disagree- 
able or painful that is happening to its other members, I tried 
to warn you, but only in general terms; because, not mixing 
with the great world, what I heard was chiefly rumour, and 
also because I did not feel that my relationship to your family 
warranted my speaking plainly. Moreover, like your other 
friends, I wanted to spare you as much as possible. 

But it is too late to do that now. The worst, as they say, has 
happened. And I dare say you could not have prevented the 
catastrophe, even if you had returned when I asked you to. I 
need not tell you about your sister’s illness — ^you will have heard 
already. She fell ill the day that Staveley’s engagement to Miss 
Sheldon was announced. There had been many disagreements 
between Stavdey and your sister, but they had been patched 
up: she believed that he meant to marry her, and the notice 
in the paper was her first intimation that he did not. Now she 
is paralysed, as you know. 

Hilda might never have grown to care for me. I thought you 
would have liked her to — ^but you know, Eustace, it is not al- 
ways easy to tdl what you want, I see now that you meant her 
to many Stavdey. But perhaps I’m wrong, perhaps you only 
wanted to use her as a rung in the social ladder. How cleverly 
you contrived that visit to Anchorstone; what fun you must 
have had watching your plan work, what vicarious exdtement 
when you saw the fly fairly in the spider’s web. Perhaps you 
will never get nearer to a love-affair tiban the thought of yoixr 
sister in Stavdey’s arms. And what a superb stroke of strategy 
then to hurry away, leaving her with no one to turn to, no one 
to consult, no man, if the expression fits. ^ ^ ^ 

For I could do nothing. But your vagueness is so misleading. 
Did you and your protectress put your heads together? Was 
her ladyship in the plot? Women of her fed their time is 

being wasted unless they have thdbr finger in some sort of sexual 
pie. It’s a compensation for their own failing powers, the sort 
of thing they can refer to with d^ant euphemisms and choisi 
Frendi past participles. 

You told me she lured you out to Venice with the promise of 
some religious f6te which didn’t actually come off until much 
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later. No doubt that was to get you out of the way. I dare say 
she enjoyed your society, too. The photographs showed you 
were fully alive to the honour of hers, and I hope you made her 
some sort of return. I wonder whether you will come back now, 
or whether she has another delayed religious experience to offer 
you. But whether you come or not makes little difference; it is 
a case for doctors now, not brothers. 

Were you surprised that she wanted to go to Anchorstone? 
A strange choice, I thought. With everything else, she must 
have lost her pride. She can*t speak except by signs, but her 
wishes were quite clear. Mrs. Crankshaw is in no state to wait 
on an invalid, and I imderstand the house is small, but she 
pressed her to go. No doubt the link between sisters is a strong 
one. Blood will tell, sometimes. 

If she will see me I shall go down to Anchorstone and do 
what I can to help. Indeed, I shall go down in any case — z. 
business visit, as all my visits have been — to her, though not to 
me. 

Stephen. 

Eustace looked up from the bottom of the abyss. Truth lay 
there, as Lady Nelly said. But he must not think of her, she was 
part of the plot. She had enticed him to Venice with the promise 
of a religious celebration, leaving the coast clear for Dick Staveley 
to seduce his sister Hilda. Yes, to seduce her; why shrink from 
the word? There were a great many words, and thoughts, and 
shapes, like rocks, dark and slippery with sea-weed, but with 
jagged edges, strewn on the floor of the abyss. His mind ven- 
tured near them and found they were not so strange as he thought. 
Indeed, to one part of his mind they were curiously familiar. 
Could he have seen them, one day when he looked over the edge? 
Had he always known they were there, and ignored them? 

Speak, speak, Hilda! But no voice reached him. Hilda could 
not speak: she was paralysed. 

He had persuaded her to go to Anchorstone Hall, that was how 
it happened, and they had put her in a bedroom far, far away from 
him, where he could not find her. Of course he should have slept 
across her door. Then they had gone away in the aeroplane. He 
should have been there, he shoiild have squeezed in. They would 
have come back in time for tea, and after tea, perhaps, they would 
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have walked along the shore to New Anchorstone to find the 
place where he and Hilda made their pond. When they came 
back it was nearly dinner-time. Dinner was a dull, ordinazy 
meal, with Dick looking cross and disappointed; and after dinner 
Lady Nelly Staveley reminded him that he had pronnsed to stay 
with her in Venice. But he had taken a dislike to her: he realised 
she was the type of woman with a finger in every sexual pie. She 
knew how to drape a love-affair in French past participles or in a 
Fortuny dress; she had told him herself that seduction was a very 
good tibdng for a woman; it let light into the chambers of her mind^ 
even if the windows were broken. She had told him that ex- 
perience was valuable in itself, and much more in that strain; she 
was a nasty, dangerous woman, an entremetteuse, almost a 
procuress; he had seen that at once. So he told her, rather 
bluntly, that he couldn’t go to Venice, he had too much 
work. 

And all that summer he worked like a slave, reading all the 
set books, and many more, but still finding time to visit the clinic 
every afternoon that Hilda was free. And the clinic was getting 
on splendidly. And once or twice, when Hilda told him that Dick 
had asked her out to dinner, he persuaded her not to go. Indeed, 
they had a row about it, and he told her frankly what he knew 
about Dick’s reputation. After that she always refused. What a 
blessing it was that she had him to turn to, and consult 1 The only 
man in the family. Lady Nelly Staveley had written imploring 
him to change his mind and come to Venice; but he hadn’t even 
bothered to answer her letter. 

He often used to find Stephen at the dinic when he went there; 
business visits Stephen called them, but he did not mean that. 
At first Hilda was a little shy and standoffish with him, but after 
the episode of the chicken-house, Eustace knew how matters 
stood, and did everything he could, in a perfectly nice way, to 
bring them together. Aunt Sarah was very pleased with him, and 
he felt that at last he had made her forget whatever it was she 
disliked and distrusted in him. Hilda and Stephen were to be 
married in September, and she would leave the clinic as soon as a 
substitute cotdd be foxmd. 

The knock must have been repeated several times, for it was 
quite loud when Eustace heard it. “Avanti!” The maid Elvira 
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stood in the doorway, looking very pretty and penitent and self- 
consdotis. 

She excused herself profusely for running away. The signore’s 
mistake had frightened her — ^m’ha spaventata — ^she said, 

”My mistake?” queried Eustace. 

Yes, scusi, the signore’s mistake. For of course there had been 
no one in the garden. There could not have been. It was a very 
easy mistake to make. Elvira gave him a firm, kind smile. Now 
she had come back to finish his room, and to bring a message from 
the Countess. The Countess, she said, had returned from the 
Piazza, and was awaiting the signore in her sitting-room. 

I cannot see her, thought Eustace wildly. I shall be rude to her, 
I shall insult her. He stared at Elvira speechless. 

‘‘Cosi ha detto la Signora Contessa,” said Elvira with the com- 
placent air of one who has repeated a lesson correctly. “La 
Contessa I’aspetta, subito, subito.” 

Eustace’s gaze roved round the pallid, sickly walls of the Cham- 
ber of Truth, seeking a way out. Suddenly a loophole appeared. 

“Tell the Countess I am very sorry, but I have a most urgent 
engagement at the Splendide Hotel.” 

And without waiting to see if she had imderstood, he bolted 
from the room as imceremoniously as she had with the threat of 
the larva at her heels. Down the empty, lighted staircase he sped, 
without meeting anyone, into the dim cavern of the entrata. The 
door stood open, and in the cube of light beyond he could see the 
rain-drops glinting. But he was xmprepared for the warm, wet 
buffet of wind that met him on the threshold. 

The pavement was awash, not only with rain, but with water 
from the canal. The sirocco had brought a high tide, almost a 
flood; the domed fclze of the gondola showed black above the 
parapet, the steel ferro, level with his head, was prancing madly. 
Two figures in black oilskins were crawling cautiously about the 
boat; as he looked, one of them disengaged himself and tested the 
creaking, heaving landing-board with his foot, then staggered 
forward, with two oars over his shoulder. It was Silvestro; in the 
weak light his face under the streaming sou-wester looked as dark 
as a Red Indian’s. The storm seemed to have exhilarated him; 
his lips parted in a smile that showed all his teeth. 

“Dove va, signore?” he shouted. 

Eustace hesitated, trying to remember where he was going. 
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“A1 Hotel Splendide,” he renliwi ’*u ii i ° 

voice could muster. ^ ^ strength his 

Fa lumte !’ he cned, trying to smile. 

Sdvestro s face bec^ stiff with prohibition. 

gondola.” “• pounomte, srcuro. Venga con noi in 

As Eus^ said notog, Erminio reared himself shaldlv on the 
poop, and translated his colleague’s protests 

thS T “ot go on foot 

»S^ Hf®.^y*Jouwillcatchpulmoniaf4certain.» 

Shut up, you!” exdauned Silvestro in Italian. “The simL 
understands perfectly what I say.** SP^ore 

Eustace^ touched by their'kmdness. Here they were, with 

the gondola half dism^ded, their day’s work neartydone prob- 
ably wet through, sacrificing themselves to keep him dry. Ifc fel t 
^^ba^ m the world of p^, straightforwLd actiSL, mean- 
to. And of what use was it his getting wet? 
metical consideratiom b^;an to have some value. 

Board^ &e straii^, plunging gondola, he crawled back- 
mto the felze. Silvra^ dosed the doors, and at once the 
sdken darkness mapped ^ round. The grunts, creaks, and 
shouts that showed the gondola was under way sounded feint and 
muffled. No one could see him, no voice could reach him, only 
two Ita^ boatmen, ignorant of all that was passing in his mind, 
kiiew where he w^. It was a womb-like, tomb-like state. Let the 
ram lash the wmdows, the wind spin the boat round and capsize 
It: he did not mind. ^ 

Still d^l^ by the imp^t of the strong lights in the hotel, 
Eustace found Jasper Bentwxch sitting at a table in the bar. He 
rose. Well, this fa good ofyou,” he said. “You’re late, of course, 
Dut I never thought you’d turn out on such a night.*’ 

It was the nearest approach to a speech of unqualified approval 
that Eustace had ever heard him make. He looked into the steel- 
nmmed mirror. During hfa brief transit from the gondola to the 
hotel the weather had left its mark on him. Hfa face was streaked 
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with rain, his clothes were spotted, and his pockets bulged like 
panniers. Jasper’s straight back was immaculate; nowhere did 
he bear the smallest trace of an encotmter with the elements. 

“I came straight here from Nelly’s party,” he said, answering 
Eustace’s unasked question. “It went on too long, they always 
do; but at any rate I missed the rain. Rain in Venice is the devil. 
You, I take it, came in Nelly’s famous boat?” 

Eustace said he had. 

“Well, I suppose they are useful sometimes. By the way, why 
did you run away from us so suddenly? Nelly said something 
about your feeling off colour.” 

“It wasn’t quite that,” said Eustace. “I had some rather bad 
news from home.” 

“Bad news? I’m sorry. Tonino, a double gin and vermouth 
for Mr. Gherrington. That’s what you like, isn’t it? Awful stuff. 
But why didn’t Nelly say so? Women are all the same : they can’t 
tell the truth about the simplest matter.” 

“Do you think Lady Nelly isn’t truthful^” Eustace asked. He 
was badk in the abyss again, peering into the darkness, stumbling 
on the rocks. 

Jasper raised his eyebrows, and his monocle slid down on to his 
waistcoat, “Oh, I wouldn’t say that. It’s just her dramatising 
instinct. The plain truth is so dull, no foundation for fantasy.” 

“Do you think she is scheming?” Eustace said. 

“Can you ask me that, having spent two months with her? Or 
is it three? Of course she schemes; all women do.” 

“But about what sort of things?” 

Jasper did not try to disguise his impatience. “I really don’t 
know. Love, I suppose, match-making, setting the wolf where he 
the lamb may get, and so on.” 

“In fact, you wouldn’t call her a good woman?” said Eustace. 

“A good woman? What extraordinary expressions you use.” 
Jasper stared at Eustace in distaste and his features converged on 
each other threateningly. “She’s a kind, delightful woman.” He 
considered his own phrase, seemed to dislike it, and added 
petulantly, “She’s a woman of charm and distinction and per- 
sonality. But good — ^I don’t know, I’m not her confessor.” 

“You said something about the wolf and the lamb,” persisted 
Eustace. “Did you mean that she might deliberately try to— 
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“You havcuH read your ‘Rape of Lucrece’, I see,” said Jasper. 
“You’ve some pretty bad gaps, ‘Oh, Opportunity, thy guilt is 
great,’ Well, women like to collaborate with Opportunity. How 
else would the world go on? Marriages are not always made in 
Heaven, and less regular unions are often arranged for at sewing- 
parties, I imagine.” 

“I see,” said Eustace. 

“But you sidetracked me with your inquisition into Nelly’s 
character. She’s quite a good woman, as women go. I wanted 
to say, if you had let me, that I was sorry you had had bad 
news. I shan’t ask you what it is — everyone will tell me, and tell 
me something different. But I hope it doesn’t mean you’re 
leaving us.” 

“I’m afraid it does,” Eustace mumbled. 

“But you’re not sure? Don’t misunderstand me — I don’t want 
you to go, but how I wish people could make up their minds ! At 
least half a dozen times in the past month I have been told you 
were going away, because Venice didn’t suit you, because you 
had come across an old friend and were joining her in England, 
because Nelly’s Count had cut you out, because you had had a 
tiff with her — ^you haven’t, by the way?” 

“No.” 

“I only ask because you seemed so interested in her moral state. 
Well, I shall believe you’ve gone when I see you go.” 

“I’m going to-morrow,” Eustace said. 

Jasper Bentwich stiffened in his chair and then sagged a little, 
and his dark eyebrows and grey moustache looked shaggy instead 
of spruce. “You really mean that? Well, it’s too bad. You come 
here, and we get used to you, and then off you go. You young 
men are not very considerate to your elders. What does Nelly 
say?” 

“I haven’t told her yet,” 

“She’ll be coxmting on you for the ball and to give her a hand 
with those ghastly Grundtvigs. And isn’t Antony Lachish a 
friend of yours? He’ll be disappointed.” 

“Still, I’ve got to go,” Eustace said. The thought of leaving 
Venice was the least of his troubles, but he was on the verge of 
tears. 

“You’ll have an awful journey, you know, probably have to sit 
up all night or share a bunk with some revolting Jew. Still, as 
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you^re bent on going. . . . Oh, by the way, I remember now what 
I wanted to see you about.” 

‘‘Oh yes?” said Eustace listlessly. 

“You don’t seem very interested. You’re looking a bit run 
down, I wanted to ask you about your book.” 

Eustace thought a moment. 

“Oh yes.” 

“I don’t suppose I shall like it, in fact I’m sure I shan’t, but will 
you lend it me to show a friend of mine who’s here, a publisher? 
His taste is — ^well — ^fruitier than mine — ^he admits the lush — and 
he might take a fancy to it.” 

“You’re very kind,” Eustace said. “You have been very kind 
to me. Everyone has.” He could say no more, 

“Nonsense, my dear boy, you’ve given remarkably little 
trouble, remarkably little, except of course by always being late.” 
He looked at his wrist-watch on its ribbon of gold, and frowned. 
“Why will people dine at a quarter to eight? So suburban. But 
it’s here, thank goodness. Are you going back to the Sfortunato?” 

“Yes — ^no — I hadn’t really thought.” 

“You hadn’t thought? But doesn’t Nelly expect you? Isn’t 
this your last evening?” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” Eustace said. 

“Well, give her my love. Everyone gives her that — ^shc has 
more of it than she knows what to do with. A spoilt woman.” 

Like a boxer taking the count, but struggling still to rise, 
Eustace’s spirit feebly threshed about seeking in itself some sign 
of healthfulness, some renewed stirring of confidence, such as a 
sworn aflBidavit that Lady Nelly was a saint would have given 
him. 

“Do you really think he began, 

“Yes?” Jasper turned to give himself a surreptitious glance in the 
mirror. 

“That Lady Nelly might — ^in certain circumstances — do some- 
thing — connected with love — ^that might be very harmful — ^to 
another person?” 

Jasper was satisfied with his scrutiny, and the nameless stiffen- 
ing of deportment that precedes farewell crisped his trim figure. 
“My dear boy,” he said, “I’m sure of it. We all might.” 

This touched Eustace in his tenderest spot. But it was Lady 
Nelly he wanted to vindicate, not himself. 
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‘‘But on purpose?” 

“I hope you’re not becoming a Christian,” said Jasper testily. 
“It makes people so intolerant to their friends.” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace mechanically. 

“Now what about this manuscript? How shedl I get hold of it? 

I suppose you expect me to send someone for it or fetch it 
myself?” 

“I hadn’t thought said Eustace helplessly. 

Jasper’s tongue clicked. 

“Well, leave it somewhere where I can find it. Not with Nelly, 
she’s not to be trusted with anything you value. She’d say it was 
aU her own work. It’s in type, of course?” 

“I’m afraid not.” 

“How can you expect me to read it, then? And where shall I 
write to you? You never gave me your address,” 

Eustace thought a moment. 

“Oh, Cambo, Norwich Square, Anchorstone, Norfolk.” 

“Anchorstone? Then you’ll be a neighbour of the Staveleys. 
Tonino, a pencil, please. Give them my best respects, and tdl 
Dick to behave himself. You saw he was engaged?” 

“Yes.” 

“Nelly’s doing, I expect. I don’t envy the girl, whoever she is. 
However, you probably won’t see him if he’s leaving at once for 
Irak,” 

“No,” said Eustace. 

Jasper twitched his shoulders into uprightness and held out his 
hand. 

“I don’t believe in drawn-out good-byes. Say you’re going, 
and go. Good-bye, Eustace, I’ve enjoyed your company. Take 
care of yourself— you’re not looking very fit — ^and come back 
soon.” 

“Good-bye, Jasper.” 

Eustace returned to his chair. Reflected in the mirror was the 
doorway through which Jasper had just gone. Eustace also was 
reflected there: a tumbled, heated, dejected figure, his face 
blotchy with drink and nervous agitation. The mirror showed 
him everything that Eustace would ever be. There was nothing 
to add, nothing to take away. As the tree falls. . . • 

The rain stiU stammered its impotent fury on the windows. At 
another time the room woTild have seemed snug. At another time 
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Eustace would have been miserable to think of Silvestro and 
Erminio waiting for him in the wet, missing their supper, paying 
the penalty for their kind offices. But they were only a small bur- 
den on his mind, a small part of the greater burden of returning 
to the palace and Lady Nelly, whom he felt he could not see. 
He would get some food here and spend the night in the hotel and 
creep into the palace in the morning. “Another Martini, please, 
Tonino,” he said. 

The ice rattled in the shaker, and Tonino’s big moustached 
face, the face of Velasquez in Las Meninas, bent over him. 

“How many have I had, Tonino?” 

“Only three, Signor Shairington.” 

Hilda did not like him to drink. T can’t think what you see in 
it,’ she was saying. T never wanted to, but sometimes Dick made 
me. Once when I came back late to the clinic, the night Sister 
was going her rounds and she thought I was drunk, and told the 
Matron so, but I wasn’t really. They didn’t like me coining in 
late, they said it set such a bad example. I hope you don’t think 
I’m a bad example, Eustace. I’ve always tried to be a good ex- 
ample to you. Anyone can get a bit tiddly, can’t they? It was 
only because I was unhappy. I had a bad time, but it’s over now. 
. . . No, it’s not over, it’s come back worse than before. Much 
worse. 

'We had a Matron once who drank, do you remember? I got 
her sacked, I had to. WeU, we can’t keep them when they drink. 
But the directors said they would have overlooked that in my case 
if it hadn’t been — ^well, aggravated. I minded being brought up 
before them like — ^like a servant, and censured. One of them 
said, You’ve often told us what you thought of us. Miss Cherring- 
ton, now we must tell you. The clinic has got what we can only 
call a bad name. The foundations are giving way, and it’s going 
downhill very fast. It’s a landslide, an avalanche. We don’t 
altogether blame you, though it’s you who must take the blame. 
We blame your brother Eustace. He’s a mild-mannered boy, 
with a soft face, and he smiles easily, and looks as if he wouldn’t 
hurt a fly. But do you know he’s really a destroyer — ^he was the 
volcano who overwhelmed the cities on the sands, he was the 
tidal wave who blotted them out in his bath. He may have 
spoken nicely to everyone, he may have kissed old ladies and 
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inherited their money, he may have held doors open for the 
daughters of earls to pass through and picked up their handbags, 
he may have poured money into the clinic to enlarge it — ^but at 
heart he s a destroyer. Right inside hitrij under layer on layer of 
colourless fat, behind his goggling eyes and those antennse that 
sway so sensitively in the current — right in the seemingly trans- 
parent middle of him, there^s a tiny grain of explosive, and it’s 
gone off at last. The rumble, the roar, the explosion, the tearing 
sound, the cities piled in ruins, the dead scattered on the plain, 
that’s what he really wants, and what he’s always wanted. See, 
the towers are toppling. And it’s you who will suffer, Miss 
Gherrington. You will not find it easy to get another post.’ 

Eustace caught sight of his face. It seemed to need comfort, 
and with the feeling that he was ordering a drink for someone 
else, he said, ‘‘Another Martini, Tonino, please.” 

This time he did not hear the rattle of the ice, or see the drink 
being placed before him, for Hilda was speaking, more urgently 
than before. 

‘But after that night when I wrote to you I didn’t mind what 
they said. The days floated past me, like thistle-down in summer. 

I was under a cloud, I suppose, but I only felt the sunshine; the 
nurses were kind to me, I think they were glad to see me happy. 
Stephen didn’t come in those days. Of course we made arrange- 
ments, Dick and I; they were like trees and mountains in the 
distance that we should come to in due season. I surrendered all 
my thoughts to him. Yes, I lived with no other thought, and never 
put anything in the way, as I tised to do, by day or night. All 
that stiffness weiit out of me, and the headaches went too, and 
that ghastly feeling of loneliness in the mornings. I blessed you, 
Eustace, then, for I felt it was you who wanted this for me. You 
knew my pride had been my enemy — ^your heart is so clever, so 
understanding, there is no one like you, really, Eustace. You 
held the key to something I coidd never have found myself and 
would not have found if I could. You never wanted to keep 
anything, did you? you were always the soul of generosity, and 
whenever Dick seemed to be asking too much of me, I could hear 
your voice saying, “Let it go, let it go !” 

‘How happy you must have been all these years, Eustace, never 
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thinking of yourself except in terms of someone else’s happiness — 
you never felt you must make a stands or deny, or turn down, or 
appoint yourself the censor of other people’s wishes, approving or 
disapproving according to your own little moral yard-stick. You 
have a beautiful character, Eustace, a sweet, sweet nature, and 
whenever my thoughts came down from the heaven where I was, 
they rested on you, as on a pillow — and that’s how it was when 
I took up the paper which I don’t ordinarily read and saw a place 
marked with a pencil. 

‘I suppose one of the servants did it to spite me. I used to speak 
sharply to them sometimes, I felt I had to — and anyhow, it made 
no difference, only an hour or two, perhaps; I should have seen 
it anyway. Then I began to feel numb, and I dropped my coffee 
cup when it was half-way to my lips, and I tried to pick it up, but 
I couldn^’t. And then I began to fed frightened and wanted to 
ring the bell, but I couldn’t get up out of my chair. So at last I 
called out, and somebody came running, but I couldn’t tdl them 
what had happened because my mouth was all sewn up and the 
words wouldn’t come. They won’t come now, Eustace, I can’t 
speak any more, but I still have a voice, I can still call out, I can 
still make a noise, something like your name — I can still scream, 
Eustace!* 

There was a noise in his head like the scratching of a gramo- 
phone needle when the tune is played out. 

Speak, Hilda, speak! 

She cannot speak, her mouth is sewn up. She is dumb. She 
can never tdl you what has happened, Eustace. 

The scratdiing went on, but now another sound was joined to 
it — ^voices, girls’ voices alight with laughter. They were standing, 
three of them in the doorway, as Eustace could see in the mirror; 
they were looking sideways down the little flight of steps at some- 
one who was coming up behind them. They were pretty and very 
smart; their dothes made a soft bright blur round their slender 
bodies, bending to an unseen wind, and their bare arms a plead- 
ing pattern like those of suppliants on a frieze. A man’s voice 
answered, and they all began to move into the room, exploring 
it with glances, half proud, half shy. “Over there, don’t you 
think, by the window?” the first one said, and they followed each 
other, expectation in their eyes, across the mirror. After them 
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came a heavier tread, a taller, stronger shape, a man’s. For a 
moment it filled the mirror, a r^ection so portentous that Eustace 
felt the glass must crack. 

Lowering his head, he slipped out of his chair, and was already 
in the doorway when Tonino called after him in Italian, “Shall 
I put these down to the Contessa?” Eustace nodded and ran 
down the steps. He could still hear the voices in the bar above 
him. Where next? The soles of his feet tingled. A page in a green 
uniform passed him, walking purposefully to the folding doors 
that led to the terrace and the canal. Mechanically Eustace fol- 
lowed him, and felt the landing-stage heaving imder hb feet. The 
rain had almost stopped, but the wind was as strong as ever. 
“Silvestro! Erminio!” shouted the boy, m tones more imperious 
than Eustace could have used. “Pronti!” came the answer, in a 
voice like the crack of a whip. Eustace heard the grating and 
clanking of chains coming from the darkness on hb left, and soon 
the small square lantern of the gondola was nodding its way to- 
wards him. The boat drew up at the stage. 

“Comandi?” said Silvestro. Hb face looked dark and sulky; 
self-sacrifice had turned sour on him. 

Eustace hesitated; he did not know where to go. 

“A 1 palazzo, allora,” said Silvestro impatiently, making Eus- 
tace’s mind up for him. Just as he spoke a nearby window 
opened, someone leaned out, and he heard a girl’s voice say, “It’s 
going to be a fine night, Dick, after aU.” 

Eustace scrambled into the gondola, the doors of the felze 
closed on him, and they were off. 

‘At Anchorstone Hall the helmets lay along the window-ledges 
just as if the knights of old time had thrown them there after a 
joust. The Staveley family had always been renowned for its 
knights; they practbed daily, hourly, in the tilting-groimd, they 
were patterns of chivalry. And one of them, Sir Richard Staveley, 
attained a pitch of proficiency in the knightly arts that none of hb 
ancestors had reached before. He roamed the seashore and the 
forests undefeated, unchallenged even; for whosoever met him, 
horse and rider went down at the first onset. He was dreaded and 
admired by all. One day, when he was out hunting in the forest, 
he came across a boy call^ Eustace, who had fainted after taking 
part in a kind of Marathon race of those days, and rescued him, 
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and carried him into his father’s castle, where a great log fire was 
burning, and they gave him brandy and brought him round, and 
put him into a suit of Richard’s which was much too big for him, 
and after that they were friends, although this Eustace was a clerk 
and delicate, and could take no part in knightly exercises. And it 
happened that Eustace had a sister called Hilda, a very beautiful 
girl who all his life long had taken care of Eustace and told him 
what he must and must not do. Now Hilda did not care for 
knights or for any man. But Eustace wanted to introduce her to 
his friend. Sir Richard, because he hoped she would like him; so 
he persuaded her to stay at the Castle. 

‘But this Sir Richard, though he was so brave and strong and 
had distinguished himself in the wars against the Moslems, was 
a false knight, and he used his friend’s sister extremely ill. He 
slung her across his saddle-bow and carried her off and betrayed 
her and ravished her. And all this time he promised her marriage 
and she believed him, but when the day of the marriage drew 
near, he broke his plighted word and said he would marry an- 
other girl, a girl much richer than Hilda and used to the life of 
Courts. And when Hilda heard, the cup dropped from her hand, 
and all her limbs stiffened and her mouth was tied down so that 
she could not speak. 

‘Now all this time her brother Eustace was in Venice, where he 
had been lured by a princess who was Sir Richard’s aunt and in 
the plot with him. And she bought a costly dress for Eustace’s 
sister so that she might find new favour with Sir Richard. But 
Eustace discovered the plot and what had happened to Hilda, 
and said he must at once return to England because he was the 
man of the family and they relied on him. Now as he was sitting 
in a place of refreshment thinking of these things and preparing 
to depart, the mists cleared, and Sir Richard entered attended by 
three ladies of rank and fashion and they all laughed together. 

‘Of course if Eustace had been a knight as Sir Richard was, and 
accustomed to the wars, he would have stayed and said “Traitor, 
defend thyself!” and flung his glove in Sir Richard’s face. But as 
he was oiily a derk, and suffered from a weak heart, he rose be- 
fore they saw him and stole away. And everyone said, “Well 
done, Eustace ! You have shown the discretion which is the better 
part of valour. You could not make a scene before ladies, that is 
taboo ; and had you attacked Sir Richard, you would now be lying 
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senseless on the greensward, quite unable to undertake the jour- 
ney that lies before you to-morrow. Besides, duelling is a brutal 
and degrading custom condemned by all civilised people.” ^ 

The gondola heeled over, flinging Eustace forward almost on 
to his knees, and a scatter of spray broke against the window. 
Peering through the running drops, he saw the great bulk of Ca’ 
Foscari; they had passed the iron bridge and were nearly home. 

'And when the people saw him coming back, they pointed their 
fingers at him and cried, “Coward, Eustace, coward! For what 
you did in ignorance we can excuse you; but not for this. You 
have sacrificed your sister’s honour, and you will not raise a finger 
to avenge her. You’re thinking of your precious skin, that’s what 
it is. You remember Dick’s big hairy wrists sticking out of his 
shirtcuffs, and his knuckles showing white over the bone! You’re 
afraid of all that, as Hilda was. Your heart may bleed for her, 
but your flesh never will! You’re yellow, and no decent person 
will ever speak to you. We won’t let you land here. Go back! 
Go back !” And Eustace went back and slew tlie false knight who 
had dishonoured his sister, and his blood stained the pavement 
where they fought.’ 

Eustace leaned forward, and with a great effort pushed open 
the doors of the felze. Straight in front of him, framed in the 
aperture, soared up the tremendous angle from which the con- 
verging walls of the Palazzo Sfortunato swung right and left into 
the darkness. But the walls were not all dark; light shone from 
the Gothic windows of the piano nobile and from the room beyond 
it, the dining-room. Inside by the column under the arch, on a 
tall crimson chair with finials carved like a crown, sat Lady Nelly, 
her soft white hands folded in her lap, her figure all curves and 
comfort, her amethyst eyes shining mistily, her voice warm with 
welcome. 

'Why, Eustace, here you are at last! We were wondering what 
had become of you ! Ring the bell, Eustace, and we’ll have some 
champagne to toast you on your last night.* 

Silvestro was putting on the spurt he always mustered to bring 
the boat home in style; the water flew back from the blade in a 
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diaphanous arc, splendid to see. But when he heard the doors 
open he checked his stroke in a smother of spray and turned 
round. 

“Signore?” 

“Tomiamo, torniamo,” cried Eustace. 

The gondolier’s face fell. Seldom had Eustace felt the current 
of a will flowing so strongly against his own. 

“Where do you want to go now?” he asked almost rudely. “It 
is late, signore, and the Countess is expecting you.” 

Eustace answered angrily, “Take me back to the hotel.” 
Cowed by his tone, Silvestro turned the boat round without a 
word. 



Chapter XIV 

In the Lists 


AT the hotel landing-stage Eustace dismissed the gondola. He 
-^^would walk home, he said. Please tell the Countess not to 
wait: his business was taking him longer than he expected. Un- 
escorted he passed through the double doors. No sound came 
from the bar. Everyone was at dinner. Breathing rather quickly, 
he went in. 

Dick was sitting alone by the far window, looking out on to the 
water. A whisky and soda stood in front of him. As Eustace came 
towards him he turned, and a puzzled frown appeared on his face. 
Then he recognised Eustace, his jaw dropped slightly, his face 
cleared, and he rose to his feet and held out his hand. 

^‘Eustace!” he said, ‘Tmagine meeting you here.” 

Eustace ignored his hand and came a step nearer. 

“I’ve come to tell you you’re a blackguard,” he said. 

The words were out, and he still lived. Dick’s hand dropped to 
his side. He was wearing a grey suit, a linen shirt so fine it might 
have been silk, and a blue tie with white spots. His eyes were 
tired and wary; he looked fit but not well, 

“Sit down,” he said, “and let’s talk about this. Waiter, my 
friend here would like a drink.” 

“I’m not your fkiend,” said Eustace. It cost him something 
special to say that. “And I won’t drink with you. I came to say 
you’re a scoundrel, and that’s all I have to say.” 

At this moment he should have gone, but he lingered to see the 
effect of his words. 

“All right, waiter,” said Dick to Tonino, invisible to scowling 
Eustace. “The gentleman doesn’t want a drink.” 

With the slow gesture that Eustace remembered, Dick pulled 
out his cigarette-case. 

“If you won’t drink, perhaps you’ll smoke.” 

Eustace shook his head. 

“Then if you won’t I will.” 

635 
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Eyeing Eustace across the flame, he lit his cigarette with a hand 
that trembled slightly. 

“Too many late nights,” he said, and when Eustace did not 
answer but still stood in an attitude as truculent as he could make 
it, he added, “Let’s be more comfortable. There’s a chair here.” 

Eustace looked at the chair as if it had been a scorpion. 
Hitherto he had felt nothing but the wild elation of an actor who 
has succeeded against all belief in an impossible r 61 e; but em- 
barrassment was rising in him, and another sensation that he 
knew and dreaded. 

“What do you want to do?” said Dick. “Knock me down?” 

All at once Eustace felt the floor coming up at him. Vaguely 
wondering whether Dick had hit him, he swayed and clutched at 
the chair. It would have overbalanced if Dick had not caught the 
other arm and steadied it. But Eustace had not the strength to 
hold himself up, his knees buckled, and his feet began to slide from 
under him. With a quick movement Dick got hold of him before 
he fell and supported him on to the chair. 

“Put your head between yo\ir knees,” he said; “you’ll be all 
right in a moment.” 

Eustace lowered his head into what is one of the least impres- 
sive postures that the body can assume. 

“Waiter,” Dick called, “we want some brandy here.” 

Tonino, who had discreetly withdrawn out of sight, returned 
with the bottle and poured out a wine-glassfixl. He looked down 
at Eustace with concern. 

“Povero Signor Shairington,” he said. 

“You know him, then?” said Dick. 

“He is a guest of the Countess of Staveley, a very nice gentle- 
man.” Tonino spoke as if Eustace was not there. 

“See if we can make him swallow some of this,” said Dick, 
holding the glass to Eustace’s pale lips. 

Eustace tried to push the glass away. “I have some,” he mut- 
tered, “here.” Gropingly he steered his other hand towards his 
pocket. 

“Damn his pride,” said Dick in exasperation. “Here, swallow 
it down, there’s a good fellow. It’s not a drink, it’s medicine, and 
you can pay for it afterwards.” 

Eustace drank some of the brandy and began to fed a little 
better. 



Eustace and Hilda 637 

‘ The gondola,” he said, turning to Tonino. “I sent it away.” 

“Shall I telephone for one from the traghetto?” said Tonino 
solicitously. “It won’t be many noinutes.” 

“Thank you,” said Eustace. “I’ll go down to the hall and 
wait.” 

He tried to get up, but the room began to swim, and he sat 
down again, resolutely looking away from Dick. 

“Take it easy,” Dick said. “You were like this once before, 
you know.” 

Eustace tried not to answer, but social instinct and the memory 
of an episode which had sweetened his whole life overcame the 
bitterness of the moment, and he said: 

“Yes, it all began with that.” 

Dick, who had been standing, sat down and lit another 
cigarette. 

“Don’t think too badly of me,” he said. 

Eustace swallowed hard, “I’d rather not think of you.” He 
forced himself to utter the words, but they sounded false in his 
ears and he felt himself weakening. He had said his say, he had 
called Dick a blackguard and a scoundrel, he had broken irrepar- 
ably the thin shell of their friendship, he had done all that Hilda 
could expect, that anyone could expect. The elation, the in- 
toxicating moment of self-pride, the clear flame of anger had 
faded with his fading senses, and he found himself coming back 
to a sick sorry self, that had no impulse left but to terminate the 
interview and get away. 

“You’re looking better now,” said Dick, “Not quite so green.” 

Green, yes, he had been very green. At the same time he was 
touched by the casual kindness in Didk’s voice, the kindness a 
soldier might show for a wounded enemy who had fallen in the 
attempt to loll him; and for the first time he allowed his eyes to 
rest unbalefuUy on Dick’s face. It was thinner than he remem- 
bered, and wore a look of strain, 

“You know,” Dick said, “I think you may not have got this 
quite right,” 

Using his will like a bellows, Eustace kindled a flame in the 
embers of his anger. “I know as much as I want to, thank you.” 

Dick’s hands were resting on the table, and he studied the 
sleeve of his coat. 

“Who told you?” 
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“Does that make any difference?” ^ 

“Yes,” said Dick. “I think it does.” He spoke with a touch of 
his old authority, which Eustace at once welcomed and resented. 

“Why?” 

“I can’t tell you why,” said Dick, “That’s just it. If I told you, 
you’d think me a worse cad than you do now.” 

“I couldn’t,” said Eustace, but his heart was not in the words, 
and his nature, though not his will, regretted them. 

“Yes, I gave you an easy score there,” said Dick, It was the 
first time he had acknowledged the hostility of Eustace’s attitude. 
“But tell me this. Has Hilda written to you?” 

Eustace flushed at her name on Dick’s lips and said angrily: 

“Not since. How can she, when she’s paralysed?” The lines 
of strain deepened in Dick’s face, but he made no other sign, 

“Has Miss Cherrington written?” 

“Yes, but I haven’t got the letter. Why do you ask?” 

“Because,” said Dick, “I think you have only heard one side. 
If you’d been in England 

“I wish to God I had been,” said Eustace. 

“So do I.” 

Eustace stared at him unbelievingly, but doubt wriggled into 
his mind and his case against Dick seemed to weaken. 

“You wish I’d been in England?” he blustered. “Wliy, it 
suited your book to get me out. It wasjust what you wanted. You 
and Lady Nelly between you 

“Aunt Nelly? How does she come into it?” 

“Well, she knew what you were up to, so she got me to come 
here to make things easier for you.” 

Easier for me,” said Dick. Easier? Good God! That shows 
how little you Imow.” His tone changed. “But don’t drag in 
Aunt Nelly. Believe me, she knew as little as you did — ^less, I 
dare say. She hadn’t the faintest idea. You can count her out.” 

The sound of Lady Nelly’s footsteps climbing back to her pedes- 
tal was music to Eustace’s heart. 

“You think she didn’t know?” he asked, in his eagerness for- 
getting to sound angry. 

Didk smiled his old smile. 

“Quite sure. She always meant to ask you, on the strength of 
what Antony told her about you. And I said something too. But 
I wish she hadn’t.” 
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They were back at the same place. 

‘‘But if rd been there,” said Eustace, resuming sternness, “none 
of this might have happened.” 

“That’s exactly what I mean,” 

“Do you mean, you didn’t want it to?” 

Dick looked out of the window. The storm had abated, and 
the gondoliers were going past in their white coats. In the dis- 
tance the minstrels of the Piccola Serenata were singing ‘La 
Donna h Mobile’. 

“Eustace, I’m going away, and I’d rather you knew. I tried 
many times to break it off.” 

“And Hilda wouldn’t?” 

“No.” 

“I don’t believe you,” cried Etistace passionately. “Why, there 
were all sorts of stories ” 

“Oh yes, and most of them were true. But not the one you 
heard. At least, only partly true.” 

“But you began it,” cried Eustace. “You — ^you 

“Yes,” said Dick simply. “I don’t excuse myself. I only mean 
that it was more than I bargained for.” 

“What did you bargain for?” demanded Eustace. 

Dick looked at him a little curiously. “You’ve always lived at 
home, haven’t you, quietly? I mean, under your family’s eye?” 

“I suppose so,” said Eustace stiffly, yet feeling somehow that 
he had given ground. “Is there any harm in that?” 

“None, but you’re more of an exception than you think,” Dick 
said. “And so is Hilda.” 

“I hate to hear you \ise her name,” cried Eustace. 

“She asked me to use it,” said Dic^. The flat statement some- 
how silenced Eustace’s in^gnation. “But she only listened when 
she wanted to. Does she always listen to you?” 

Like a great weight, impossible to hold, the thought of Hilda 
seemed to slip from Eustace’s grasp. He said nothing. 

“But perhaps you never tried to make her do something she 
didn’t want to?” 

“Only once, that I remember,” Eustace said. He added im- 
willingly, “I’ve sometimes tried to stop her doing things she 
wanted to.” 

“Did you find that easy?” 

“No.” He felt that Dick was confusing the issue and most 
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imfairly manoeuvring him into a defensive position when he had 
the right so clearly on his side. “But I only tried to prevent her 
making mistakes/’ he said, his voice rising in self-righteousness. 

“I tried to do that,” Dick said. “But it was no use. She 
wouldn’t listen. That’s why I’m here now.” 

“In Venice?” 

“Well, on my way out East. There’s a spot of bother there.” 

A faint chill crept into Eustace’s heart, but he said hardily: 

“You’ll enjoy that.” 

Dick raised his eyebrows, and a lot of little lines round his eyes 
showed white in his sunburned face. 

“Why?” 

“You like killing people.” Eustace tried to recall the taunt, it 
seemed especially unworthy, almost outrageous, coming from a 
civilian, who had lately fainted for no reason, to a soldier who was 
going to risk his life. Dick’s face sagged in weariness, and for the 
first time a look of dislike and distaste flitted across it. 

“If you weren’t her brother he said. 

“I didn’t mean that,” said Eustace. “Forgive me. I’m sorry.” 
He saw a body lying on the desert, the same Dick as now, but for 
the blood flowing from him into the sands. And at Anchorstone 
Hall the doors shut, the blinds down, and no sound but the sound 
of sobbing. He wrenched his mind from the vision, from the fate 
of Hilda, betrayed and imavenged, from questions of right and 
wrong and said, “Perhaps you’ll be back soon.” 

Dick shrugged his broad shoulders. 

“Oh yes, I expect so. But England’s over for the present. I’m 
not so very young now, but I shall be a hoary old sinner next time 
you see me.” He smiled again. “But you won’t want to. Better 
out of the way, eh?” 

“No,” muttered Eustace. “No.” 

He remembered Dick’s political ambitions, abandoned now; 
he remembered his life at home; he remembered his family’s 
anxiety for him the night they all thought he had crashed; he 
remembered Monica Sheldon’s dumb, swollen-eyed misery. The 
torturing uncertainty they went through then would now be a 
matter of months and years, not hours. I have done them all 
great harm, he thought, and he no longer felt vindictive against 
Dick. 

“I hope you’ll be happy,” he said. 
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“Happy?’* said Dick. “Oh yes, I shall soon get into it all 
again. It’s a bit tough on Monica, though.” He shot an appre- 
hensive look at Eustace. “Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that, I 
suppose.” 

“I’m sorry for her, too,” said Eustace. 

“Yes, she’s a good girl, not pretty, but you can’t have every- 
thing. No one else would have done it.” 

“Done what?” asked Eustace. 

“Well, taken me on after all the talk. Damned nice of her, 
really. I’m not much of a catch now.” 

Eustace remembered the girls who only an hour ago were bask- 
ing in the sunshine of Dick’s presence like peaches on a wall, and 
he must have looked sceptical, for Dick said, “You were thinking 
of those three harpies? Good-looking, weren’t they? But all they 
want is a romp. You do well to keep away from that sort of 
thing.” 

There was a murmur of voices behind them, and Tonino came 
forward and said, “The gondola is waiting for you, Signor 
Shairington.” 

“I must go,” said Eustace. He got up and found that he was 
quite steady on his feet. “What time is it, Dick? My watches are 
all wrong.” 

Dick’s armour-plated wrist-watch had dents in it, perhaps from 
flying shrapnel. 

“A quarter-past nine. You had much better stay and dine with 
me. I’d like it. Company for me, you know.” He did not move 
from his chair, but looked up at Eustace with raised eyebrows 
that had more invitation in them than his voice. 

Eustace hesitated. 

“I’d better go — you see. Lady Nelly will be wondering what’s 
happened to me.” 

“Well, you know best.” 

“Why don’t you come too?” said Eustace. “She’d love to see 
you.” 

“Thank you,” said Dick. “But I don’t think I will. You see, 
I’m in purdah now, the prodigal nephew. But give her my best 
love, and say something kind about me if you can.” As he was 
getting to his feet he said in an elaborately matter-of-fact, off- 
hand tone, “I say, won’t you have a drink before you go?’* 

“Yes,” said Eustace, “with pleasure.” 

X 
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‘‘Good man, let’s sit down again then. Gameriere! That’s 
right, isn’t it? A double brandy for Mr. Gherrington, and a 
double whisky for me.” 

Tonino brought the drinks, set them down with more than his 
usual care, and stood for a moment with a broad smile that 
seemed to pronounce a blessing on them. 

“Somebody said ‘Brandy for heroes’,” said Dick. 

Eustace blushed. “Yes, Doctor Johnson.” 

“Think of your knowing that.” He raised his glass. “Well, 
cheers, Eustace.” 

“Gheers, Dick,” said Existace. 

“You’re not feeling so sore with me now?” 

“No.” 

“Are we better off than if there were any women present? Do 
we want them with us?” 

“Well, perhaps not,” said Eustace guardedly. His head began 
to feel rather muzzy. 

“I’m glad you came,” said Dick. “I feel much better for seeing 
you. A good many people have called me names from time to 
time, but no one has ever called me a blackguard and a scoundrel 
before. I own I didn’t expect you to. You’ve appeared in a new 
light.” 

Eustace had a fleeting glimpse of a prostrate St. George having 
his wounds licked by a dragon also badly damaged, but ap- 
parently master of the situation. His conscience, the most in- 
defatigable of his qualities, muttered a protest, but his nerves 
were too tired to bid him rise. Dick’s voice seemed to be coming 
from a distance. 

“I’ve said too much, but I couldn’t say anything without saying 
too much. The story you heard is the story that most people 
beKeve, and I haven’t tried to contradict it, except a little in my 
own family, and to you. The dog has too bad a name to be 
believed, for one thii^; and besides, how could I without making 
bad worse? I’m not here to save my face or because I couldn’t 
take what was coming to me, but because it was the only way, I 
thought, to cut the knot. I was wrong; it was too late; Hilda had 
grown too — ^too attached to me.” 

A famous line from Racine swung into Eustace’s mind and 
would not be expelled. Appalled, he seemed to see Vemxs with 
the face of Hilda dinging to her prey; and look, where she rdaxed 
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her grip, the victim’s skin was wrinkled and old from the long 
pressure of her ageless flesh. 

Dick spoke with an effort, and his tobacco-stained fingers slid 
restlessly across the glass-topped table. His eyes looked question- 
ingly at Eustace and dropped again. 

“I’m no good at explanations, and I make everything sound 
like an excuse, which it is, no doubt. I’m sorry, Eustace, I’m 
sorry. And how easily I could say I wish it had never happened. 
But do you know, in spite of everything, I can’t say that. EElda, 
your sfater, well, she deserved a better man, but I was that man 
for a time, yes, for a time I was. That’s what I owe to her, and 

what she gave to me. The rest is all He shook his head. 

“What are your plans?” 

Eustace told him . 

“Well, drop in on them at the old place, won’t you, and tell 
them you’ve seen me; they’ll be glad to hear news. They’ll feel 
shy with you, perhaps, but don’t let that put you off. And say 
something to Anne — ^she’s always liked you; not that we aU 
didn’t. She might tell you something that I couldn’t. Take care 
of yourself, Eustace, and mind, no more fainting.” 

Eustace got to his feet. Unseen by him, two couples had come 
in and were sitting on the high stools by the bar throwing dice for 
drinks. The merry clatter and the tremendous absorption of the 
players in their luck was a kind of tonic, “I must go now,” 
Eustace said. 

“I’ll come and see you off,” 

The wind had died down and the sky was clear but for a few 
slowly moving clouds. Across the canal the dome of the Salute, 
held aloft on dose-coiled springs of stone, offered its proud arch to 
the arch above; while the long, flat, low-pitched roofs on either 
side knelt to its majesty. Away to the left, beyond the Dogana, 
the Piccola Serenata floated in a radiance of light and song. 
Many gondolas were huddled round it and others were hurrying 
to join them. Eustace’s course lay the other way, up the slowly 
curving canal, through the soft darkness enclosed between its 
walls. He told the gondolier his destination and turned to Dick. 

“Good-bye, Dick.” 

“Good-bye, Emtace.” 



PART TWO 


Gome, then, for with a wound I must be cur’d. 


Chapter XV 

Back to Cambo 


AT Norwich Square, in Anchorstone, a September gale had left 
XX its imprint on the small front gardens. The stunted shrubs 
had their sparse foliage twisted inside out; loose tendrils of 
creepers fluttered untidily over brown bow-windows, castellated 
or plain; here and there a red tile was cracked or missing; and 
blown together in pockets in the gutters were little dumps of 
displaced objects — straws and twigs, peel and cigarette-cartons, 
thin drifts of sand and grit. Even the air seemed grit-laden: it 
stung the cheek. 

On the map Anchorstone was an East Coast watering-place, 
but paradoxicafly it faced west. The square was open on that 
side, and Miss Cherrington, coming out of the front door of the 
last house on the right, shaded her eyes against the glitter which 
the sun had conjured from the sea and dispersed through the rain 
washed air. She saw the Anchorstone of to-day, not of fifteen 
years ago, and if she noticed changes — ^the well-kept road at her 
feet, for instance, replacing the rutted chalk track down which 
tradesmen’s carts had once refused to venture — ^she did not regret 
them. 

In any case, Norwich Square had not changed much, and such 
changes as met her eye were mostly on the ground — as though a 
shock-headed youth, on reaching man’s estate, had decided to 
keep his hair cut short and plastered down and parted; and Miss 
Cherrington gave them the same approval she would have given 
the young man who had shouldered his yoke and put away 
diildish things. 

She was dressed, as always, for an occasion, and the occasion 
seemed to be a journey, for she was wearing London clothes, a hat 
that followed the Royal but not the ruling fashion, and a dark- 
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grey suit which fitted and became her well, but was in marked 
contrast to the d6collet6 and informal costumes, disclosing patches 
of red flesh, that passed her on their way down to the beach. 

She went no farther than the gate, and having looked her fill 
returned to the house, carefully avoiding, as she did so, a brand- 
new bath-chair which was standing in the porch, poised as though 
for action. She gave it a look of unwilling but resigned accept- 
ance, went into the drawing-room on her right, and hardly raising 
her voice — ^for at Cambo it was not necessary to speak lou^y to be 
heard by someone in another part of the house — said, “Barbara !” 

Barbara was enormous; as she came in she seemed to fill the 
room. “Yes, Atmt Sarah?” 

“It’s a pleasant morning, fresh but not cold, and I think she 
might very well go out.” 

Barbara lowered herself into a chair and sighed. “I’m afraid 
she won’t. I’ve just asked her, as a matter of fact, and she made it 
quite clear she doesn’t want to. I can’t think why.” 

“She doesn’t like the idea of people seeing her, I suppose,” said 
Miss Cherrington in a neutral voice. 

“Yes, but what does it matter? I don’t mind going out, and 
Hilda’s an oil-painting compared to me.” 

Miss Cherrington glanced at the unshapely figure. Barbara 
was wearing a flowered cotton dress that might have been a 
converted dust-sheet, so casually did it cover her, and a pair of 
dark-blue silk slippers of Chinese embroidery that Eustace had 
given her. One of them had come unsewn at the little toe, and a 
piece of padded scarlet lining showed through. There were violet 
shadows in the transparent pallor around her eyes, and hollows 
in her face which the big mound of her body seemed to emphasise, 
but her gaiety had remained invincible, and a less partial spec- 
tator than Miss Cherrington would still have looked at her with 
pleasure. 

“Yes, but it’s different in your case,” Miss Cherrington said. 

“Oh, I don’t know; people turn away when they see me coming 
and try to seem absorbed in something else. I’m an affront to 
decency — ^poor old Hilda isn’t; you wouldn’t know there was 
anything wrong with her until you get dose. Besides, what harm 
is Acre in being wheeled about in a bath-chair? Anchorstone is 
full of crocks and they’re not all old, by any means.” 

Miss Cherrington’s face saddened. 
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“Yes, but it’s a bitter change for her to be so helpless. You 
can’t blame her for being sensitive about it.” 

“I do blame her,” said Barbara robustly. “We all have to be 
helpless sometimes; it’s nothing to be ashamed of: look at me. 
And I do wish she’d have her meals with us, instead of closeted 
with Minney, kind as Minney is. We know that she has to be 
helped with her food, and we don’t mind seeing her. It’s so 
morbid to keep away. I shan’t mind people seeing me feed my 
baby.” 

“I hope you won’t do it too publicly, dear,” said Miss Cher- 
rington a little anxiously. 

“I shah. I shall make them all come in and watch, all the 
Gang. This shrinking from bodily functions is so Victorian, Aunt 
Sarah, if you don’t mind me saying so. And it isn’t as if Hilda was 
really ill. It’s only nerves, all the doctors agree. She just wants 
taking out of herself.” And Barbara reminded her aunt how Dr. 
Speedwell had assured them that Hilda’s strange condition was 
nothing but a functional disturbance of the nervous system, re- 
sulting from shock. Her recovery, he said, was only a matter of 
time; it might be gradual or it might be sudden, if something, 
possibly another shock, occurred to jolt the dislocated mechanism 
back into place. “I can’t hdp feeling,” she wound up, “that when 
Eustace arrives we shall see a great change. She’ll be singing and 
dancing. When does he arrive, by the way?” 

“His train gets in at a quarter-past one,” said Miss Gherring- 
ton evenly, “and mine leaves at two minutes to three,” 

“So you’ll have time for a talk with him,” said Barbara. “What 
a pity you can’t both be here together. If only Eustace and Hilda 
could share the Blue Room, as they used to, Minney tells me, we 
could have fitted you in.” 

Miss Gherrington did not look amused. “You will be at very 
dose quarters as it is,” she said. “And I don’t know how you’ll 
manage later on. Minney will have to sleep out, I expect. Wasn’t 
there a room over the Post Office?” 

“Ah, those dear departed days I” carolled Barbara suddenly. 

“Besides,” Miss Gherrington went on, ignoring the interrup- 
tion, “I think Eustace would fed — ^wdl, freer, if I wasn’t here. Of 
course, I don’t hold him entirdy to blame for this dreadful busi- 
ness, but he is a good deal responsible, and I should fed it only 
right to tdl him so. No good ever comes of trying to dimb out of 
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tiae class of society into which you are bom. I am proud of belong- 
ing to mine and I hope you are too, Barbara. Eustace always had 
a hankering after rich people, and it will be his undoing, just as 
he has made it Hilda’s. He goes about with them, but he doesn’t 
imderstand their way of looking at things, nor did Hilda.” 

‘‘Sorry,” said Barbara, “but I disagree with you. I’m very 
sorry for old Hilda, of course, but I think she let Eustace down. 
He took all the trouble to get her the entr6e to those marble halls, 
loaded her with jewels and wrist-watches and pretty clothes, 
found her a nice young man, a trifle gay perhaps but very attrac- 
tive from what people say, and then left her to do the rest. And 
she couldn’t; she muddled it terribly. I don’t know, of course, but 
I’m sure she made him the most appalling scenes. You know how 
she used to be with Eustace. She doesn’t imderstand men and 
she’s never tried to. What do you think, Minney?” 

Minney, who had come in on some errand, forgot what it was, 
and looked in perplexity at the two women. 

“Of course I didn’t overhear what you were saying,” she said, 
“but whatever anyone says, it was a great shame. But what I say 
is, it’s no use crying over spilt milk,” 

“Quite right, Minney,” said Barbara, qmckly and perhaps not 
very fairly seizing on Miimey’s Delphic utterances as an argu- 
ment for her side. “We don’t want any post-mortems, do we?” 

“I don’t know about that,” said Minney, gaining confidence. 
“Miss Hilda’s not dead yet, not by a long way, thank goodness, 
and we don’t want her to be, in spite of what she suffered from 
tliat wicked man. But what I’m thinking is, what will Master — 
Mister Eustace say — ^what will Mr. Eustace say when he sees her, 
she who’s always been the darling of his heart?” 

Barbara chewed a reply that was on the tip of her tongue, and 
both she and Miss Cherrington said nothing, but fixed their eyes 
on Minney’s face which, under its soft, dyed, brown hair, had 
altered remarkably little with the years. 

“What will he think, the poor lamb? I was only asking Miss 
Hilda just now, ‘How do you want to be, dear,’ I said, ‘when he 
sees you?’ Of course I’d forgotten she couldn’t answer, except by 
what she does for yes and no, so I said, ‘Will you wear that pretty 
red dress he gave you? You look so nice in that.’ But no, she 
didn’t want to. She’s got ever so many pretty dresses if she’d only 
wear them, but she wfll stick to that stiff blue thing she wore at 
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the hospital — ^more like a uniform, it is. Such a pity, for she’s as 
pretty as she ever was except for the slight cast and the one eyelid 
that droops. So I said, ‘You don’t want him to think you sad, do 
you, dear, because he’s come all that way from Venice on purpose 
to see you?”’ 

Minney stopped, and Miss Cherrington turned away, but 
Barbara said, “How did she take that?” 

“Oh, she began to tremble and fidget like she does when she’s 
excited, and tried to speak, and I encouraged her, as the doctor 
said we were to, and for a moment she did almost say something, 
but she lost it again, and then she looked all downcast, as she does 
when she’s tried and failed. So then I tried another tack and 
asked her when she would like to see him. As soon as he arrives, 
I said, that’s the best time of aU, and they won’t mind waiting 
lunch. But she shook her head, so I went through the half-hours, 
counting from when he came, two, half-past two, three, half-past 
three and so on, but she wouldn’t have any of them, so at last I 
said, ‘Don’t you want to see him? He’ll be so disappointed after 
coming all that way, and after all, he is your brother’ — and then 
she began to cry, because she can still do that, and I wiped away 
the tears and said, ‘Well, let him come and have tea with you,’ 
because that’s the meal she manages best, no knives and forks, and 
some days she can almost hold the cup herself. ‘It’ll seem like old 
times,’ I said, meaning of course that it was the room they used 
to have together, though of course it doesn’t look a bit the same 
now there’s only the one bed and all the furniture’s different, 
though perhaps that’s a good thing really; I mean, one doesn’t 
always want to be reminded.” 

Minney paused as though aware of some inconsistency in her 
train of thought and added, “It’s different here, too, isn’t it, all 
that dark oak stuff?” She looked respectfully at the heavy chairs 
in the Jacobean style which were drawn up against the wstlls, and 
the almost black table, capable of supporting a ton, with its 
scalloped edge of leaves that looked as if they had been scoured 
out with a red-hot poker. “I’m sure it’s good, but it is a bit 
heavy.” 

“I think so too,” said Barbara. “But the che-ild won’t be able 
to hurt it, that’s one good thing. What will you do, Minney, 
when you’ve got two charges to fetch and carry for?” 

“Oh, I shall be all right,” said Minney stoutly. “That’s what 
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I*m for. Besides, Miss Hilda’s not going to be like that for ever. 

I told her, I said, ‘We shall soon have you well agaiin now Mr. 
Eustace is back, you mark my words.’ And she didn’t try to say 
no.” 

‘‘So you think she will see him at teatime,” said Miss Gherring- 
ton. “Though I should feel more comfortable if they had seen 
each other before I went away.” 

Minney’s face brightened. 

^ “She’ll want to see him, depend upon it, the moment she hears 
his voice in the hall. It’s just a little shyness, because perhaps she 
remembers he always was nervous of people who looked a bit out 
of the ordmary or queer, you know. You remember how he 
wouldn’t go near that Miss Fothergill, though we all tried to 
make him, and in the end he did, and was glad. Well, it’ll be the 
same with Miss Hilda.” 

Miss Cherrington, who seldom showed herself completely 
pleased, looked grave and unhappy. “I don’t think you ought to 
say that, Minney. It would distress Miss Hilda very much if she 
knew, and in any case, there’s no real likeness.” 

“Oh, I know it’s only on the surface,” said Miimey. “And I 
expect he’s got used to that sort of thing now, living abroad with 
foreigners.” 

Barbara could hardly suppress a smile. “Now you’re telling us 
he won’t want to see her. That will be a complication,” 

“Of course they’ll want to see each other,” cried Minney in- 
dignantly. “Who said they wouldn’t? It would be most un- 
natural if they didn’t, and Eustace was always a most natural 
little boy, only rather timid. It’s just the shyness, that’s all. It’ll 
wear off. Now what was I doing?” she said. “I came in here for 
something, and there’s Mr. Grankshaw in the hall. He won’t 
want me in here, and if I go away, I shall remember what I came 
for.” 

Minney went out as the master of the house came in. 

“Darling, she thinks you’re an ogre^^ cried Barbara delightedly. 
“She’s always saying, ‘Mr. Grankshaw won’t like this,’ or ‘MDr. 
Grankshaw prefers it another way,’ she simply won’t admit that 
you’re a member of the family.” 

Jimmy bent down and kissed her. “She likes me well enough,” 
he said good-humouredly. “It’s only that I take a bit of gettii^ 
used to.” 
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“But she*s had weeks to get used to you! And only yesterday 
he said, *Mr. Cherrington always wore a dark suit when he 
vent to his office in Ousemouth- I think it’s so becoming to a 
nan. 

“Well, I don’t go to an office, I go to a garage, hence these 
weeds.” 

“Darling, you talk as if you were a mechanic instead of the 
nanager of the largest garage in North-west Norfolk. You 
nustn’t talk like that in front of Eustace, who’s been used to living 
with lords and ladies.” 

“Eustace won’t mind,” said Jimmy shortly. “Men don’t pay 
any attention to these distinctions. It’s only women who do. He 
isn’t coming to-day, is he?” 

“Yes, any time now. Darling, you must go and tidy yourself. 
He’ll think you come from nowhere.” 

“I’m not going to alter my ways for him, and you don’t look 
over-tidy yourself, my sweet. Besides, it’s Hilda he’ll want to see.” 

“Oh no, he won’t want to see her, Minney’s just said so, and 
she doesn’t want to see him — ^so what are we to do?” 

Miss Cherrington rose, saying her packing needed attention. 
As a matter of fact she sddom appeared at a meal without first 
withdrawing to make some sartorial preparation for it, but 
Barbara found another explanation for her departure. 

“Isn’t she too sweet? She still thinks we ought to be left alone 
together sometimes,” 

“It doesn’t look as if we should be much alone together in the 
near future,” said Jimmy, crossing and recrossing his legs dis- 
contentedly. 

“You mustn’t say that: you know that a man marries his wife’s 
relations. Besides, you were the first to say we must take in Hilda, 
poor old girl.” , 

“I didn’t bargain for Eustace, too. Of course, I’d only be too 
delighted in the ordinary way, but at this time, when you’ve got 
so many things to think of 

“I’ve only got one thing to think of, and that’s James Edward, 
the Old Pretender, as you used to call him. •Only he’s not a pre- 
tender any more— he’s quite real.” 

“That’s what I mean, my pet,” smd Jimmy, “You ought to be 
thinking about your foture, not about your relations’ murky 

■noefe ** 
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"Oh, how can you say Hilda has a mtirky past? I suppose she 
has in a way though, poor dear.” 

"I wish I could get hold of that rotter/’ said Jimmy. "I’d give 
him socks, Staveley or no Staveley.” 

"You can’t, darling; he’s gone to the Far East or wherever 
people go when they’ve made a mess of things.” 

"He’s certainly made a mess of your sister all right, and left us 
the job of clearing it up. Why, she may be on our hands for 
months or even years.” 

"Oh no, she’ll get better as soon as Eustace comes. Hilda has 
the constitution of an ox.” 

“Don’t you be too sure, Babs. The doctor said there was a 
possibility that her mind might be affected, and what chance 
would you and James Edward have with a raging lunatic in the 
house?” 

"Well, we can’t send her away, darling- Where would she go? 
She doesn’t want to go to Willesden.” 

"Couldn’t she go into a home?” 

"No, she dreads that— and there isn’t enough money: she spent 
half she had on that beastly clinic, and I believe Eustace did too. 
They’re practically paupers now, both of them,” 

"Good God!” 

"Besides, you know you like Eustace, in spite of his being rather 
a toady.” 

"I wish he wouldn’t talk about his grand friends in that low, 
respectful voice.” 

"You wouldn’t like it any better if he bawled them at you 
through a megaphone, and the doctor said the best thing for 
Hilda” (here she mimicked him) "was ‘to be with cheerful, ordi- 
nary people leading busy normal lives with lots of outside in- 
terests.’” 

“Does that mean us?” 

"Of course it does, darling, and you were so nice about it before, 
I can’t think what’s come over you. James Edward doesn’t like 
what you’ve been saying at all — he’s kicked me sever^ times.” 

"Oh, very well, then, if you must turn the house into a lunatic 
asylum or a home for fallen 

"Jimmy, I will not let you say that. We dont know that 
Hilda’s fallen, and she can’t tell us— we only know that she has 
been jilted by a cruel, cruel nxan.” 
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“Don’t lorget that Speedwell said she might be shamming.” 

“I know, but you mustn’t tell Eiistace.” 

“Why not?” 

“It wouldn’t be fair to Hilda. It might put him against her.” 

“But is it fair to Eustace? Besides, Speedwell may give him the 
int.” 

“He won’t, because I asked him not to. Now run away and 
^ash that oil off your hands.” 

“They’re not oUy; I haven’t been within stroking-distance of a 
aachine for weeks, worse luck.” 

“Well, smile then, or Eustace will think you’re not glad to see 
am. 

“I don’t know that I am so very glad to see him.” 

“Well, you must pretend to be. Quick, here he is.” 

There was the sound of a car stopping at the door, followed by 
m altercation, and a voice was heard to say, in resolute but un- 
willing accents, “Sixpence over the fare is quite enough.” 

“Good heavens,” whispered Baibara, “what has happened to 
Sustace?” 


After luncheon Barbara decreed that Aunt Sarah and Eustace 
should have a talk, unless, she said, Eustace’s continental habits 
iemanded a siesta. “And you do look rather tired,” she added, 
■‘all round that new moustache.” 

Eustace, however, scouted such a need, and nephew and aunt 
sat down, a little self-consciously, at right angles to each other, in 
the two straight-backed arm-chairs which belonged to the Jaco- 
bean set. Miss Gherrington kept her grey sufede gloves on her lap, 
and by her side an expensively plain bag which, Eustace guessed, 
had cost her more than she felt she ought to pay. But before 
either of them had found words to break the silence, Minney 
bustled in and said that Miss Hilda had heard Mr. Eustace’s 
voice and wanted to see him and would ring when she was ready. 
Mr. Crankshaw had fixed an electric bell to her chair in such a 
way that she could press it by simply lowering her hand. But 
sometimes the bell rang a long time because she couldn’t take her 
hand off. 

“How was she able to tell you aU this?” Eustace asked. 

“Oh, I have to keep asking her questions, and then she nods 
or shakes her head. A stranger might not Imow which she was 
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doing, but I know. And she wants me to be there when you come. 

I hope you don’t mind, Master Eustace,” 

Eustace S2iid no, he would be glad. 

His talks with Aunt Sarah had always been for information 
rather than communication, an exchange of facts rather t han an 
interplay of feelings, and this one was no exception. But Eustace 
did find a change, in himself, for whereas once he had chafed 
against the unprogressive nature of his intercourse with Aunt 
Sarah, and hoped, as he once hoped of every conversation, that 
something would come of it— that some feeling fostered by their 
two presences would suddenly burst into flower — ^he now found 
himself without any such expectation. Still there were things he 
wanted to know, and Aunt Sarah would be able to supply the 
answers. He didn’t think she would want to be told about his life 
in Venice, and rather hoped she wouldn’t. He was glad to be 
talking to her rather than to the others because, though they were 
all more sympathetic to him than she was, she had a much clearer 
idea of what the situation meant to him. She woxild not try to 
cheer him up with light-hearted and even facetious references to 
Hilda’s state, as they had. All areas were tender areas, but some 
were farther from the actual seat of the wound than others. He 
would ask her about the clinic. She had told him something in 
her letter which had reached him the morning he left Venice, but 
he wanted to know more, 

Stephen Hilliard, it appeared, was looking after Hilda’s in- 
terests at the clinic ; his firm had made very strong representations 
to the directors. They could not possibly treat the secretary as if 
she were a mere employee, to be dismissed at a month’s notice; 
not only had she made the clinic the success it was, or had been, 
but she had sunk a great deal of her ovm capital in it — ^Aunt 
Sarah did not quite know how much. The stories that had been 
circulated about her were either baseless or grossly exa^erated; 
if necessary the persons responsible, could they be discovered, 
would be served with a writ for slander. Hilda’s imperious temper 
had made her enemies, even among the directors, but this could 
not be weighed in the scales against the immense services she had 
done them, the high percentage of cures, the innumerable letters 
from grateful parents. Whether the post would be kept open for 
her until she recovered was still undecided; the legal position was 
obscure, for it could be argued that Hilda’s extensive donations 
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and Eustace’s gave them a peculiar status amounting almost to 
part-ownership. The whole question was being discussed, Mr. 
Hilliard had written to her, in an atmosphere as friendly as he 
could make it; and he had good hopes of an outcome more satis- 
factory than had seemed possible even a week ago. He had meant 
to come down to Anchorstone to give them all a full report. Miss 
Cherrington paused. 

“Isn’t he coming now?” asked Eustace. 

Again Miss Cherrington hesitated. “He seemed to think you 
might not wish to see him.” 

“He’s wrong,” said Eustace. “I should be most happy to see 
him.” 

Something in his voice and manner struck Miss Cherrington, 
and she looked at him curiously. “I’m glad you say so,” she said. 
“Mr. Hilliard has been an invaluable jfriend to us; indeed, I don’t 
know what we should have done without him. If he wrote to you 
anything that was hasty or unwise, it was the result of his deep 
attachment to Hilda’s interests.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace, “I realise that.” 

“I’ll be open with you,” Miss Cherrington said, “as I trust I 
always am: I had hoped, and I still haven’t given up hoping, that 
when she is herself again Hilda and he may find their happiness 
in each other.” 

“I hope so too,” said Eustace. “But do you think she will ever 
care for him?” 

“She might, now that this other man has gone out of her life.” 

She bent a look on Eustace when she said this, but to her sur- 
prise he seemed unmoved, “Tell me,” he said, “why did she 
want to come here^” 

Miss Cherrington looked xmeasy and unwilling, but Eustace 
knew she would tell him the truth. 

“It was after her last interview with him,” she said, “when he 
broke off their — ^their — ^relationship. He told her then that he 
was going abroad, and that Miss Sheldon had become engaged to 
him.” 

“But I thought began Eustace, almost rudely. 

“That she learned that she had been deserted from the morning 
newspaper? No, they thought so at the hospital, because she was 
taken ill while she was rcadiag the announcement. She knew two 
days before, but she didn’t believe he meant it. We must give him 
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the credit of having had the courage to tdl her he had jilted 
her.” 

“J 3 ted?” said Eustace. *‘But had he asked her to marry 
him?” 

“I am surprised at your using that tone,” said Miss Cherring- 
ton, ‘‘after everything your sister has suffered. You sound as if 
you were defending him. Do you realise what those months cost 
her? Her reputation, her living, almost her life. Does it make 
much difference whether or not diey were formally engaged? He 
certainly behaved as if — ^no, I can’t speak of it. You have picked 
up some very strange notions, Eustace, jfrom the people you have 
been associating with.” 

Eustace looked at her expressionlessly. To some a love-affair 
would always seem amusing, exciting, delicious, the sweetest of 
stolen waters, an inevitable adjimct of civilisation, a renewal of 
life. To others it was simply a denial of morals, a lapse from right 
living to be unequivocally condemned. One thing was certain: it 
did not suit the temperament of the Gherringtons. 

‘‘But you still haven’t told me,” he said, “why Hilda came to 
Anchorstone.” 

Miss Cherrington ignored the impatience in his voice and 
answered evenly; “If you had been here at the time, Eustace, you 
would realise how difficult it is for me to remember every little 
detail of those most distressing days. Indeed, I try to forget them. 
In my letter to you I made as light of everytWg as I could. Hilda 
was abnormally excited and the doctor — feared for her reason. 
Before the announcement came out she knew she was on the verge 
of a breakdown, and she had persuaded herself that if she came 
here, where — ^where he was, he — well — ^he might change his 
mind. Also I think the place had associations for her, widi you 
as well as with him. I tried to dissuade her, pointing out that she 
would cheapen herself and alienate the sympathy which everyone 
felt for her, but she was immovable; and the doctor said that in 
her state she must not be crossed, and she might even benefit firom 
the air here, which did you all so much good as children. But 
I’m afraid she hasn’t benefited from it much as yet, because we 
can’t induce her to go out of the house,” 

Miss Cherrington stopped and looked at Eustace. She could 
not tell what was passing in his mind. His face, which usually 
followed and even forestalled the changes in an interlocutor’s 
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mood, and was never more responsive than when he was being 
scolded, looked stony and rather cross, and the curves that the 
habit of amiability had stamped on his mobile featiires now belied 
their spirit. And the smudge of moustache was like a scrawled 
placard closing a right of way. Another Eustace was wearing his 
face. Instinctively, if against her will, Miss Cherrington was im- 
pressed by these signs of male independence; she felt she had made 
a false step, and her concern for Hilda, whose fate she believed to 
lie in Eustace’s hands, made her try, almost for the first time in 
her life, to conciliate him. 

‘®But all these are rather sad things,” she said. “You haven’t 
told me about your time in Venice, though you wrote me two 
very interesting letters. Did you enjoy yourself?” 

“Venice?” said Eustace. “Oh yes, I enjoyed myself. I had a 
very good time, but I don’t think you’d be specially interested to 
hear about it.” 

“What makes you think that?” Miss Gherrington’s voice had 
the ironical inflection she so often used to Eustace. “I hope I take 
an interest in all your doings.” She gave an uncertain little laugh 
and awaited, but not quite confidently, the facial adjustments, 
and the Veil, you sees’ with which he was wont to refashion for 
her benefit a story of which he knew she wouldn’t approve. 

But he only said, “I don’t think that sort of thing is quite in 
your line,” 

Miss Cherrington was very much taken aback. She stifled an 
obvious retort, and at that moment a bell, which might have been 
the whole house cheeking her, buzzed like an angry wasp. Eus- 
tace turned white, and looked quickly to right and left. Then 
Minney was standing in the doorway, her face portentous with 
the gravity of her errand. She nodded and beckoned, but did not 
speak. Trembling, Eustace got up and followed her. 

Miss Cherrington scarcely noticed his agitation, so astonished 
was she by the act of rebellion that had preceded it. She had 
caught in his face what she seldom allowed herself to see — a like- 
ness to his father whom she had loved. Yes, in this very room, 
though it was so different then, Alfred Cherrington, fortified by 
whisky and a cigar, had defied her to refuse Miss Fothergill’s 
legacy. He had imposed his will on hers. Eustace had been up- 
stairs with Minney, having his bath; she remembered the gush 
of the outgoing water, she almost expected, so rife were domestic 
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sounds at Cambo, to hear it again. Hilda had been taking care 
of Barbara while they went to the funeral; dear little thing, she 
always was a pickle. 

The day Miss Fothergill was laid to rest, the day that changed 
their lives, the day that gave Eustace back to Hilda. But only for 
a time: school stretched the elastic; the war, Oxford, Venice, they 
all stretched it, but now it had snapped to again. What had she 
wanted of Eustace? In what had he always fallen short? Why 
was she permanently discouraged and irritated by him? Except 
that once, when he ran away, he always did what he was told. 
Why did she wish that he belonged to someone else? Why could 
he only do right when he was carrying out Hilda’s orders? Why 
did she resent her brother’s occasional outbursts of fondness for 
him? Was it because he reminded her of his mother, Alfred’s 
plaything? 

Miss Cherrington nodded- Alfred was wearing his straw hat; 
it had a guard, a black blob with a cord coming from it that 
fastened in his button-hole. His fair moustache was waxed at 
the ends — ^no, he had taken the wax off: wax was no longer the 
fashion. He looked gay and dashing in his new suit, and she felt 
proud of him. But no, it wasn’t his suit, it was a present from 
Eustace, who had got hold of some money and put them all per- 
manently in his debt. Eustace had apologised for that many 
times, but he wasn’t apologising now. He had grown a moustache 
too, and was telling her, in effect, to mind her own business, and 
she felt she liked him better. 

The door opened, and she started and must have looked 
alarmed, for Mioney, who was obviously labouring under strong 
excitement, began reassuringly, *Tt’s all right, dear.” Horrified 
at the slip, she hastily corrected herself. “I mean, it’s all right, 
Miss Cherrington. They’re getting on beautifully. He’s sitting 
close beside her and talking to her just as if she were herself. I’d 
taken so much trouble with her to make her look nice — ^you know, 
she doesn’t want to be bothered sometimes, and get’s fretful and 
fidgety like a child. She would wear the uniform, but I pressed it 
and cleaned it, and put her chair with its back to the l^ht — ^the 
way Miss FothergiQ used to, you remember.” Miss Cherrington 
frowned, but Minney didn’t notice. 

‘‘And then I did something I’d never done before, and I wasn’t 
sure you’d like it. Miss Cherrington; but she’s got so pale these 
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lastweeks, and I knewshe must have some make-up put away some- 
where in that lovely gold compact-set he gave her. So I found it, 
and oh. Miss Cherrington, she didn’t want me to put it on, she 
shook her head and cried, but I said, ‘You must think of him, too, 
dear, as well as yourself; he won’t like to see you looking pale, it’ll 
give him quite a shock.’ So at last she gave way. Of course I 
didn’t quite know how to do it, I’ve never done such a thing 
before, and I don’t hold with it, but they all say you mustn’t put 
on too much, so I was very careful, and I think she does look 
nice — ^you’ll see her before you go away, won’t you?” Minney 
paused for breath. 

“I’ve already said good-bye to her,” said Miss Cherrington. 
“I’m not sure it would be wise to disturb her a second time.” 

“Just as you like of course, Miss Cherrington, only it seems a 
pity. Well, he came in and was breathing rather hard, but he 
went straight to her and took her hands, which were lying quite 
natural in her lap, in both his and said, ‘Oh, Hilda, I am glad to 
see you,’ or something like that.” 

“Did he kiss her?” asked Miss Cherrington. 

“Yes, he did, and then I was a little afraid for the rouge, what 
with that little moustache he’s got which makes him look so funny 
— ^but it was quite all right, and you wouldn’t have noticed any 
difference in her except for iht cast and the eyelid that droops and 
the stiff, still way she sits. And then he began to talk to her and 
tdl her how much he’d missed her and how he’d been thinking 
of her, all the way from Venice, he said, and that he knew she 
was going to get better, and he would never leave her till she 
did.” 

Miss Cherrington nodded. “Did he refer to her — ^to her other 
trouble?” 

“Mr. Stavdey? No, he didn’t say anything about that, not 
while I was there; he talked about the room and how changed it 
was, but still the same in a way, and how he was looking forward 
to seeing all the old places again and the rides they would go 
together in the bath-chair.” 

“Did she agree to that?” said Miss Cherrington eagerly. “I 
thixdc that is so important.” 

“I couldn’t quite tell, because he didn’t give her time to show 
whether she would or not; he seemed to t^c it for granted she 
would. And then he started tdling her about Venice, how it was 
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all canals and bridges — ^so inconvenient, I thinlc — ^and how he’d 
written a book.” 

“A book?” queried Miss Cherrington almost incredulously. 
'*How could he have written a book?” 

“Well, that’s what he said; but he didn’t tell her what it was 
about, and of course she couldn’t ask him^ that was what made 
the conversation so one-sided. You say something to her, but you 
can’t be sme whether it’s what she wants to hear or not; you get 
discouraged when she makes no answers, though of course in 3 ie 
nature of things it can’t be otherwise. You might even think she 
wasn’t interested, though I’ve got so I can tell when she is. And 
sometimes when she didn’t answer he’d turn to me and say, ‘Isn’t 
that so, Minney?’ almost as if I was her. And then he slowed 
down a bit, and seemed to be wondering what to say next, so then 
I saw the ice was broken and I thought they’d get on better with 
me away, and I slipped out.” 

“Thani you very much, Minney,” Miss Cherrington said. “I 
am devoutly thankful Mr. Etistace has come back at last. Did you 
notice any diflference in her, in her physical condition, I mean? I 
suppose it’s too early to look for that.” 

“I can’t say I did,” said Minney. “But I’m sure she hasn’t been 
quite so helpless this last day or two. Mr. Eustace, now, he looked 
as if he anight be sickening for something. We shall have to feed 
him up. Of course he never was very strong.” 

“I expect he’s been leading a rather tiring life,” said Miss 
Cherrington, “and then the journey on top of it. But you’ll take 
care of him, Minney; he was always your favourite.” 

She made it soxmd an accusation. 

“Well, I used to think Miss Hilda was a bit hard on him, but 
of course she can’t be now.” 

“No, indeed.” 

“I expect he’ll be glad to talk to me, just as a change from 
always asking questions. He seems quite the yoimg man now, 
don’t you think so, Miss Cherrington?” 

“Yes, I tVimk he has changed. When did you last see him, 
Minney?” 

“About two years ago. Of course he hadn’t the moustache 
then. That imkes a inan look more hirnsdf.” 

“Is it a moustache?” Miss Cherrington asked. “I thought he 
had perhaps forgotten to shave.” 
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**Oh no, he told me it was on purpose. You see, it’s only had 
the journey and those two days in London. I wonder if it \^1 be 
stiff or silky?” 

“He may not keep it,” said Miss Cherrington. “I mean,” she 
added rather primly, “men don’t always.” 

The grinding of brakes and other smaller sounds announced 
that a car was stopping at the door. 

Miss Cherrington picked up her bag. Arm in arm, Barbara and 
Jimmy strolled past the window, opened the white gate, and stood 
looking critically at the car. 

“Shall I fetch Mr. Eustace?” Minney asked. “He said be sure 
to tell him when you were going.” 

“Better not, I think,” said Miss Cherrington. “I shall soon be 
seeing him again, and if he’s talking to Miss Hilda, and helping 
her, he couldn’t be more usefully employed.” 



Chapter XVI 

A Meditation about Size 


^ I 'HE worse is the enemy of the bad, and now that the worse 
had happened, Eustace felt much calmer. Sorrow inflicts a 
deeper wound, but nervous dread deranges all the processes of 
living. Eustace did not realise how much he had suffered from 
the uncertainty of what was happening to Hilda until the smoke 
had cleared away and the full extent and meaning of the disaster 
lay patent to his view. Suffering tempers the spirit and hardens 
it. Eustace^s moustache concealed a stiffening upper lip. 

He reproached himself with this, and took his spirit to task for 
not plumbing new depths of despair. He thought that not to 
worry was the same as not to care: how could he be sorry unless 
his pialse raced, his stomach churned, and his bowels turned to 
water? But though the winds of self-criticism blew from every 
quarter, they did not ruffle him. The sight of Hilda, the wreck of 
Hilda, her slight squint, her drooping eyelid, her embryo move- 
ments that ended in a tremor, had somehow brought him peace. 
The blow had fallen, and by falling had cured him of his dread 
of it. 

It cured him of many dreads and of their inconvenient mani- 
festations in his daily life. For many years his consciousness had 
been beset by the need to discover devices to forestall the future, 
amulets, sometimes clothed in a show of reason, against ill luck# 
Before he went out he must remember to take enough money to 
guard against some serious eventuality, such as being taken ill and 
having to enter a nursing-home which would only receive him on 
terms of cash down. IBs pockets bulged with duplicates of objects 
that he feared he might lose — ^handkerchiefe, keys, matches. He 
must have two watches in case one stopped (not an irrational 
dread, for he had given Mhs Fothergill’s watch to Lady Nelly and 
his Venetian timepieces only ffirted with Time). For extended 
absences from his base he sometimes took an extra pair of socks. 
Then there was his brandy flask, almost as heavy as a pistol and 

66i 



602 Eustace and Hilda 

'with an outline hardly less conspicuous. This, too, he discarded, 
for along with the other dreads that had forsaken him was the 
dread of death. Indeed, when Dr. Speedwell, grey-headed but 
still spruce and natty, said, “Well, young man, you’re not looking 
any too fit, would you like me to run the stethoscope over you?” 
Eustace refused, saying he had never felt better. 

Thus disburdened in mind and body, Eustace felt a new light- 
ness. It was not the lightness of ecstasy, such as he had kno'wn 
when he saw Hilda received into the sky, nothing like that, but a 
sensation akin to the physical release of shedding one’s winter 
underclothing for the summer. Realising he had overspent him- 
self and could no longer afford to hire a car to take him about, he 
bought, after some conscientious haggling, a second-hand bicycle, 
and on this he meant to visit the haxmts of his childhood ; but only 
because they were destinations that he knew, not with any inten- 
tion of recovering the past: to do that would be childish, and he 
had put away childish things. 

Meanwhile, there was Hilda to consider, indeed — b, circum- 
stance which more than any other contributed to his peace of 
mind — ^there was only Hilda to consider. His task, his life, lay 
with her. Care of her was to be his expiation. Eustace seized on 
this gratefully. It was the obviotis course, something that no one 
could either praise or blame him for. It was realistic, and Eustace 
was trying to persuade his mind that his mistakes were not so 
much due to wickedness as to his habit of turning all experience 
into fantasy. The temptation to see things larger than life, to 
invest them with grandeur and glamour and glory — ^that had 
been his downfall. Everything, he told himself, could be traced 
to that; above all, his wish to aggrandise Hilda and make her the 
Lady of Anchorstone Hall. He had made her the victim of his 
size-snobbery; and what better cure for snobbery than to study 
Hilda as she was, try to accommodate hiroself to her moods, wait 
on her, and think of things to say to her? 

He had never been good at monologue; his conversation, such 
as it was, depended a good deal on catching an overtone in an 
interlocutor’s remark and matching it with another of his own to 
make a shred of harmony that trembled into oblivion as quickly 
as the Lost Chord. He had always been tongue-tied with deaf 
people. With Hilda he had to be extremely explicit; marshall his 
ideas, find a topic and hold the floor. Those oblique approaches, 
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that waiting for a sign in the voice, were no use at all. He found 
unsuspected nuggets of definiteness in hinnsftlf and also the power 
to adopt a persuasive, even a commanding, tone; and it was in 
response to a mixture of the two that Hilda at last overcame her 
repugnance to the public gaze and allowed him to take her out in 
the bath-chair, 

^ She would only go in the dark, however, which meant, at this 
time of year, setting out after their early supper. Methodical 
now, he prepared for their first venture by a survey of the 

terrain; he walked sdl the way to the lighthouse with his eyes on 
the ground, taking note of ruts and bumps, and places where kerb- 
stones had to be negotiated. The cart track below the square had 
been transformed into a macadamised highway, fringed on one 
side by large new houses, facing the sea. Regrettable in itself, the 
change spelt safer and smoother progress for the bath-chair; still, 
he was glad when the road petered out in a semicircle weedy from 
disuse and the grass unrolled its carpet. He was neeurly opposite 
the Second Shelter with its slate-blue roof, and these were the 
cliffs he knew. To tread the turf and see the green again was 
soothing to the eye and refreshing to the feet after the unyielding 
pavements of Venice lit by their whitish glare. Green, the colour 
of hope, was a rarity in Venice. 

He stooped down and picked a blade of grass and examined it 
carefully. It was short and sapless and brown at the tip, and 
Eustace’s imagination could take no pleasure in it. But remem- 
ber, he admonished himself, its beauty is in its essential quality; 
it is not the totter-grass, or the sword-grass, least of all the Grass 
of Parnassus; it is ordinary common grass^ but a Chinese painter 
might have given a lifetime to portraying it, and that without any 
idealisation, each patient stroke taking him nearer to the heart of 
grassness in the grass. And this demi-lune of bird’s-foot trefoil, 
egg-yellow blobs shading to orange and red, it is not the strditzia, 
the ^ueen Flower of Central Africa; it is not the Morning Glory 
convolvulus; it is not the Night-blowing Cereus; still less is it the 
Sequma gigantia^ the Big Tree of California, or the Blue Gum tree 
of Australia, t^est of trees, or the Cedar of Lebanon, the most 
noble, or the Banyan tree of India, the tree of widest girth. It is 
a hardy, humble little flower, quite content to be trodden on or 
wheeled over. But Titian or Botticelli would not have disdained 
to give it a place of honour in thdr pictures or found it less in 
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keeping with the spirit of Flora than more imposing flowers with 
grander names. 

So Eustace mused, and meanwhile his steps were bringing him 
nearer to the red-capped Third Shelter and the cliff’s edge. 
The hedgerow which used to cling to it so tenaciously had dis- 
appeared, a casualty of the erosion that was slowly eating away 
the face of the cliff. Far below, no doubt, among the d6bris of 
boulders that buttressed the great wall, could be found fragments 
of quickset, brittle, dried, and dead, that the birds used for their 
nests. Never mind; some time the ancient landmark had to go, 
and it had been, he remembered, a trap for paper-bags and other 
litter; but it would have served, on dark nights, when he was 
pushiag the bath-chair, to show him how near to the verge he 
was, for there was no railing now, it had gone the same way as 
the hedge, and the remains of the old one — a post here and there 
and a spar or two sticking out into space — ^were scantier than they 
used to be. High time that the Urban District Council, which 
flaunted their names and notices everywhere, took the matter in 
hand and put up a proper fence, even if it did fall down after a 
few years, for the place was not really safe, especially for people 
whose duty took them out after nightfall. 

Eustace raised his eyes unwillingly, for already he had several 
times seen, and did not want to see again, the desecration of the 
lighthouse, the pharos of Anchorstone. Gone was the white 
summit with the golden weather-cock, gone the circular glass 
chamber, shrouded with dense white curtains, within which 
gleamed the rainbow-coloured lantern — ^glass behind glass. The 
bmlding had been dismantled and decapitated, and the headless 
trunk, stark as the base of an abandoned windmill, had been 
painted a hideous maroon. But that was not all; a notice, now at 
last legible to Eustace’s short-sighted eyes, proclaimed: ‘The Old 
Lighthouse Tea House’. All the equipment of the lighthouse- 
man’s craft had disappeared; the larger and smaller flag poles 
webbed with rigging, the two low, square, whitewashed huts 
whose doors, defended by iron palisades, were kept so ostenta- 
tiously locked, the smell of oil which haunted the buildings with 
its secret and mysterio\is suggestion. The many printed prohibi- 
tions that made the precincts of the lighthouse a place of awe, 
fearsome to approach, had gone, and in their stead were hands 
with the index fingers stretched in invitation; ‘This way to the 
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Tea Rooms*; ‘Ladies’; ‘Gendemen*. Before, you had been told 
to keep out; now you were asked to come in. The god had de- 
serted his shnne and commerce had takpn it over. 

The new Eustace did not waste his time on regretting the 
transformation. If the lighthouse had outgrown its usefulness, far 
better that it should be turned into a tea-shop, where many 
people might refresh themselves, and where perhaps, later on, a 
few weeks, a few months, a few years later, when she was well 
enough to eat in public, Hilda and he too might come and have 
their tea. It would make a but de promenade, as Countess 
Loredan might have said. 

He turned from the lighthouse and looked over the cliff. The 
sea was far out, and straight in front of him, beyond Old Anchor- 
stone, the mussel-bed, that great black sandbank, extended its 
giant length like a stranded whale. No, not like a whale — ^Hamlet 
had laid that trap for Polonius: it was a sandbank, and like a 
sandbank, and no good would come of seeing it as something else. 

Stephen had been right to warn him against his trick of idealisa- 
tion, of preferring an image to reality, yes, and sometimes the 
image of an image. Soon, after he arrived Eustace had had a 
letter from Stephen, a letter stiff, almost rigid, with apology. He 
did not think Eustace would want to see him after what he had 
said in his previous letter. He offered no excuse: the letter had 
been written imder emotional stress; some of its facts, he had 
afterwards learned, were inaccurate; all its inferences and charges 
were as untrue as they were unkind; he begged Eustace to forgive 
him. Eustace composed a long telegram in reply, saying that he 
entirely understood, nothing had been altered, Stephen must 
come down to Anchorstone at the earliest possible moment. The 
telegram was elocfuent with protestations and superlatives, but 
Eustace tore it up: it was an unjustifiable piece of extravagance, 
and moreover, as Stephen himself had said, the natural pace at 
which things happened was the right pace. Instead he wrote a 
letter, from which the ardoxir of reconciliation was carefully kept 
out, merely saying that Stephen would be very welcome. 

When they met they met almost as strangers. Of all the little 
jests that Eustace had been half hoping for, tiie stately gibes at his 
new way of life with spade and bucket, none came to birth. Cere- 
moniously they helped each other on with their coats, for the 
weather had turned colder, and handed each other thdr hats, and 
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paced side by side under the shadow of Palmerston Parade; nor 
did Stephen ever speculate on the kind of people, the illicit 
couples, coiners, and fugitives from justice who must inhabit those 
strange cylindrical niches, or comment playfully on the efforts 
Anchorstone was making to assume the status of a ftiU-grown 
health resort. 

Their relations were business-like, and they talked of business. 
The directors had arrived at a compromise: they would not con- 
tinue to pay Hilda her salary, but they would keep her place open 
provided she recovered in reasonable time. Eustace asked how 
long reasonable time might be, and Stephen shrugged his shoul- 
ders. In answer to his firm’s representations they had promised to 
take what steps they could to prevent any further slanders being 
spread about Hilda; the chief culprit had been discovered and 
dismissed, but of course there was no sure way, they said, of stop- 
ping people’s tongues. Hilda had sunk a third of her share of 
Miss Fothergill’s legacy in the clinic, Eustace about a sixth of 
his; if the money could not be recovered, it would still be useful 
for bringing pressure to bear on the directors, and meanwhile 
neither Hilda nor Eustace had been reduced to penury. They 
would have to be very careful, that was all, and in their present 
position opportunities for extravagance were few. 

Stephen stayed at the Wolferton Hotel, a building which had 
always impressed Eustace as a child by its magnificence. To sit 
among the palms in its glass winter-garden that overlooked the 
steeply sloping green on one side, and on the other two the sea, 
had seemed to him one of the supreme rewards of hinnan en- 
deavour, and its noble zigzag fire-escape had kindled in his 
imagination conflagrations of imparallded splendour. Back from 
the Palazzo Sfortunato, he had been amused by its solid preten- 
tiousness, but now, as he entered it for the first time, no longer 
protected by Lady Nelly’s purse, he realised that the modest 
luxury of the Wolferton was far beyond his means. 

They dined together in the winter-garden tinder the palms, 
which rustled drily at them, and talked at first of indifferent 
matters, of Stephen and his prospects and of Eustace and his. 
The comparison, though neither of them drew it, was eloquent, 
as eloquent as that between the rose-shaded lamp on their table 
and the cold northern twilight gathering outside. Eustace ex- 
plained that he could not return to Oxford until Hilda was better; 
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he would go on reading for Schools, of course; somehow he would 
get over the diflSculty of finding the books he needed, and perhaps 
M would work to more purpose when he had fewer distractions. 
Of course, if Hilda’s illness was prolonged, he might have to give 
Orford up and drastically revise his future plans* 

^ “What do the doctors say?” asked Stephen. It was the first 
time he had spoken of Hilda, except in connection with her 
affairs. 

Eustace told him. “They think some kind of a shock might 
cure her,” he added. 

Stephen said nothing, and Eustace, goaded by his silence, sud- 
denly asked the question which he had been wanting to ask ever 
since Stephen arrived. 

“Would you like to see her?” 

“Would she like me to?” coimtered Stephen. 

Eustace had sounded Hilda, and she had made it quite clear 
she did not want to see Stephen. The old Eustace would have 
said ‘No’ to Stephen’s question, would indeed have been horrified 
by any other answer; but the new one, a more forceful personality, 
did not allow his ideas of what was good for Hilda to be bounded 
by mere verbal truth. If taxed, he could explain afterwards that 
he had not understood what she meant; a reasonable excuse, for 
it was not always easy to tell. 

“Yes,” he said. 

Stephen gave him the old look that seemed to be resting on 
something behind his head. 

“Do you think I should be a shock?” he said. 

Eustace did not blush, but smiled under his moustache, ‘sotto i 
baflBl’, as the Italians had it, “A very pleasant one, if so.” 

Stephen’s face Ibst ail its highly trained composure, and he said 
hurriedly; “No, no, please, not this time.” 

And Eustace, unconsciously remembering another conversa- 
tion, said, “Well, you know best.” 

He turned his back on the lighthouse and began to walk home 
to a Hilda whom her best fiiend, perhaps her only friend outside 
the family, did not want to see. But he, Eustace, wanted to see 
her: he did not shrink from the change that sorrow had wrought 
in her. What was it but a littile rift within the lute which had 
indeed muted the music, but not for long? A trifling displacement 
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>f matter, a functional disorder of the nervous system which time 
vould put right? The calamity had given them to each other; 
his helpless, moveless, speechless Hilda was more his than the 
Jovereign of Highcross HiU, shut off from him by servants and 
aurses and parents and doctors and — and cripples, and by all the 
nysteries of practical life in which he had no part. There, in the 
ittle room which they had shared as children, the curtains drawn 
and the alien world shut out, he would recover, he had recovered, 
the sense of cosiness and snugness, of being together beneath one 
blanket, two cocoons spun from the same silk, which had made 
bis childhood such rapture to think of. Eustace frowned. No, 
that was not the right way to approach this assignment; it was 
retrograde, sentimental, unrealistic. He must prepare her for her 
return to normal living, forge new links with the outside world, 
rather than dissolve the old, prevent her from seeing external 
reality in a mirror set in an ivory tower, like the Lady of Shalott. 
And in doing so he would cure himself of day-dreamiixg. 

Hie labor, hoc opus est; and to get Hilda out of the house was a 
step forward, even in a bath-chair, even in the dark, even if they 
could see nothing beyond their noses, the blind leading the blind. 
Certainly, for that purpose, the cliff was the right place, almost 
free from the pitfalls of Ae streets, the sudden drops and inevitable 
jolts, the possible collisions with lamp-posts and telegraph-poles 
and pillar-boxes — dangers that he was right to guard against, for 
they were real, not imaginary, and even undue precautions taken 
on behalf of another person — in point of fact one’s sister, Hilda — 
were not so deserving of reproof as those undertaken for oneself. 
In any case, the habit of self-blame was most unhelpful — even 
more blameworthy, perhaps, than doing something worthy of 
blame? 

Between Venice and Anchorstone his moods had changed with 
exhaiisting and bewildering frequency. He could not keep his 
identity from one hour to the next: he seemed to be a string of 
different people. But of one thing he was sure: he would meet a 
barrage of reproach, everyone would say he was the architect, the 
prime cause of Hilda’s undoing. Yet, apart from that brief pas- 
sage with Aunt Sarah, no one seemed to blame him. Of course he 
did not know what fflda thought; she could not tell him, and 
owing to her infirmity he could not always read the expression in 
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her eyes. Stephen had apologised handsomely, and afterwards 
had made no reference to the subject; that might be interpreted 
either way, but surely he was entitled to claim the benefit of the 
doubt? And of the others, Barbara and Jimmy and Minney, not 
one showed a sign of holding him responsible. Minney treated 
him like a little boy who needed consoling — ^but not for feeling 
g^ty about Hilda, far from it: for having to spend so much of his 
time with her. Jimmy was breezy and cheerful, and sometimes, 
perhaps in his preoccupation with Barbara, he ignored Eustace, 
would speak as if he were not in the room, or notice his presence 
with surprise: “Hullo, you’re here?” Occasionally his voice be- 
trayed impatience when his and Barbara’s plans had to be modi- 
fied because of EQlda’s and Eustace’s presence in the house, but 
if that happened, Barbara always scolded him; their outspoken- 
ness with each other was a sotirce of continual astonishment to 
Eustace. Least of all did Barbara appear to blame him; if she 
blamed anyone it was Hilda, poor old Hilda, for managing Dick 
so badly, “I’m sure she bored him to tears,” she once said. 

Eustace lifted his eyes firom the two footpaths, sometimes un- 
expectedly accompanied by a third, that the steps of many pedes- 
trians had worn into the turf. People were strolling along, per- 
haps to have tea at the lighthouse, perhaps just to take an airing. 
The wide green, which could never be built over, sloped to the 
cliff’s edge, a gentle slope, but steep enough, Eustace thought, 
for a wheeled vehicle to run down should whoever was in charge 
lose control of it. Still, he had never heard of such a thing hap- 
pening, People had fallen over the diff, of course. Some had 
ventured too near the treacherous edge; some had blundered over 
in the dark; some, poor things, had thrown themselves over. Such 
tragedies seemed impossible this sunny afternoon; but at night it 
would be legitimate, even praiseworthy, to take extra care. 

He passed the sombre Second Shelter, a product of the 
gloomiest period of Victorian wayside-station surchitecture, com- 
bined with more than a hint of pagoda influence, and now the 
sun was shining on the pier-head, half a mile away. The rusty 
iron pillars of the pier-head had anldes bunchy with bamades and 
shining, fleshy seaweed; round their feet were pools of incalcul- 
able depth, haunted by starfish; spars, black and crumbling as 
coal, lay about, suggesting shipwreck. It was a place of enchant- 
ment, a sudden outcropping of jimgle in the well-ordered prairie 
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of the beach, and Eustace felt a powerful longing to go there and 
look up at the black floor, far above him, and be thrillingly 
aware of his own littleness. If he were late for tea what matter? 
Grown-up people were not scolded for being late for tea. And 
since he came back from Venice, the person under the railway- 
arch who was always kept waiting by Eustace, and growing ever 
more angry and grieved and impatient and uncomfortable, yes, 
and falling seriously ill because he did not come, had dwindled to 
a speck, a dead fly in the petrifying amber of his conscience. 

But none the less he resisted the temptation, for as yet he had 
not visited the sands. The past, he felt, was all too present there. 
He had stood among the automatic machines, now much swollen 
in number, variety, and magnificence, and looked over the con- 
crete cascade of the great stairs, zigzagging its way to the beach; 
and he had felt that if he went down and crossed the shingle and 
foimd himself among the knee-high seaweed-covered rocks among 
which he and Hilda had made their pond, some virtue would go 
out of him and he would lose his new-found freedom. Conaing 
up, he might feel compelled to count the steps and even go back 
to make sure he had not missed one, since Hilda was not there to 
tell him not to be silly. Later, when his reformed mental habits 
had hardened into a crust, he would go down and find the site of 
the pond, and the arena, flattened out by how many tides, where 
Dick Staveley and his troupe had kicked the sand up. But not 
now. This decision was not the result of superstition or of lack of 
confidence in himself: it was a reasonable precaution against a 
recurrence of infantilism, such as any psychologist would approve 
of. The past must be put in its place, and that place was a long 
way at the back of our up-to-date and contemporary hero. 

So he turned his shoulder to the sea and the sun, and steered 
for Mr. Johnson’s brown-faced preparatory school, still empty 
and silent, though in a few days it would be alive with boys. 
Skirting its walled playground, which he could now easily over- 
look, he arrived at Oambo and rubbed his eyes, for flanking the 
bath-chair in the porch and hardly leaving room to pass through 
was a really splendid cream-coloured perambulator. 

Minney met him in the hall and said, ‘T’m taking your tea up 
to Miss E^da’s room. I’m sure there’s something she wants to tell 
you. You must find out what it is.” 
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The Funny Genilemm 


E ustace did not find out, and wondered if Minney had 
imagined that Hilda had something to tell him. But he did 
not think so, for she had spent so much of her life with the in- 
articulate that she had an uncanny insight into unexpressed 
desires; a sort of aninaal sympathy with them. She often sxir- 
prised hixn by knowing what he wanted better than he knew him- 
self, and his moods and states of mind, which to seemed much 

alike, subdued to the monotone of his life with Hilda, were full of 
variety to her. When she told him that he looked more cheerful 
to-day or not so cheerful, more tired or less tired, he generally 
found she was right. So he looked long and anxiously at Hilda, 
in the hope of divining what she wanted to say; but just as an 
over-attentive foreigner loses the meaning of a sentence by listen- 
ing too carefully to the words, and thus sealing his mind against 
their sense, so he, by his too dose scrutiny of Hilda^s face values, 
missed her meaning, if she had one. 

But she had more colour since she had agreed to let him take 
her in the bath-chair, and during their nocturnal rambles, when 
he could not see her, he often fdt closer to her than when they 
were together in her room. Under cover of darkness he imagined 
she felt what he felt, and could sometimes bring out a quite 
unpremeditated remark, a thing he seldom achieved when face to 
face with her. The cliffs were their almost invariable promenade, 
the lighthouse the limit of their beat, for between the lighthouse 
and the cliff the path was very narrow, and Eustace did not like 
to attempt it in the dark. It was not as if he had himself alone to 
consider. People they met wotild pass them like shadows without 
finding them in any way remarkable; the night lent them anony- 
mity. But near to Cambo they could not avoid passing a street 
lamp, and here they once encountered a woman with a small boy. 
The child stopped in his tracks, and Eustace heard the woman 
say, ‘‘Don’t be j&^htened, darli^; it’s only the funny lady.” He 
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did not mind for himself, he was used to Fate’s little ironies; but 
he saw traces of tears on Hilda’s face when they got in, and after- 
wards he always paused before they reached the lamp to make 
sure that no one was coining. 

Meanwhile, he read his books and began to make up the arrears 
of work that had accumulated while he was writing his story. The 
story he dismissed as a pure loss; its theme embarrassed him to 
remember; it was him at his worst, his most besotted, and he grew 
hot to think of cool, professional eyes smiling at those egregious 
pages. Still, writing it had probably helped to rid his system of 
something which could never return there. When Minney asked 
him what the book was about, his answer was so short and evasive 
that she must have gone away with the idea that he had written 
something improper. And so it was, highly improper; the un- 
conscious self-betrayal of a wish-fed mind. 

The Long Vacation was drawing to an end, and he would have 
to notify the College that he did not mean to come back, and ask 
his tutor to suggest a new scheme of reading for him* Eustace had 
never felt more at peace than when he was writing these letters* 
The immense simplification of aim that Hilda’s illness had 
brought him lapped him round like a hot bath; the conviction 
that he was delivering himself of a declaration that no one could 
gainsay, that needed no apology, only a conventional expression 
of regret, gave even his literary manner, which like him was un- 
sure of itself, a new firmness. He felt he approached the Fellows 
on their own groimd — ^the ground of mature experience, as man 
to men. And in the days that followed, his life, which had felt 
tight and unnatural, corseted by his will and pinched by the 
routine he had set himself, suddenly relaxed as a new pair of shoes 
does, and he became what he was trying to be. 

Strength of purpose is much, but it is no substitute for complete- 
ness of living. It dries up and hardens and encloses; it nourishes 
the will but starves the spirit; it is a parasite on the other functions 
of being* Now that Eustace had begun to assimilate his purpose, 
he felt much happier, and was able to enter into the happiness 
of those around him, for there was plenty in the house* Minney 
had preserved intact the freshness and sweetness of her nature* 
Her theories about life, of which she had many, had not affected 
her attitude to it; except in memory she did not relate one ex- 
perience to another; each was a separate problem. Hilda to her 
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was just one of her children who had fallen ill and must be cured; 
not a shadow on her life. She opened the door into Hilda’s room 
just as she would open any other door, and she could talk to 
Eustace in front of Hilda in the same voice and with as much 
detachment as if the silent^ motionless figure had been capable of 
joining in. 

Barbara and Jhnmy were not able to accept Hilda’s presence 
quite so naturally. Barbara’s seeming hardness, her thick-skinned 
jokes at her sister’s expense, were, as Eustace soon realised, a form 
of self-protection, an attempt to exorcise a phenomenon wWch did 
not fit into her happy-go-lucky philosophy; whHe Jimmy’s re- 
ticence about her came partly from the same cause, partly from 
a worrying suspicion that Barbara was worried. But Hilda was 
not really on their minds; for besides the not-far-off divine event, 
they had other things to occupy them — ^bridge, Mah Jong, the 
cinema, cocktail parties of cheerW young people who talked a lot. 
Sometimes Eustace listened to their voices from the haven of 
Hilda’s room, sometimes he went down and joined them; occa- 
sionally his entrance created a silence, as though he had brought 
Hilda with him, and once, before he reached the door, he heard 
the question, ‘‘How’s the Medusa?” and the laugh that followed. 
But it was a disinfecting laugh, and Eustace did not resent it. 
They were all very fiiendly, and when Venice palled as a topic, 
they soon found others. He met them in the streets, was asked to 
their houses, and began to take his place as a member of Anchor- 
stone society. 

Such was his position — ^the position of a plant bedded out but 
beginning to thrive — when the letters came. They came, as 
letters will, in a bunch, three of the five bearing the Venetian 
postmark. There was also a small parcel, forwarded from 
Willesden; expressed, registered, spotted with black seals that had 
been broken and red seals that were intact, and looking so urgent 
and valuable that Eustace felt a twinge of guilt to think that it had 
lain perhaps half an hour on the breakfast-table unopened. 

“You must have had a birthday,” said Barbara, rising from the 
table. Jimmy had already gone. “I’m going to leave you in peace 
now, to enjoy your love-letters, but I shall expect you to tell me 
all about them later on.” 

Under the new dispensation Eustace did not wait to see which 
V 
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of the missives exerted the strongest pull on his libido. With itch- 
ing fingers he undid the parcel. It had been packed by a practised 
hand and did not give up its secret at once. Then, in a drift of 
cotton-wool, he saw Miss FothergilFs watch. 

At once the flood of memory leapt the barrier he had built 
against it and bore him back to Venice. He was in Lady Nelly’s 
sitting-room by one of the windows that looked out on the haunted 
garden and she was saying, “You know, I don’t feel I ought to 
take it — ^it’s so much too pretty.” 

But as she spoke her misty eye caught the gleam of gold and 
seemed to gleam back again and she added, “Wouldn’t you miss 
it very much?” 

“Oh no,” said Eustace. “I have two other watches.” 

“But arc two enough to keep you up to time?” Lady Nelly 
asked. Eustace assured her they were, and before he knew what 
was happening, without his realising how the suggestion was 
made and taken, how the space between them was bridged, or 
who was the first to move, she had kissed him, for the first and 
only time. 

One of the letters was from her: curiosity and commonsense 
prompted him to read it, but the old Eustace was now uppermost, 
whose pleasure ripened with keeping, and he put it aside. Aunt 
Sarah’s should have precedence. 

She opened with an apology. A printed card had come for 
Eustace announcing that a registered package awaited him at the 
Customs office at Victoria. She had not wished to seem interfer- 
ing, and it was not very easy for her to get away, but she thought 
it would save a great deal of delay if she went to Victoria and saw 
the Customs authorities herseE “They were very understand- 
ing,” she said, “and I only had to tell them that the watch was 
not a purchase: it belonged to you and you had accidentally left 
it behind. Such an easy thing to do; but Pm afraid it must have 
put your late hostess to a good deal of trouble and some expense, 
I don’t count my own, and I expect she would have plenty of 
help; but you always were a little forgetful, and you will remem- 
ber another time that a small slip often makes a lot of work for 
other people. Still, you were ludky to get the watch back; in a 
large house like that, with so many people passing through and 
perhaps not all of them quite honest by our standards, a thing 
may easily be mislaid or even fall into the wrong hands. Still, 
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I m very glad it didn’t. Annie gave up her afternoon out so that 
I should be able to make the journey: wasn’t that kind of her?” 

• ^ boyhood, Eustace struggled vainly with his concep- 

tion of himself as someone who was always giving trouble; again 
the^ railway-arch spanned his horizon, and the person who was 
waiting there, now grown to more than life-size, paced up and 
down,^ muttering to himself, glancing at his watch, and cursing 
the rain which was coming down in sheets. Cursing Eustace, too. 

There followed inquiries about them all and references to 
Hilda which Eustace could not but respect, for Aunt Sarah’s way 
of speaking of her took into account all the factors in the case, its 
broadest human aspects, whereas he, and others, tended to con- 
centrate on the one which made her most manageable to their 
minds. She had had sympathetic letters from parents and others 
who had known Hilda at the clinic: would he send her any that 
he might have? 

Eustace had none himself, but several such letters had come 
for Hilda, and it often fell to his lot to read these tributes aloud 
to her, sad that the glow of appreciation they expressed should 
find so little reflection in her fixed, still face. He would ask her 
leave to send the letters to Aunt Sarah. 

He put his thumb xmder the Oxford postmark with a feeling of 
relief, for here would be something to restore his self-esteem. 

His tutor began by saying that he felt sincerest regret for 
Eustace’s family troubles. But, he went on, he had heard of such 
cases and they invariably yidded to treatment: medicine had 
made a tremendous advance in its understanding of nervous 
complaints. He appreciated Eustace’s pious resolve to devote 
himself to his sister, but he strongly felt that such a sacrifice was 
unnecessary, and that she herself would not wish it. To miss a 
term, and possibly more, at this stage of Eustace’s studies would 
be a great mistake. More than most men, he needed direction 
and supervision in his work. He had a tendency to leave the 
highways for the byways, to make literary aptitude serve for 
historical judgement, to describe the scenery of the past rather 
than probe its geological structure. ^*As I’ve told you more than 
once, we want the bones as wdl as the flesh, and they take some 
findir^. Of course I shall be glad to suggest to you a course of 
reading, if you really feel you cannot leave home, but I must 
warn you that by doing so you are seriously jeopardising, if not 
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Jhrowing away, your chances of a First. Intensive solitary reading 
s all very well for a thesis, but for Schools you have to cover the 
jround. By staying down you will put yourself at a great dis- 
advantage; indeed, I feel a little doubtful if my colleagues would 
agree to it without making further inquiries, which we should be 
rather unwilling to make. As the holder of emoluments from the 
College which, as you remember, were a subject of discussion 
some time back, and which would certainly not be paid you in 
absentia, you have a special obligation to meet its wishes, and to 
submit to the discipline of college life, even if it is more irksome 
to a man of your age than to the ordinary undergraduate. I do 
not for a moment suggest that you are seeking to evade this 
discipline; my contention is that you would lose more by not 
coming up than your sister could possibly gain by the attendance 
of someone who is not, after all, a professional nurse. And may I 
add that I personally shall be sorry not to see you.” 

Confusion spread so rapidly in Eustace’s mind as he was read- 
ing this letter that he found himself half-way through the next 
without being aware that he had taken it from its envelope. 

. . . We miss you terribly, and all the more because it’s been 
such fun. I wore your costume for Lady Nelly’s ball. The 
Goldoni one she wanted for you didn’t turn up, so she chose a 
gondolier’s because, she said, you didn’t dance and as a gondo- 
lier you wouldn’t be expected to — Countess Loredan’s mot 
having made all gondoliers un-danceworthy. But she was 
wrong. Countess Loredan herself danced with me, thinking I 
was you. I was much honoirred, and trembled behind my 
mask. She talked to me of your book and I pretended to know 
all about it, but in the end I had to tell her the mortifying 
truth. But she wouldn’t believe me. 'Mais je sais bien que 
vous 6tes Monsieur Cherrington,’ she said. *Vous avez la m&ne 
voix, haute, sfcche et 16gfere, connne tous Ics Anglais. Ce n’est 
pas gentil de vous moquer de moi.’ 

V^en I convinced her that I wasn’t you she was terribly 
disappointed. She said, ‘Who are you, then?’ and walked off 
without waiting for an answer. So you see it isn’t only I who 
miss you. 

About midnight Grundtvig played, really rather divinely. 
And then Minerva followed with her ’cello. Undoubtedly she 
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talent, the fat thing. Not everyone listened entranced, but I 
did ; oh, that lovely room, and the women looking too pretty, and 
not with that slightly false chic that Italians sometimes aim at. 

We talked a great deal about you, and how charming you 
were, and why you had gone away ; they were very sympathetic 
about that, though they didn’t quite seem to know the reason. 
Lady Nelly told me what had happened: she didn’t think you’d 
mind my knowing. 

How cruel for your sister and how sad for you. Nothing 
mends better than the heart, someone said; it sounds rather 
callous, but I’m sure it’s true, so I hope that by now she’s quite 
all right again, and that you are looking forward to Oxford as 
passionately as I am to seeing you there. 

Now I want to talk to you about your book ! Lady Nelly told 
me Jasper Bentwich had it, so I tadded him, and do you know 
he behaved in the strangest manner. He was most secretive 
and mysterious. His eye-glass fell out and he glared at me and 
said yes, you had written a book, and for a time that was all he 
would say. At last he admitted ihzX the book was in his posses- 
sion, or had been: ®I have now passed it on,’ he said glacially, 
‘to a. friend.^ He wouldn’t tell me who the friend was, and so at 
present the matter stands; but I’m determined to get hold of it 
before I leave Venice, which I must do almost at once, though 
I haven’t dared confess that to Lady NdUy. 

By the way, we heard that Dick had passed through Venice 
on his way to the Near East, or whatever part of the world is 
now to have the benefit of his practical jokes. How awkward if 
we had met him — I hate showing moral disapproval, don’t 
you? — ^and really one would have had to make a slight demon- 
stration. I hope the Arabs will give him a warm welcome. 
Lady Nelly says you went to Anchorstone, but I think she must 
mean somewhere else; anyhow, I’m writing to Willesden. 

Arrivederti presto at Oxford. I have a new engagement 
book— a Venetian one, bound in Varese paper. Lady Ndly 
gave me, with a rather unkind crack about dates being easier 
to remember in Italian — and every page is dedicated to you. 

Antony. 


Eustace read this letter, and the two that remained to be read, 
several times over, then he returned them to their envelopes and 
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automatically put them in his coat pocket. Here, after a moment’s 
cogitation, tlxe letter from his tutor joined them, leaving Aunt 
Sarah’s lying on the table, unloving and unloved. He took Miss 
Fothergill’s watch from its bed of cotton-wool (it had stopped at 
exactly twelve o’clock, perhaps from the shock of the midday 
gun), and slipped it into the waistcoat pocket consecrated to its 
use. On his way to the window (for he felt the need of a wider 
view) he passed a looking-glass. There, except for the moustache, 
now quite a formidable adornment, stood the old Eustace, his 
pockets bulging with precious testimonials. With those at his side, 
and the appreciation they displayed, he could face any situation. 
The Eustace who peacocked in those letters was a glorious, free 
creature, not the poor drudge who pushed his sister’s bath-chair. 
Soon they would be joined by other destiny-defying amulets: the 
extra handkerchiefs, keys, matches, the fistful of money, the 
brandy-flask, and electric torch, perhaps even a revolver, since it 
was not safe to walk at nights with a helpless cripple alone on the 
cliffs. 

Sliding back into his former self was a sensation as grateful as 
putting on an old suit of clothes; he suddenly realised what a 
strain his new deportment had put on all his moral muscles. He 
looked out, and it seemed to him that the slate pinnacles of 
Palmerston Parade now climbed into the sky with something of 
their ancient majesty, and there was mystery again among the 
black-boughed laburnums and wind-shredded lilacs in the walled 
garden across the square. He fdt the old contraction of the heart 
that the strangeness in the outward forms of things once gave him ; 
the tingling sense of fear, the nimbus of danger surrounding the 
unknown which had harassed his imagination but enriched its 
life, which was the mediiun, the condition, of his seeing, bereft of 
which his vision was empty — ^far emptier, indeed, than that of 
people who had never known the stimulus of fear. He would go 
now, while this mood was on him, and the sun was shining, down 
on to the sands and feel the old magic rising from the rod^ where 
he and Hilda played. 

At a sound he turned, and Minney was there with her shining 
morning face. ”Good gracious,” she said, **you arc taking a long 
time over your breakfast. I’ve nearly forgotten mine. What was 
I going to say? Oh, Miss Hilda would like you to put your head 
in before you get started on your work.” 
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^^Tell her 1*11 come in a minute,** said Eustace stupidly. 

“Well, don’t be long, because she seems a bit fidgety this 
morning.” 

Eustace turned away from the window, no more a magic case- 
ment, and halted in front of the mirror. What a wretched sil- 
houette this old one was, bulging and straining with the weight 
of the lumber he had collected — ^almost a monstrosity. Taking 
the four fat letters from his pocket, he tore them up one by one, 
and threw the pieces into the waste-paper basket. Now only Aimt 
Sarah’s was left, and he could read that as often as he liked with- 
out doing himself harm. He looked again at his reflection. The 
line of his hip was so sheer as to be ahnost concave: it would do 
credit to an athlete. 

But just as he was leaving the room to go up to Hilda’s, he 
remembered that in his frenzy of destruction he had tom up 
Jasper Bentwich’s address. This address, or direction, as Jasper 
styled it, included a four-figure number like a London tele- 
phone number which Eustace could never recollect. The 
house was technically a palace; but Jasper, who maintained 
rather pedantically that ‘'palazzo* was a word that only came 
into use in the eighteenth century, preferred the number to be 
used. 

Eustace would have to answer his letter, so there would be 
nothing xmrealistic in searching for the fragment, and he must do 
so now, or the daily maid might suddenly decide to empty the 
basket — another very real danger. One must be practical but not 
impulsive. 

Gradually he pieced together the fragments of Jasper’s spidery, 
perpendicidar h^dwriting, but the bit with the address on, with 
the malice of inanimate objects, eluded him. When he found it 
the letter was more than half complete. It would do him no harm 
just to glance at it again. 

You missed nothing by missing Nelly’s Regatta Ball. All the 
people that one expected, but hoped against hope not to see. 
I can’t tkinlc why I went. Such a pity that our dear Nelly, who 
is quite a good judge of an Englishman, and would be, I dare 
say, of an Englishwoman if she liked women better, goes so 
lamentably astray with foreigners. Laura roaxing, Gradenigo 
screaming, all the Kazza crowd were there. As if one didn’t 
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meet them only too often in other places. Venice is full of 
charming, cultivated people, who don’t advertise themselves: 
Diana Trevisan, Marco Spinelli, Onorato Biagio — ^not to men- 
tion Olghina Zen, and Umberto Zon, whose names you 
thought so funny. Over and over again I asked you to meet 
them, but you never would. 

For the second time Eustace tried to remember having refused 
:ven one invitation to meet this covey of phoenixes, but he could 
lot. 

I had to stay till midnight, when masks were taken off and 
one’s worst fears realised. Then Grundtvig played, which 
might not have been so bad, though it might easily have been 
worse, could one have heard him; but they chattered all the 
way through that banal polonaise in A. No encore was called 
for; but an encore came, not from Grundtvig, however, but 
from Minerva, as I suppose one must learn to call her. (At 
least it isn’t Pallas.) Straddling her ’cello between her distress- 
ing legs, she groimd out a sonata by Brahms, a clammy com- 
poser whose work I could never care for. After this fiasco 
it seemed unkind to go away, so I stayed on drinking 
Nelly’s rather tepid champagne and talking to one bore after 
another xintil nearly foxir in the morning. Not a loophole for 
escape. 

Your friend Lachish isn’t a bore but he is a chatterbox, so I 
took pity on you and didn’t satisfy his curiosity about your 
story. Unpublished masterpieces are better hushed up. E. says 
it has a little lyrical something, but he hasn’t had time to read 
it properly, he’s so busy doing the social round. Why? one asks 
oneself. 

By the way, there was one notable absentee from the ball — 
the Goxmt of Monfalcone. He disappeared in the night with a 
truxikful of treasures culled from trusting antiquaries. Also he 
turned out not to be a Count, but the son of a facchino. All 
doubtful or disgraceful parentage is ascribed to a facchino. 
So you are avenged. Nelly is very charitable about him, and 
constantly brings his name up in conversation as though his 
exit had been quite normal, but even she admits that he was a 
bore. Your abrupt departure caused some comment, but on 
the whole the construction were favourable. No one, of course, 
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believed that you had gone to your sister’s bedside; other bed- 
sides were suggested, but not hers. I hope that by now you 
have won your freedom from all family encumbrances. I long 
ago parted with mine. 

Nelly stays on till the end of the month, but the silly rush to 
the shores of Lake Como has already begun and soon there 
won’t be a pig left in Gadara. If you are feeling dull, and in- 
clined for fiirther dullness, come out here. I shall be pleased to 
see you, and Venice looks its best in October. Later on I go 
south. Why not join me in Rome for Christmas? You will see 
a lot of old faces, if that’s any inducement. I suppose it’s too 
much to ask you to write— the young never do — ^but you have 
my address. I write to the one you gave me, though I don’t find 
it very credible. What does Cambo mean? 

Yours, 

Jasper Bentwich. 

The head growled but the tail wagged. Lady Nelly’s letter had 
a nice ending too. Eustace couldn’t quite remember how it went. 
There would be no harm in just putting the pieces together, and 
he might even keep as a memento the fleur-de-lis on the flap of the 
envelope, a device which, for some obscure but exciting heraldic 
reason— perhaps descent from the Bourbons — she was privileged 
to use. How distinguished, how personal her writing-paper was, 
this special paper which she kept for her special friends. TTie part 
at the beginning he knew almost by heart. She had felt after all 
she couldn’t keep his watch, it was much too pretty; besides, 
*‘Why should I need anything of yours so long as I have you?” 
And if he meant the watch to be a parting gift, as she suspected 
he might, then all the more, she felt, must she repudiate it. “No- 
thing is farther from my mind than an illegal separation.” And 
really she didn’t need a watch: “As you’ll remember, I rely on 
other people to be punctual.” Though broken at the joins, the 
lovely curves of her handwriting began to resume their sweep and 
sway. Here was Jasper’s tribute to her late guest— “And from 
Jasper of all people!” — and Countess Loredan’s characteristic 
comment: “Of course you paid him no attention, Nelly, so he had 
to go away!” The general impression was of deep mourning on 
the Piazza: “I never saw so many people in black.” Then the 
reference to Hilda— “an absolutely certain cxire at Le Thillot, in 
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the Vosges — ^rather expensive, I’m afraid, but Fm making in- 
quiries. The best thing in nervous cases — and, believe me, I’ve 
had some experience — ^is absolute segregation from relations. No 
relation, however distant, however near, however dear, must cross 
the threshold. At the mere sound of a relation, one’s nerves 
wither This brought her to Anchorstone where ‘T used to suffer 
tortures, simply because those dear people were relations” ; and a 
misprint that had amused her, something about sculpting one’s 
relation’s hips. 

But all the same, Eustace, I think you should pay them a 
visit, they would appreciate it, and you are so suited to carrying 
an olive branch. Vendettas are such a bore, don’t you think? 
however much one is in the right. But what I rather hope is 
that you’re back in nice cosy Willesden with your sister 
enthroned at the clinic. In any case, you must keep the second 
week-end in October for Whaplode: Antony and I went into 
the whole thing most carefully so that there should be no mistake 
— ^I’ve persuaded him that an historian should be more date- 
conscious — so you’ll be there, won’t you? No shirking. Oxford 
doesn’t begin until mid-October, i£ then. 

Some more people have been here — darlings in their way, 
but I don’t think they would have interested you. A hard- 
drinking lot, Tonino t^s me, but I expect you’ve forgotten the 
Wideawake Bar? 

You’ll know who this comes from. I’m too tired, dearest 
Eustace, and too utterly devoted to sign myself anytixing but 

N. 

Eustace looked up in a dream to see Mizmey standing at his 
shoulder. He jumped. 

‘^Why, what are you up to?” she said. *‘You seem to have been 
doing a jig-saw puzzle. You’d forgotten Miss Hilda, hadn’t you?” 
‘T believe I had,” Eustace said. 

**WeIl, hurry along to her now, or she’ll think somethmg’s hap- 
pened to you. People get such strange fancies when they’re dl* 
I’ll clear up those pieces, or do you want to keep them?” 

“Only these two.” Rather self-consciously Eustace extracted 
the address and the fleur-de-lis. 

“Fm glad people don’t write me those long lettcra,” said 
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Minney, advancing “with the crumb-brush and tray, ‘‘I shouldn’t 
know how to answer them.” 


The letters were destroyed, but their influence lived on, and 
Eustace entered into a troubled state of being in which the worse 
no longer seemed to exclude the bad. Not to be able to go to 
Whaplode could be accepted as part of his penance; not to spend 
Christmas in Rome, that too was a milestone on the way of expia- 
tion. But to disregard the advice of his tutor, that was very like 
insubordination, and wilfully to endanger his chances of a 
possible First, that was sinning against his career — ^and to Miss 
Cherrington’s nephew, if not to Eustace, a grievous sin. He 
would have to decide something, and quicldy ; for in spite of Lady 
Nelly’s optimistic calendar-mal^g, Term began in less than a 
fortnight. 


He wished he could consult somebody, somebody of stable, in- 
dependent judgement. Stephen was the obvious choice, but Eus- 
tace felt shy of applying to him; whatever their future relations 
might be, at present they were almost inaccessible to each other, 
and it takes time for a new intimacy to thrive under the shadow 
of an old one. If he approached Aunt Sarah (whose sense of 
justice he respected) he would have to wear a white sheet, and 
this was distasteful to the new Eustace, the letter-less Eustace, now 
precariously in the ascendant. Jimmy and Barbara were his hosts, 
and they had a right to be consulted in any plan he might make, 
so he put the question to them, as casually as he could, choosing 
the time, about six o’clock, when Jimmy got back from Ouse- 
mouth, glad his day’s work was over, glad to be reunited to 
Barbara, for whom he fdt and showed an increasing tenderness. 

But they didn’t ‘give him much help. Their demeanour showed 
that the idea of Eustace wanting to resume his studies at Oxford 
was new to them; they had their own situation to consider, and 
naturally couldn’t spare much thought for other people’s. Bar- 
bara said at once, as he guessed she would, “Of course you must 


go back to Oxford, Eustace. Leave Hilda to us; we’ll look after 
her all right, won’t we, Jimmy?” But Jimmy hesitated. The 
aspect of die problem that donainated Eustace — ^his moral obliga- 
tion to stay at Hilda’s side — didn’t seem to wei^h with Jimmy at 
all; at any rate, he made no reference to it, and he entirely agreed 
that it was a pity for Eustace to interrupt or abandon his work at 



Eustace and Hilda 


684 

Oxford. Indeed, he seemed to attach more importance to a de- 
gree than Eustace did. “But who’s to carry her, that’s the thing?” 
he said. “You and I can move her about, and when I’m out you 
can do it at a pinch alone; but Minney can’t, and Barbara 
mustn’t” (here Barbara made a face at him), “so where should we 
be? And who’s to take her in the bath-chair? She doesn’t want 
a nurse, and the doctor says she doesn’t need one, and anyhow, 
they’re damned expensive. Why not ask Hilda herself?” 

But Eustace could not bring himself to do that. It would be 
forcing Hilda’s hand: she would be almost bound to release 
Besides, the more he thought of it — ^and his thoughts, forbid 
though he might, would fly to Oxford — ^the less was he able to see 
himself basking in the intellectual or the festal glow while Hilda 
sat, alone or without any real companionship, at Anchorstone, 
unable to get out, unable perhaps to move from her room, while 
the days grew darker and shorter and colder, and the interest in 
life, which even he could not always keep alight in her strained, 
tired, listless eyes, gradually flickered out. No, it could not be 
done. 

But smrely something could be done. Eustace had lost the single- 
ness of purpose he had enjoyed before the letters came. Then he 
had acquiesced in Hilda’s illness; now he rebelled against it. He 
reviewed his relationship with Hilda. After all, it was as much to 
her advantage as to his that she should get well. Dr. Speedwell, 
benign and cheery, came twice a week, but he had nothing new 
to suggest. “You are your sister’s best medicine,” he would say, 
“and should be taken in firequent doses.” This pleasantry got a 
little on Eustace’s nerves. The naixture as before didn’t to 
be doing Hilda much good. 

“You said a shock might cure her,” he remarked diffidently. 

“Yes, but it must be the right kind of shock, and I’m afraid I 
haven’t got the prescription. Bursting a paper bag wouldn’t do — 
it’s got to be menial as well as physical.” 

The routine of Hilda’s existence was specially designed to pre- 
clude shocks. Not only was she carried from room to room, 
up and down stairs, with every precaution not to jolt her, but she 
was never told anything that might upset her. The banquet of 
life, so fer as she partook of it, had to be predigested for her. 

Eustace wondered if they were on the wrong and on his 
solitary bicycle rides, and during his night w^Ls, almnat as soli- 
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tary, -with Hilda, when automatically he waited for the answer 
wWch did not come, he tried to imagine the kind of shock that 
might restore her. Something in the nature of a practical joke, he 
supposed; startling, even alarming for the moment, but quickly 
over. The mere idea of a practical joke was abhorrent to the old 
Eustace, but the semed moustaches of the new one harboured it 
without turning a hair. 

One night, when he was pushing her along the cliff, in an 
interval of that dialogue which was like talking to himself, the 
idea came to him. He had taken his hands off for a moment to 
light a cigarette; and his heart turned over, for the bath-chair 
moved of its own accord a few inches nearer the cliff’s edge. Only 
a few inches, but the sweat came out on his forehead. When he 
had recovered himself he jerked back the chair and hurried it 
inland. 

If the mere thought of such a catastrophe could so affect him, 
hew would a dress-rehearsal of it with the cliff’s edge much 
nearer, and the chair moving much quicker, affect Hilda? 

The scene enacted itself many times in his imagination, and 
always when Hilda realised her danger she cried out, and the 
spell that held her was broken. He tried to persuade himself that 
he owed it to Hilda to give the plan a trial, and more than once 
he was on the point of taking Doctor Speedwell into his confi- 
dence. But the words never got beyond his lips, and as for 
translating the idea into action, when the opportunity for action 
came, as it often did, he could not make the smallest move. His 
whole being refused. More than that, one part of him took fright 
at the other part that was issuing such treacherous orders, and 
insisted that he should provide himself with two large granite 
chips to stick under the wheel if ever he felt tempted to put his 
theory to the test. These wedge-shaped stones, bulging in his 
pockets, naarked a return to the bad old ways; he regretted the 
lapse, but at night he never went without them. 

Tltis conflict, the most recent of the many that had troubled his 
mind, brought a new sense of strain into his relationship with 
Hilda. Whereas before he had looked forward to their evening 
outings as something that he did, imquestioningly, for her good, 
now he dreaded them; he coiM not reconcile the two voices, one 
accusing him of cowardice, the other of foolhardiness and cruelty 
— yes, and of something worse than those. The bath-chair, this 
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mentor told him, would not stop at the cliffy's edge; he had a 
subconscious wish to get rid of Hilda, the albatross that was hung 
around his neck. A sinister shape, a shadowy third, walked at his 
side as he took her for her nightly airing, prompting him with evil 
promptings. He would not listen, of course not; but what if the 
insidious whisper should somehow pierce the ears he was stopping 
against it, and start some impiilse over which he had no control? 
The vision of himself as a destroyer came back to him. 

Eustace tried to sterilise these fancies with an application of 
commonsense. At night it would be no use trying to scare Hilda ; 
even by moonlight she would hardly take in what was happening; 
he could dismiss the plan from his mind until she consented to go 
out by day. Also, like The Boy Who Couldn’t Shiver and Shake 
(whose trials Eustace had studied even to the point of wondering 
whether some wriggling fish in a bucket of water might not do the 
trick), Hilda was not at all easy to frighten: danger only exhilar- 
ated her. In that case it would be better to drop the shock idea 
altogether, and trust to Time to bring a cure. 

These reflections comforted Eustace somewhat when, Jimmy 
helping, he lifted the bath-chair down the steps and steadied its 
passage through the white gate. *‘Good hunting!” Jimmy would 
call after them, when he was in a jovial mood, and Eustace would 
try to think of a reply. Then the night received them, the night 
that had once been kindly and serviceable as an invisible cloak. 
Now it shut him in with his thoughts which, as always, craved the 
light, but looked out on darkness. He found himself longing for 
publicity and for the world to know the position he was in. All 
this secrecy, this stumbling about in the darkness, peering round 
for shapes, listening for footsteps, hurrying past lamp-posts, tun- 
nelling into the gloom, made him feel furtive and sinister to 
himself. People would wonder what he was up to, slinking by 
them with averted head, and associate him with the things of the 
night, nocturnal creatures that prowl and prey. There goes the 
funny lady, yes, and the funny gentleman too. Soon they would 
identify the daily with the nightly Eustace; and in spite of the 
pockets free from wedges, the head held high, the warm revolving 
smile for all and sundry, they would recognise his black aura and 
nudge each other. 



Chapter XVIII 

A Bicycle Ride 


/^NE a)ac3»iJiig when he was working in the drawing-room he 
V-/ was surp rjsed to see a car draw up at the door and Jimmy get 
out* 

A second g lance showed him that the car was Jimmy’s car; 
but what was.ke doing here, at this time of day? All the morning 
there had been a subdued hubbub in the house; doors opened 
and shut, ioootsteps pattered overhead; more than once the 
telephone bcJfi rang, and now here was Jimmy* What could it 
mean? 

Eustace was stumbling on the explanation when in came Bar- 
bara, She 8ic*emed to be carrying a great many things, and 
Jimmy, whorfolllowed her, was even more heavily laden* A sense 
of happy ui^wcy, combined with mystery, came from Barbara; 
Jimmy looiil at once sheepish, anxious and triumphant. 

*'Well, darling,” said Barbara, bearing down on Eustace with 
all sail set, get up from your books, and don’t look scared, 

but the mom*c at’s come, at least they tell me it has. I’m sure it’s 
a false alam amd you’ll see me ba<i to-morrow, but if they are 
right, James Jidward isn’t pretending any more. Dear, dear 
Eustace, Fm going to make an honest uncle of you* You will be 
his godfather^^won’t you? I’ve told Jimmy I want him to grow up 
exactly like you.” * 

^*Ohno,^’ cn»ed Eustace, glancing at Jimmy with dismay. “No. 
You must in^*e him quite different from me. I’ll teU you how 

later oa Yoou must let him He stopped, realising that 

Barbara had'tieen putting a brave face on things, and this wasn’t 
the moment toistart a serious discussion on her child’s upbringing. 
Why had she kept her preparations so secret, as if they were some- 
thing that diduL’t matter, how had she the courage to smile now, 
even if it waj a forced smile, as though all the world were at her 
feet, when she kad this ordeal before her? He had never imagined 
that he had anything to learn from Barbara. Looking at her 
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radiant feice and her huge unwieldy body which she managed 
with so much unconscious dignity, he felt proud and hiimble, 
uplifted and abased. 

“Now, Babs, you mustn’t wait about,” said Jimmy. 

“But I shall wait,” said Barbara. “Why, I may not see Eustace 
again for ages, and he’s my best, my only brother! How I came 
to have such a clever brother I’ve never understood. Of course I 
never tallr to him, I never open my mouth to him, I don’t dare 
to; I just watch the marvellous things he does, and listen to his 
words of wisdom, quite mum. But now I’m in a privileged posi- 
tion, so I shall t^ for once, and tell him how fond I am 
of him — ^from afar, of course— just as fond as Hilda and Lady 
Nelly and Countess Lorryvan and all those other grand 
people.” And bending down she covered Eustace’s face with 
kisses. 

“I don’t know why I’m saying all this,” she went on rather 
breathlessly, “only I’m going away and leaving you with Hilda — 
it’s a bit dull for you, isn’t it? Poor old Hilda, I’ve said good-bye 
to her — ^that didn’t take long; Jimmy doesn’t like me to stay long 
with her, he says it’s bad for James Edward, did you ever hear 
anything so silly? She began to tremble, so I knew it was time to 
go. But she was so sweet, she tried to smile. Well, I’ve said every- 
thing an expectant mother should say, so good-bye, darling 
Eustace, and listen for the joy bells ringing.” 

She looked around her, as thorgh a little dazed at her accom- 
plishment, and Eustace jumped up and gave her his arm, for the 
first time ance they walked down the aisle together. She leaned 
on it heavily, or pretended to, and did not release her hold until 
they came to the narrow strait between the bath-chair and the 
perambulator, when perforce they walked singly. Mirmey was at 
the car door, half inside, arranging rugs and hot-water bottles. “I 
fed so important,” Barbara said; “I fed as if no one in the world 
was as important as I am. I should have liked the whole Gaig to 
be here, to give me a rousmg send-off. Some of them may be 
dropping in to-morrow; you’U look after them, won’t you, Eus- 
tace, and make them drink my health?” Eustace promised he 
would. “And cross your thumbs Sx me or say a little prayer, or 
something. Oh, it does fed so strange to be going away! If I 
wasn’t so glad, I should wish I wasn’t — does that sound Irfah? I’ll 
send Jimmy back to you if I can — ^to hdp with Hilda, you know. 
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I don’t want him glooming aroimd.” She was settled in the car 
now, tucked up and swaddled, her face looking small and pale at 
the apex of so much upholstery. Eustace saw that Jimmy’s large, 
bony hands were trembling on the wheel, and he kept looking 
back at Barbara as if to make sure she was there. can’t 
wave, I can’t move,” Barbara called to them* ‘^Good-bye, Eus* 
tace ! Good-bye, Minney ! Gome and see us soon ! Love to Hilda! 
Love 

Eustace and Minney watched the car out of sight. Miimey put 
her handkerchief to her eyes the moment she had finished waving, 
and Eustace would have liked to do the same with his. Barbara’s 
hour had come and gone so quickly. 

He turned back to what seemed an empty house. It wasn’t 
empty, of course, for Minney was with him and Hilda was up- 
stairs, and the daily maid was doing the xooxns. Hilda meant 
much more to him than Barbara did, even at this moment of her 
glory. But Barbara populated the house; her warm, contagious 
presence penetrated its coldest comers; when she went she took 
away much more than herself, more than herself and James 
Edward; she took a whole circulatory system of reverberations 
and extensions. Whereas Hilda’s room was isolated, as separate 
from the rest of the small house as if a sheet of disinfectant had 
been himg outside the door that Eustace tiptoed past. 

Compact as Cambo was, it had never assr^ated Hilda’s 
room. 

‘‘Well!” said Minney, “to think that she should be the first of 
you!” She spoke dliptically, but Eustace knew what die meant, 
and accepted for hiinself and Hilda the reproach of barrenness. 
He patted Minne^s useful, well-worn hand. So many children 
had been through those hands that she had come to think of her- 
self as entitled to the status of parenthood* 

“Now we shall be together like we used to be,” she went on, 
“and you’ll be my little boy again.” Her tone was business-like 
rather than wistfizl, and znade Eustace feel that he might look 
backwards, at any rate for a moment, without incurring the fate 
of Lot’s wife. 

“You were always such a loving litde thing,” die said. “Of 
course you loved Miss Hilda best, but you loved me too.” 

“I still do, dearest Minney,” said Eustace, pressing her hand. 
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“Oil yes, I know you do,” said Miimey with serene assurance. 
“Only people don’t love in quite the same way when they 
grow up. I suppose it woulii’t be right if they did. And 
poor Miss Hilda so afflicted too. But she’U get better, you’ll see, 
one of these days. You won’t always have to be watching over 
her.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind that,” Eustace said. 

“No, I don’t bdieve you do. You were always a good boy, 
weren’t you? You never gave any trouble.” 

“Oh yes, I did,” said Eustace. “I ” On the brink of a 

lengthy confession he drew back, reminding himself that self- 
reproach was weakness. 

“Well, you were always good with me, and if anyone says 
anything dfflerent, they may. Now you must go back to yovr 
books, just as if nothii^ had happened, and I’ll go to Miss 
Hilda — I expect she’s all worked up inside.” 

Eustace took Minney’s advice but could not act on it, for he too 
was worked up. He felt that the occasion called for a celebration 
— ^but what, and with whom, and where? His Mends were far 
away; they stretched out their hands to him in vain; they were 
divided from him by much more than distance, by the barrier of 
his will, by the thick rampart of denials and inhibitions with 
which he kept them out. Barbara’s friends, the Gang, were com- 
ing to-morrow, but he wanted to do something to-day. The only 
opportunides for celebrating that Anchorstone offer^ him were 
the cdebrations of the past which he had forbidden himself. The 
sands, dearly as one part of him longed to go there, were sdll out 
of boimds. But he had his bicycle and the freedom of the roads; 
why not make the expedition he had promised himself) through 
Old Andioistone, skirting the Park, and back by Frondsham 
Hill? If he could ride up Frondsham Hill it would be a sign, 
almost a proof, that there was nothing wrong with him, and that 
the Eustace of the past, ailing and in need of guidance, was a 
myth created by his own fears. 

Eustace had to be on special terms with somebody or some- 
thing. In Venice it had been Lady Nelly, and Jasper, and the 
promise of Antony’s presence, thrown so brighdy on the screen of 
his mind. In Venice he had Ml lonely only when Lady Nelly, 
faithless, looked away from him. His time of travail for Hilda did 
not count, for then all the processes of his bdng were distorted or 
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revewed. In Venice he had bought no bibelots for liiimelf : he had 
not felt the need of them: as an oudet for his extra-personal affec- 
tions the present from Anchorstone suflSiced. But that brown-*nmk 
relic had lost its virtue and now lay in a drawer discredited, await^ 
mg the moment when he would have strength of mind to throw it 
away. Meanwhile he needed a substitut^ an St 
presence he could fed that sense of identity completed by a 
possession which had prompted his purchases in the lonely days 
at the Mmistry of Labour. Here he could not satisfy this craving, 
for Anchorstone boasted no antique shop; and if it had he might 
have resisted the temptation to enter, for bric-i^brac was useless 
and dust-harbouring and static, a throw-back to the bad 
old times. Besides, he could not afford such indulgences. 
But a bicycle was different: a bicycle was an object of high 
practical utility, a vital adjunct of industry, essential to the 
well-being of the proletariat; and with his bicycle Eustace now 
began to feel the joy of intimate assodation, the sweet pride of 
possession. 

Jimmy had chosen it for him, from among a stable of second- 
hands steeds, and it was rather like Jhnmy in being rawboned and 
workmanlike and unadorned — the sort of bicycle one might find 
lying against a hedge with a rush-bag of tools strapped to the 
carrier. But it had been a good one in its day, a sports model, a 
roadster; it boasted a three-speed gear, and Eustace did not take 
long to discover points in which it excelled all other bicycles. He 
kept it in a shed in the backyard of Gambo, the porch being fully 
occupied; sometimes he went in, in the middle of the morning, to 
wipe it with an oily rag, according to Jimmy's instructions; some- 
times for no better reason than to look at it and make sure it was 
there. Theoretically he had mastered the messy process of mend- 
ing a pimcture, and quite looked forward to the moment, 
which had not yet come, when he would feel the wheel wobble 
and the rims bumping upon the road. Then he would dis- 
mount, take the roll of cotton-waste from the saddle-bag, extract 
the scissors, the indiarubber, the solution, and the chalk, and 
begin that delicate operation on the viscera of his friend which 
would unite them yet more closely by the bonds of mutual 
benefit. 

He was envisaging this scene of the Good Samaritan and 
the $ports modd. when the door opened and Miimey came in. 
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Slightly puffing out her cheeks, she looked mysterious and im- 
portant. 

“Miss Hilda wants to tell you something,” she said, using the 
old formula. “You’d better go and find out what it is. Fm not 
sure, but I think she wants you to take her out in the bath-chair 
while it’s still daylight.” 

Minney was right: that was what Hilda did want. Whether 
she was borne to this decision on a gust of confidence caught from 
Barbara’s serene approach to her ordeal, Eustace could not tell. 
But the fact was enough, and it was arranged that after an early 
tea Hilda should emerge from the shadows and make her bow to 
the sun. 

Eustace had uprooted many of the bad habits that came from 
living in a wish-fed world; but one still clung to him: he did not 
know how long a thing would take, or if he did, he could not act 
upon his knowledge. Besides, the long bicycle-ride was to be his 
treat: a double treat, a twofold celebration, now that it also ex- 
pressed his gratitude for Hilda liberated from her fears. So he 
started off a little sooner after luncheon than Miss Cherrington 
would have deemed quite wise — ^but what did a touch of indiges- 
tion matter to someone as strong as he was? — and climbing on to 
the bicycle by its charmingly archaic step (he was careful always 
to leave it in its lowest gear, for fear of strain), he rode up the hill 
beside the brown-faced houses. It was a sharp tug, and he found 
himself puffing; but now came a level bit, parallel with the cliff, 
and then the much gentler slope of Coronation Avenue. Mafe- 
king, Ladysmith, Pretoria, Omdurman, Bidawayo, Rorke’s Drift 
(Eustace always passed that smug villa with a mental absit 
omen; could its occupants have known what the name meant?), 
then a dash into Wales: Bryn Tirion and Plas Newydd, and then 
the highroad, the town’s femoral artery, which led to Old 
Anchorstone, its parent. This was no longer the white road of his 
childhood: tarmac had restrained its diffuseness, and the hedges, 
though spotty with cigarette cartons, wore their autumn livery 
undefiled by dust. 

Supposing he had been going to call at Anchorstone Hall, this 
was the way he would have gone. He was not going to call, of 
course. In spite of Lady Nelly’s injunction, he knew it wouldn’t 
do. With her he might have gone, for a situation did not remain 
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itself when she took hold of it. But not alone : alone he would 
tread on thorns. The machine would puncture from the start, and 
there would be no mending it. 


^ To what, Mr. Gherrington, do we owe the honour of this 
visit? ‘If I choose to call, Lady Staveley, it is hardly for you to 

take offence. My sister Hilda ^ ‘Your sister Hilda! You talk 

of your sister Hilda ! It is our son Dick we think about. You have 
your sister; she is sitting, safe if not sound, in a small, dark room 
in a poky villa in New Anchorstone, where she deserves to be. 
But where is Dick? Show him to us. Bring him back from the 
sands of Arabia where he lies wounded, perhaps dying, and all 
because of your precious sister.* ‘Excuse me. Lady Staveley, but 
it was not Hilda*s fault. Your son Dick deliberately * ‘Non- 

sense! She flimg herself at him. You do not know, because you 
never went there — one part of the house, at least, was uncon- 
taminated by your touch — ^but she opened the door, she opened 
all the doors, she opened his door, and flxmg herself at him.* ‘Lady 
Staveley, how can you possibly know all this? But even if she did 
do as you say, and — ^and made the first advances, still, it was not 
her fault. It was mine. I brought her to Anchorstone Hall. I 
persuaded her. I was to blame.* ‘You, you miserable creature, do 
you suppose that anything you could do would affect the ancient 
family of Staveley, settled at Anchorstone since the Conquest?* 


Eustace pulled himself up. The interior dialogue, whether 
with himself or someone else, was one of his worst habits, tending 
to split personality and who knows what else; to indulge it was to 
break Rule Number One of the New Mental Order. He must 
concentrate on the landscape. On his left, down a side-road, 
squatted the decapitated lighthouse tea-house, a mournful sight. 
On his right, among the trees, he would soon see, after an absence 
not to be measured by time, the chimneys and turrets of 
Anchorstone Hall. Yes, there they were; look at them well, as a 
stranger, a tripper, a tourist on a second-hand bicycle might look. 
They had not fallen down, as he had pictured them falling, in the 
general crash; they looked just the same; some of them were 
smoking lazily. And here, fronting him, was the Staveley Arms. 
The great escutcheon over the door did not seem to have weathered 
since he saw it last. 
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The village street was not a long one, half a mile at most. 
When he got past the church, Eustace calculated, and the gate- 
way into the park, he would be safe — safe from the undesirable 
influences that were spreading towards him, safe from any in- 
auspicious encounter. Here it was, the little group, the church, 
the pond, the gate. If he could have trusted himself in that spot, he 
would have got off and visited Miss FothergilPs grave. But better 
press on. In a moment his thoughts would be free — ^free to wander 
where they would, to speculate on the future, to see the world 
as Hilda would see it, fresh from the gloom of her piison-house. 

He had passed the danger-zone, as he thought, and was already 
enjoying his freedom, when he saw, coming down the hill towards 
lum, a figure on horseback. A woman, he noticed, as she came 
nearer, but he did not feel specially interested, for he had crossed 
the Staveley frontier. Still, one never knew what a horse might 
do, though this one was walking, and seemed very quiet; he must 
be on the watch. The rider looked up at the same moment and 
Iheir eyes met. 

Sure she had not recognised him, he was riding on, but glancing 
back he saw that she had turned her horse round and was looking 
after him. Dick had asked him to say something to Anne. Well, 
be must. 

He dismoimted awkwardly, aware of his trouser-clips and his 
old clothes, and pushed the bicycle, which no longer seemed 
gbiious, into the dangerous area of the horse’s legs. Anne bent 
down and gave him her hand and her brief smile, to neither of 
which could he give due attention, as his handle-bars betrayed a 
wish to bury themselves in the horse’s flank. 

*T didn’t recognise you at first. I must apologise,” she said. 
“‘Haven’t you — ^isn’t there something different?” 

Eustace was grateful to her for taking on herself the onus of 
non-recognition. 

“Yes, my moustache,” he said. “I don’t wonder you didn’t 
rccogioise me. Sometimes I don’t recognise myself.” 

Anne gave him her considering look. “Oh, it hasn’t changed 
you as much as all that.” 

Eustace thought for a moment, quite unproductively. “Were 
you just coming in from a ride?” 

“Yes,” said Anne. “Oddly enough. I don’t often go that way. 
And you were starting out on one?” 
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Yes, ’ said Eustace. ‘Here it will end/ he thought, *hcre we 
must shake hands.’ What empty words to cover so momentous a 
mee^g. Trying to keep his eyes on her as he did so, he detached 
1^ bicycle from the horse and got roimd on its other side, her 
side, the better to say good-bye. 

“If you have a moment to spare,” Anne said hesitatingly, “and 
don’t mind interrupting your ride, won’t you come in and walk 
round the garden? Not that there’s anything to see.” 

Eustace said yes before he had time to say no, and found him- 
self riding by her side past the church, through the gateway, 
and along the tree-shaded drive. The college front came into 
view. 

“Put your bicycle under the arch,” Anne said. “It’ll be safe 
there. Ah, here’s Watkins. He’ll take it. Can you amuse yourself 
for a minute while I see to Dapple?” 

The courtyard was empty. Though there were signs that it had 
lately been swept, autumn leaves were lying in thin drifts; and as 
Eustace almost mechanically turned his eyes upwards to Ae win- 
dows of the New Building, he saw them drifting across with a lost 
motion from the chestnut trees beyond. Believing himself to be 
alone, he tried to catch one as it fidl, having been told that each 
leaf caught meant a month of happiness; but its eddying flight, 
baffling as a butterfly’s, eluded him. Suddenly a leaf lodged in his 
hands and he felt absurdly pleased; clutching his capture, he 
looked round, to see Anne watching him from the garden gate. 
Ashamed of being caught in such a childish pastime, he dropped 
the leaf and walked towards her. 

“I used to do that,” she said, “but I never found it work. Still, 
I hope it will with you. I should like to think we had been the 
means of bringing you some happiness, however indirectly.” 

“Oh, I’m much happier than I was,” said Eustace awkwardly. 

The grass that grew among the ruins was blanched and yellow. 
Eixstace saw the broken font and fancied he could see the raw 
red scar where Dick had wrenched off the fragment for him. 

“Let’s go this way,” Anne said, leading him across the grass 
towards the Chinese bridge. “You know, I didn’t recognise you, 
but I wasn’t surprised to see you.” 

Her voice was bleak and tinged with the greyness of her per- 
sonality. If she was surprised she did not sound glad to see him. 
But he warned himself not to mistake her reserve for hostility. 
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“You knew I was here?” 

“Yes.” 

Eustace felt he was giving her very little help. 

“Did Dick tell you?” 

“Yes, he did, and Aunt Nelly. Mama wanted to write or call; 
but I’m glad I met you this way.” 

“Dick asked me to see you,” Eustace said; “but I didn’t know 
whether you’d want to.” 

“I didn’t know whether you would.” 

They were standing on the litde bridge, and for a fleeting 
moment Eustace marvelled that something which existed so 
strongly in his imaginalion could have its counterpart in 
reality. 

“We didn’t part in — ^in anger,” he said. “I had been angry, I 
was so unhappy about Hilda. But he had suflered too. And I 
was a great deal to blame. I see that now.” 

“Were you?” said Anne, opening her grey eyes wide. “None 
of us thought so.” 

“She wouldn’t have come but for me,” Eustace muttered. 

Anne was silent. Then she said, “I’m sure Dick would have 
found a way of meeting her. He never forgot her since the time 
they met as children. But he didn’t think women needed under- 
standing, and he didn’t understand her.” 

“She isn’t easy to understand,” said Eustace. 

“No. Lel?s go into the garden, shall we?” 

They went through the gate in the green hedge. The three 
other sides were wafled. They walked on towards a lead figure 
rising grey and spectral fix)m a fountain. Bordering the path, tall 
cltunps of sunflowers, duysanthemums, golden rod, and MicWl- 
mas-daisies still glowed with mauve and yellow, but some showed 
a disposition to fall apart firom the coitre, and a few were lying 
on the ground. Twisted this -way and that, the petals of due 
smaller sunflowers looked like displaced eyelashes. 

“There’s one thing about autumn flowers,” said Anne, “they’re 
no trouble to arrange. . . . No, she isn’t easy to understand. If 
only Dick had tried sooner,” 

“He did try?” asked Eustace. 

“Yes, but he hasn’t had the credit for that. Everyone thinks he 
treated her very badly. So he did, I suppose. You don’t mind us 
talking like this?” 
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EiMtace said he was glad to. “Hilda’s my sister and you’re 
Dick s. We needn’t stand on ceremony with each other.” 

I don’t defend him,” said Anne. “But he had got an alto- 
gether wrong idea^ of her. He thought that her beauty, and her — 
her work at the clinic, and the way she had lived, entirely on her 
own, would — ^well, have toughened her. I don’t defend him; he 
behaved very badly. But you can have no idea (or perhaps you 
have?) how he dreads being clung to or depended on or made 
respomible for someone else’s happiness. He’s the same with us 
here: if we as much as look at him with affection he gets up and 
goes out. That’s an exaggeration, but you know what I mean. 
He feels shut in and stifled the moment his independence is 
threatened, and then he becomes crud. Some women don’t mind 
that.” 

“No,” said Eustace. 

“Hilda meant more to him than anyone ever has. He adored 
her. He’s still in love with her. And he would have asked her to 
marry him if she could have taken him as he was. But she marked 
down every moment of his time; she mixed herself up with all his 
thoughts. She wanted him to do this and be that, and the more 
he drew away the closer she clung to him. He was odious to her 
often, and in front of people. But her will was stronger than his, 
and she makes it seem wrong not to do what she wants, not only 
wrong but impossible. When he was with her he couldn’t say the 
things he meant to. And being in love made it harder. Dick 
detests explanations; I’ve never heard him try to explain why he 
did something — but he tried to make her see that they couldn’t 
go on.” 

“Yes,” said Eustace. “He told me something about that.” 
They had reached the round basin. On its surface floated the dis- 
coloured leaves of water-lilies, and in a gap between them, darker 
than the water, darker than the statue itself, was reflected the 
figure of Narcissus, lost in contemplation of his own beauty. 

“I’m sure he was kind to her then,” said Anne, “because of the 
way he told me about it. She brought us together, you know, in 
a way we never had been, and he told me a lot about hhnself, as 
he never had before. He’s always hated one to know anything 
about him. I’m much closer to hhn now, although he isn’t here.” 
The sweetness of a tender thought misted her eyes, then faded. 
“But Hilda wouldn’t listen to him, she wouldn’t let him go. She 
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—she blackmailed him with her unhappiness/* Anne stopped 
and cleared the resentment from her voice. ‘'I shouldn’t have 
said that.” 

Eustace turned cold. “You don’t mean she really blackmailed 
him?” 

“Of course not.” Aime spoke sharply and gave him the straight 
look that did not spare his feelings. “How could you think so? 
But she told him she couldn’t live without him.” Then her 
expression changed; she coughed twice and said with an eflbrt: 

“You knew he offered her money?” 

So this was what Dick could not tell him. “Oh no, no,” Eus- 
tace muttered. Angry thoughts of Hilda were swirling round him 
like black veils. He beat the air with his hands, trying to keep 
them off. “She has her own money. I gave her some. It’s not all 

gone. But that was different. Why should a stranger? ” He 

stopped in confusion. “But she didn’t accept it? Please tell me 
she didn’t, Anne. I couldn’t bear to think she had.” 

Anne gave him the assurance, and for a moment they stood, 
not looking at each other, in the intimacy that comes from sharing 
a piece of knowledge, startling, saddening and revealing, about 
those one loves. 

Eustace broke the silence. 

“Did they still see each other after . . . after that?” 

“Yes, almost to the end. And he was quite different all that 
time. Much gentler. Didn’t you think he’d clianged?” 

Eustace said he had. 

“We all noticed it, and when he went away he kissed us, even 
Papa. Halfinfun,ofcourse,butevenso— — ” Her lips trembled, 
and she could not go on. 

“He left us a happy memory,” she said after a moment, piloting 
the words carefully through a voice treacherous with unshed 
tears, “And when he comes home I hope he won’t have slipped 
back. . . . You did think him different?” she said again. 

“Yes,” said Eustace; “but I don’t know him very well.” 

“He always liked you — ^he said something about you in his 
letter.” 

“Oh, what?” said Eustace. 

“Wdl,” said Anne, laughing in spite of herself, “for one thing 
that you’d given him quite a shock, and that’s a compliment from 
Dick.” 
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“I tried to,” said Eustace. 

I wonder how you did it? Oh and if you want to know, he 
said you were the kind of fierce man I’d always dreamed of.” 

Eustace reddened. 

“Did he speak of Hilda?” 

Anne’s face grew grave again. 

the memory of her made things easy for him.” 

“He didn’t send her any message^” 

“No.” 

Eustace wondered if the memory of Dick made things easy for 
Hilda, but he didn’t think so. Talking to Anne, forgiving Dick, 
enjoying the autumnal grace of Anchorstone Hall, he had been 
gt^ty of disloyalty to Hilda. Anne guessed what was in his 
mind. 

“I’ve been selfish,” she said. “I was so glad of the opportunity 
to talk to you about Dick, that I didn’t ask you how Hilda was.” 

Eustace told her. The effort not to make it sound too bad made 
it sound worse. 

“So she hasn’t been able to tdl you anything?” Anne said. 

“No. But she’s going out with me this afternoon,” he added, 
brightening. “That’s a great step forward. I’m glad it’s such a 
lovdy day.” 

The wind that had been raging since the middle of the month 
had at last died down, and the clouds were at rest in a heaven of 
tender, gauzy blue. Automatically they turned and began to 
walk to the house, which lay bdow them, its windows fiery firom 
the sun, its walls a deeper red. 

“I’m glad you came,” Anne said. “We didn’t like the idea of 
your being so close and not seeing you. If you hadn’t come by! 
I’m afraid we’re ali too easily resigned to the shape things fall 
into. Certainly I am. It isn’t always as immovable as it seems.” 

“No, indeed,” said Eustace, at whose bidding volcanoes had 
burst into flame and lava flowed. “But I don’t think I want to 
influence the course of events any more.” 

“Not even for Hfida?” 

“Well I had thought of something.” But he shrank from saying 
what it was, even to himself. Daunted by his thoughts he did not 
notice the two figures coming towards them across the grass. 
Aime waved to them and said, “Mama and Papa will want you 
to stay to tea.” 
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Eustace’s heart began to beat fast. 

“I mustn’t do that, thank you. Another day, if I might.” 

He could see that Sir John did not recognise him, but Lady 
Stavdey, in her thick purple tweeds, walked quickly towards 
him and held out her hand. 

“This is a nice surprise. John, here is Mr. Cherrington.” 

Making inarticulate noises of wdcome. Sir John came up to 
Eustace. “Very glad to see you again,” he said. There was a 
pause, into which Anne flung herself. 

“Mr. Cherrington is here for some time,” she said. “He’s 
promised to come over another day. I’m afraid I interrupted his 
bicyde ride, and dragged him in.” 

“Oh no, I was most glad to come,” protested Eustace. 

“Haven’t you asked him to stay to tea?” said Sir John indig- 
nantly. 

“Strange as it may seem to you. Papa, I have, but he’s got to 
get back.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Lady Stavdey quickly. “But 
we’re always here, we never go away, you know, and any day you 
can spare the time to come and see two dull old people ” 

“You’re forgetting Anne,” said Sir John. “We may be old and 
dull, if you say so, but she isn’t.” 

“Darling Anne, she knows I don’t forget her,” said Lady 
Stavdey, recovering herself. “She is our sheet anchor. But some- 
times I fed as though we were back again in the war, when she 
was away, nursing, and we were by oursdves.” 

“We weren’t here then,” said Sir John. “And the house was 
a hospital. I don’t know how you gel such fandes.” 

“Nor do I; but all I mean is that Mr. Cherrington will be very 
wdcome.” 

“Of course he will be; but he won’t want to come xmless you 
can find something for him to do.” From xmder Sir John’s wiry 
eyebrows his blue eyes shot a keen glance at Eustace. “May I ask 
you a personal question?” he said surprisingly. 

“No, Papa, I think you’d better not.” 

“Of course you can,” said Eustace. 

“Did you have that moustache when you were here before?” 

“I’ve asked him that. Papa, and he didn’t,” said Anne, before 
Eustace had time to answer. 

“I thought not. I knew there was something different. Makes 
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him look like someone we used to know — ^who was it, Edie? 
Fellow in the Grenadiers.®’ 

“I think you must mean Captain Bruce-Popham,” said Lady 
Staveley. 

®‘That’s the man. Friend of Dick’s, good fellow, a trifle slap- 
dash. He was a bit bigger than you are, but the resemblance is 
most striking.” 

They all looked at Eustace, and he felt ridiculously pleased. 

‘‘Now you mention it, I do see a likeness,” said Lady Staveley. 

They crossed the courtyard, which seemed to smile a many- 
windowed smile at Eustace, and passed into the gateway which 
had so often resounded to the tread of armed men. 

“Hullo, a bicycle,” said Sir John. Leaning against the black- 
ened wall, Eustace’s cherished roadster looked like a tradesman’s. 

“Yes,” he said lamely, “it’s mine.” 

“Do you mean to say you came on a bicycle?” 

“Well, what is there surprising in that, Papa?” 

“Nothing whatever, only one doesn’t often see them. Let me 
have a look. Hm. A Super-Achilles. One of the best makes. 
You’ve got a treasure there. Last you a lifetime.” 

Again Eustace felt absurdly pleased. 

“May I go back through die park?” he asked. 

“You may go anywhere you Iflce, my dear fellow. The whole 
place is open to you.” 

The janitor came out of his room, and, having ceremoniously 
delivered the bicycle into Eustace’s hands, saluted and retired. 

“Mind you come back,” said Sir John. 

“Yes, remember we’re always here,” said Lady Staveley. 

He said good-bye to them in the archway, but Anne walked 
with him across th€f bridge over the moat. 

“I shall write to-night,” she said, “and tell him we’ve seen 
you.” 

Possessed by a strange feeling of elation, an intensification of 
the happiness that had visited him at intervals throughout the 
day, Eustace rode on into the sunshine. The shallow valley with 
its ancient stunted trees, hoaiy and out at elbows, seemed to 
belong to him now that he was alone with it, and Sir John had 
said he could go anywhere he liked. Only a few hours ago the 
park had been forbidden ground to his imagination; now it wel- 
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corned him into the past — the past which had given him so many 
wishes to play with. What matter if they had come to nothing? 
Here he had the sense of their fulfilment, unvexed by reminders of 
the bath-chair at Cambo, and the burning sand of the Arabian 
desert. 

As he went on, his memories became more distinct. Some- 
where, not far from here, he had stood with his father, Miss 
Cherxinglon and Hilda, to watch the manoeuvres. The Yeomanry 
were encamped in the park; a few men in shirt-sleeves were loiter- 
ing among the tents, performing mysterious duties, and lining the 
hillsides, figures in smart blue uniforms stood or crouched or ran. 
Umpires galloped about with white bands on their arms. From 
a nearby crest, almost hidden in a thicket, a machine-gun stut- 
tered lethally, and another answered from the far side of the 
valley. Hilda wanted to climb up and see the gun in action, but 
Eustace was frightened, and much relieved when his father told 
her to stay where she was. He had imagined an invisible line, 
beyond which it was unsafe to go, and his heart came up in his 
mouth if any of the spectators strayed across it. Gradually his 
father persuaded him that this was a mock-battle, only in fun, as 
things could be only in fun in those days before the war; and 
Existace, gaining confidence, had imagined that all battles might 
be mock battles, and the soldiers would for ever put off their 
fierceness with their pipe-clay when the cease-fire sounded and 
they gathered round the cook-house (which his father, who had 
been a Volunteer, pointed out to him) for their tea. 

And somewhere not far from here must be the place where he 
and Nancy broke away from the road and got lost in the under- 
growth, that looked impenetrable still, from which Dick had 
rescued them. But Eustace could not entertain the thought of 
Nancy: she asked him a question he could not answer, and fled 
hurtfully from his dream. The smart stayed with him; his 
thoughts fluttered with a broken wing, and when he came to the 
Downs, the precipitous sides had flattened to tame slopes, on 
which ugly, muddy streaks had been scored by the toboggans. 

But only Nancy was proof against the hour^s transmuting 
touch. His other memories willingly submitted to the change; 
the orange water of the iron spring delighted him as of old with 
its promise of vast untapped therapeutic properties in the earth; 
the roofless, gabled church which &e sky poured into, made him 
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feel as if a lid had been taken off his own mind. He passed by it 
slowly, his eye dwelling with pleasure on all its broken but 
enduring surfaces. 

And now he was out on the main road, in the suburbs of 
Anchorstone, between the tree-girt Convalescent Home and the 
rose-red pillar of the water-tower. This silken dalliance with his 
thoughts must stop, for Hilda, chained to her rock, awaited him 
at Cambo. 

Yet what if the experiment failed, if the shock missed fire, if 
Hilda returned from her ride the same as she went out? If the day 
that had opened so triximphantly closed in defeat? 

You cannot hesitate long on a bicycle: Eustace described a 
wobbly semicircle and fell off. Need he go back just yet? As 
originally planned, his ride was to have been much longer, and 
included an ascent of Frondsham Hill, on the crest of which he 
now stood. The ascent of that hill, hitherto always taken on foot, 
at a slow pace and with occasional halts, was to be the sign of his 
complete physical recovery, his utter independence of the brandy 
fiask. 

*No, Dr. Speedwell,’ he heard himself saying, ‘there’s nothing 
the matter with me at all. I’m as sound as a bell, as fit as a fiddle, 
as right as a trivet. You can put your stethoscope away, old chap. 
Why, yesterday I cycled up Frontisham Hill.’ ‘Frontisham EEll? 
My dear boy, you must be a Hercules.’ ‘Well, not quite that, 
Dr. Speedwell, but pretty good for a C3 man.’ 

Reluctantly Eustace rang down the curtain on this intoxicating 
scene, and took out his watch, one of his Venetian watches, for 
Miss Fothergill’s was too precious to take bicycling. It had 
stopped. How annoying ; if only he had brought a supplementary 
time-piece he would know exactly how he stood. Those obsolete 
customs had their uses after all. If he had not been so busy talking 
to the Staveleys he would have noticed the time by the blue-and- 
gold clock in the courtyard. But the sun was still high in the 
heavens and he needn’t really worry. Hilda couldn’t scold him, 
Mixmey wouldn’t, and anyhow, scolding had no terrors for a 
Eustace who reminded Sir John Staveley of Captain Bruce- 
Popham. 

Five imnutes’ glorious coasting would take him to Frontisham, 
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where the church had a dock. Better know how late he was, even 
if the knowledge made him later, so Eustace reasoned, even if it 
delayed the shock he was to administer to Hilda. He had given 
Dick a shock, perhaps he could give her one, too. He would be 
able to think out the details on the way down, and on the way up 
fortify his moral constitution with a demonstration of his physical 
prowess. 

Slap-dash as any Guards officer, he scorned to use his brakes. 
After the second turn, where the road disappears beneath one’s 
feet, he became one with his own speed. At his approach the 
villagers scattered like hens, for Eustace’s pre-war bicycling 
technique did not spare the bell. So in a glorious flurry of sound 
and speed he breasted the steep rise to the church, and flung 
himself from his bicycle like the deus ex machina that he was, and 
propped it under the lych-gate. His progress round the church — 
for the gate was at the east end — seemed intolerably slow. Below 
him to the left, in the garden of the Swan Hotel, a family party, 
including some children, were having tea. He remembered hav- 
ing tea there, too. They were staring at something above his 
head. He knew what they were looking at, although he could not 
see it, and he walked down the steep pathway among the tomb- 
stones to get a view. 

Yes, there it was, the famous window, flickering upwards, its 
stone flames gilded by the sunshine, its dark glass sparkling with 
a hundred points of light. Slowly the spectacle began to re-create 
in Eustace the mood of so many years ago : his being kindled and 
divided into tongues of fire that seared the walls of sense with a 
sweet agony; but while the experience was still in its infancy, still 
hot and fluid in his mind, while the peace of petrifaction was still 
as far away as the soldier’s home is from the batdefleld, the clock 
in the tower struck five, and time had robbed him of eternity. 

No question now of not pedalling up the hill, for unless he made 
haste, Hilda might miss her ride, and who knew whether, having 
been let down once, she would ever bring herself to face the 
daylight. 



Chapter XIX 

The Experiment on the Cliff 


H IS bicycle stabled, Eustace slipped softly into the house by 
the back door. Late as he was, he could not possibly let Hilda 
see him like this, steaming and sweating and not quite able to get 
his breath. But not only with exertion, with triumph; for he had 
scaled the hill, he had proved himself. Many times he had been 
on the point of ^ving up. He had been reduced to subterfuges: 
to husbanding his strength from one telegraph pole to the next; 
to tacking this way and that across the road; finally, to counting 
by tens the revolutions of his pedals. But he had done it, and in 
the doing the incapacities of a lifetime seemed to have slipped 
from him. 

Still breathing hard, he tiptoed through the hall, stretched out 
his hand for the letter on the hat-rack, and stole up to his room. 
No sound at Hilda’s door: the house seemed empty. 

Washing was the crown of athletic effort, but how heavily the 
bath towel pressed upon his shoulders, and how long it took him 
to get dry. The new vest would soon be as sticky as the old. 

A moment’s halt while he read the letter. It had a Venetian 
postmark, but the handwriting was strange to him. 

Deak Sir, 

At the request of my fiiend Mr. Jasper Bentwich I have 
read the MS, of yoixr story, 'Little Athens’, and am writing to 
say that I shall be pleased to publish it. 

The length, 40,000 words, is, as you probably know, a par- 
ticularly difficult one to handle, so you must not expect any 
considerable sale, I am returning the MS. by registered post, 
and have made some marginal notes suggesting small altera- 
tions, but I deprecate too much polishing. 

A formal contract will be sent you later. 

Yours faithfully, 

And then a name he could not read. 
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Eustace did not hear the knock, or the sound of the door open- 
ing, but there was Minney, her hair untidy, and her kind face 
looking as reproachful as it ever could. 

‘‘You naughty boy. Tve been looking all over for you. We 
thought you were lost.” 

“Oh, Minney, my book’s been taken.” 

“How do you mean — ^taken? I haven’t taken it, and no one 
else has been in the room since you went out.” 

“I mean, a publisher’s taken it.” 

“Oh, a publisher, that’s different; you’ll be able to get it back 
from him. Now, don’t get talking about your old books, because 
you’re an hour late already. And you asked for tea to be early.” 

“I’m sorry, Minney.” 

“You gave me such a fright, it was almost like that time you 
ran away on the paper-chase. I went all the way to the water- 
tower looking for you. I’ve only just got in.” 

“Oh, I am sorry, Minney.” 

“And Miss Hilda’s working herself up into such a state.” 

“Oh dear, what a trouble I’ve been.” 

“It wouldn’t have mattered so much if I’d had anyone to leave 
with her. And she’s got a surprise for you.” 

“I know, she’s coming out in the chair after tea.” 

“Yes, but she’s got another surprise too. You must be sure and 
show her you’re pleased.” 

“Of course I will.” 

“Well, you must look at her carefully, because you don’t always 
notice things.” 

That was true. 

“Shall I see it at once?” Talking to Minney gave Eustace the 
feeling that he was at a children’s party, nervotlsly embarking on 
a new game. 

“If you look in the right place you will.” 

“Where shaU I look?” 

“At her. Now come along, I shan’t tell you any more. What 
do you want with those nasty great stones?” 

Eustace hoped Minney hadn’t seen him stuffing the granite 
chips into his pockets. 

“They’re in case the bath-chair runs away.” 

“Runs away? I should think you’d be glad if it did. That 
would save you a lot of trouble.” 
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Existace saw at once what the surprise was, and did not have to 
feign his delight. 

“Oh, Hilda you’re wearing the Fortuny dress.” 

She could not respond to his words or the warmth in them or 
answer his smile. Her lips trembled, her head gave a tiny jerk, 
her eyes changed their tone; otherwise the beautiful dress might 
have clothed a beautiful dummy. Minney beckoned to the 
door. 

“Tell her again you like it,” she whispered. “I’m going for 
your tea now.” 

“Oh, Hilda, the dress does suit you,” Eustace said, putting 
into his voice ^1 the conviction he could muster. 

Silence. 

But it didn’t suit the room; it made everything look worn or 
common. 

“You’re wearing it at just the right time, you know,” he went 
on encouragingly. “Lady Nelly said it was a tea-gown.” He 
paused, handicapped by not knowing how Hilda felt towards 
Lady Nelly. “She said you were to wear it on any light-hearted 
occasion,” he told Hilda, remembering Lady Nelly’s words. 
“And this is one, isn’t it? Your first day out.” 

A distressingly trite phrase, but the great thing was to keep on 
talking. 

What else had Lady Nelly said; what other instructions had 
she given? The dress meant that ‘yo^ wanted to be looked at for 
yourself, not stared at, just looked at, with kindly attention and 
affectionate interest’. He could hardly teU Hilda that. It was for 
^ those little in-between times when nothing’s been pleumed’. But 
something had been planned, very much so, though not the kind 
of plan he had made for her on t!^t hot, mote-laden morning in 
Fortuny’s shop. He searched his memory again for the peark of 
Lady Nelly’s wisdom. 

“She said it was an off-duty dress, and we are off-duty, aren’t 
we? You have to be, to get better: tlxere’s nothing to be ashamed 
of in that, is there? I’m really working rather hard — except when 
I go for bicydc rides, and they’re work too, in a way — ^I mean, 
exercise is necessary, to keep one well— and I can’t tell you how I 
look forward to these outings with you — ^they are such a change 
from my routine.” 

All about myself, he thought, defending myself as usual, and 



7o8 Eustace and Hilda 

talking so loudly and slowly, jxxst as if she was a foreigner, or deaf, 
or mentally deficient. But the task of supplying Hilda’s imaginary 
answers didn’t grow easier with practice. He would use Lady 
Nelly once more as his guide. 

“She said you would know when to put the dress on, and she 
was right, wasn’t she? Because to-day is like no other day; it’s a 
celebration, well, almost a jubilee, so many things have been 
happening. It’s exciting about Barbara, isn’t it? She was so 
plucky — going off like that, without making any fuss. Women are 
much braver than men. And I’ve had some adventures too. I’ll 
tell you about them later, when we go out.” 

But should he tell her? How would she take the news of his 
having been to Anchorstone Hall? He was debating this point 
when Minney brought in the tea. 

“There, I’ll put the table beside you,” she said, depositing the 
tray on the bed and fetching from the window a small, strong 
table made of fumed oak and topped with olive-green tiles. “Of 
course, gentlemen ought not to pour out, but Mr. Eustace isn’t 
exactly a gentleman — I mean, he’s your brother. Now, has he 
told you he likes your dress? I’m sure he hasn’t, because men 
never notice such things. See what lovely material it’s made of— 
I never saw anything like it.” 

She leaned across the table and took the skirt of the dress 
between her fingers, stretching the furled pleats, until they 
gave up the last of their blue and silver secrets. Hilda hates 
to be touched, thought Eustace. She’ll be wishing she’d never 
had the dress put on. Between us we’re doing the subject to 
death. 

“I shouldn’t be surprised if everyone wants to look at it,” 
Minney said, letting go the folds, which sank back slowly into 
their former lines as Aough endowed with conscious life. “But 
you must hurry up, or it’ll be dark before you get out. Shall I 
give you your first cup, dear, or will Mr. Eustace?” 

“I win, Minney.” 

“Well, don’t let her spill it on her dress, or it’ll never come out. 
Shall I fetch a serviette?” 

“Oh no, no,” said Eustace. 

“Very well, then. Ring when you’re ready for me to help you 
with the chair.” 

Eustace’s hand trembled as he held the cup to Hilda’s lips. 
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^ the preparations were over, the startings and stoppings, the 
raisings and lowerings, the smothered grunts, the ‘Careful nows’ 
from Mmney, and the ‘That’s all rights’ from Eustace; they had 
passed the corner on the stairs where you had to hold your breath ; 
they had done the most diflScult part of all — ^the transition from 
the carrying-chair to the bath-chair, and now they were outside 
the white gate, with Hilda’s hands, that did not steer, resting 
quite naturally on the steering handle and her eyes turned to the 
sea. 

“You’re sure you don’ t want a wrap?” asked Eustace anxiously. 
“Don’t you think she ought to have one, Minney?” 

“What an old fuss-pot you are,” said Miimey. “Twice over 
she’s as good as told you she doesn’t want one. She doesn’t want 
to cover anything up, even if you do. But don’t be too long, 
because it never docs to be too long the first time, and if you are I 
shall worry about you. There’s plenty of light now, but you can’t 
tell how quickly these evenings draw in. I feel quite proud. You 
do look nice, both of you, except Mr. Eustace’s pockets. Now let 
me see you start.” 

And she watched Eustace’s bent back and slow responsible 
steps until the bath-chair rounded the school wall and was lost to 
view. 

Going this way, going towards the lighthouse, Eustace had his 
mind still fairly free. Not as free as if he had nothing to settle, no 
decision to take, no shock to administer, but free enough to feel the 
significance of the occasion — the return of Hilda to the outside 
world. For the moment he would be content with that; he would ^ 
look no farther; he would not think about the return of Hilda’s 
body to herself. 

Meanwhile he began to tell her of his afternoon, beginning at 
the end with his ascent of Frontisham Hill and going backwards. 
“You remember the hill, don’t you? We used to drive down it in 
the landau with Mr. Craddock and the brakes used to get hot and 
smell, do you remember? And we always walked back, because it 
was so steep for the horses, I never thought I should be able to 
ride up on a bicycle.” There were times when one could not but 
take Hilda’s silence for disapproval, and this was one. Eustace 
sighed, longing for articulate appreciation of his feat. “And to 
get to Frontisham I went through the Downs, where we used to 
have such fun tobogganing. Do you remember how good you 
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were at it, and how together we beat Nancy and Gerald Steptoe? 
You never liked her; you were quite right, she wasn’t a very nice 
girL And then I saw the place where the manoeuvres were held; 
that’s in the park, of course; well, actually I came that way. 
Look, your dress is slipping out.” Tucking in the dress gave him 
an excuse to come round to the front to see Hilda’s face; but her 
eyes told him nothing. ‘‘And coming that way, of course, I had 
to pass Anchorstone Hall.” The words were out, but neither 
Hilda’s plain blue felt hat, so different from Miss Fothergill’s with 
its crop of cherries, nor the shoes he had given her for Dick’s 
birthday told him whether he ought to go on. He would drop 
the subject and return to it later on if he felt he could. 

“And do you know, Hilda, the story I wrote in Venice has been 
accepted by a publisher? He doesn’t think it’ll sell well, because 
it’s the wrong length, but perhaps I shall make some money, the 
first I’ve ever made except from scholarships, and you can’t count 
them. I think he must like the story, because he doesn’t want me 
to alter it, except in a few places. I hope you’ll like it; I shall 
dedicate it to you, of course.” Eustace stopped, remembering he 
had promised to dedicate the story to Lady Nelly. “To you, of 
course, and perhaps to some other person as well, if you didn’t 
mind sharing. I believe proofs are a bit of a bother, but authors 
seem to get over it somehow, so I suppose I shall.” 

The floating population of the Third Shelter glanced up from 
their books and newspapers; and people on their way back from 
tea at the lighthouse, passing close by, stared curiously at Hilda’s 
dress. It did look conspicuous out of doors and in the daylight; it 
seemed to be waiting for the night. But they did not seem to 
find anything strange about her, and Eustace went on with a good 
heart. Contrary to what he expected, he found himself welcoming 
their interest, both for himself and for Hilda. It was as though 
something that had long been kept dark, hidden behind bars, a 
skeleton in the cupboard almost, had been brought out for all to 
see. He would have liked to shout aloud: ‘Here we are! Gome 
and take a good look at \is! Hilda and her brother Eustace!’ 

“You see now how they’ve spoilt the lighthouse; it’s awful, isn’t 
it?” he said gloatingly. “But anyhow it shows the sandbanks 
must be less dangerous if they don’t need a light here any more. 
Would you like to go on past the lighthouse? There’s jmt room 
to scrape by if we keep dose to the wall.” 
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Apparently she didn’t want to, so Eustace contented 
with wheeling her up to the outbuildings, empty shells shorn of 
the magic of official occupation, or put to the basest uses. At 
tame and inconclusive turning-point he lingered, loath to begin 
the homeward journey. For the homeward journey was to wit- 
ness the experiment; yes, somewhere between here and the steps, 
at some point on the cliff’s edge, visible to Fate but not to him, 
on a square yard of grass indistinguishable from the rest, he and 
Hilda must face their ordeal. At the thought his mind sickened 
and his limbs grew slack. Opposite him was the lane leading to 
the highroad — a lane of escape. 

“Would you rather go back inland, or by the cliff? It isn’t 
much farther by the road and you would see some new views.” 

Hilda, however, preferred the cliff, and they started off in the 
wake of the stragglers from the tea-shop. Eustace could not come 
to terms with his thoughts. But Ehlda had put on Lady Nelly’s 
dress. She must have meant something by that; and what could 
she mean except that her nature was dry and thirsty, and in need 
of replenishment and change? A harder thing makes hard things 
easier. Dreading the second part of his programme, Eustace 
began to feel happier in his mind about the first. 

“I told you I went past Anchorstone Hall,” he said, “but I 
didn’t tell you I went in. I ran into Anne by chance, and she 
persuaded me: I wasn’t very anxious to go. But do you know, 
Hilda, I’m glad I did, because she was so nice and understanding, 
not gushing or stiff, just natural, and she made me feel that Dick 
hadn’t behaved as he did because he wasn’t fond of you, but in a 
sort of way because he was\ he went away as much for your sake 
as for his. And he’d written to her and said that the memory of 
you made things e'asy for him — ^I don’t quite know what he meant 
by that, but it shows he didn’t fed any bitterness, doesn’t it? Of 
course he couldn’t: it’s you who are injured; but people’s feelings 
don’t always go by logic, and I was glad in a way to think that he 
still loved you (as a matter of fact, Aime told me he did). I mean, 
one can’t be loved too much, can one? and he so far away in 
Arabia, among unfriendly people. Oh, and she said he had 
changed a great deal, and was much gentler and kinder, and when 
he went away he kissed them all, induding his father, though that 
was only in fun; but it shows, doesn’t it? Anne said he never 
kissed anybody, hardly— think of that. And they were all so nice. 
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Sir John, and Lady Staveley too, and made quite a fuss of me all 
because I was your brother and they were sorry that Dick had 
been so unkind to you.” 

Existace paused. He did not like the rise and fall of his own 
rhetoric, and talking to someone who couldn’t answer made him 
self-conscious and over-explicit; but he was determined to have 
his say out. 

‘‘And it was all true what they said because, though I haven’t 
told you, I saw Dick in Venice, and I was very angry with him 
and quite rude to him; you mightn’t think I could be, but I was, 
for he told Anne I had given him a shock. And he looked quite 
different: thinner and not so well as he used to, and he was very 
kind when I felt faint, as I sometimes do, you know, but it’s 
nothing, I’m growing out of it; and he said he had been unworthy 
of you, but you had been much the greatest thing in his life. He 
said you had made him a better man, yes, he actually said that. 
I only tell you this so that you shouldn’t feel it had been all 
wasted, what you have been through and suffered with Dick. I’m 
sure some good has come of it — ^it has to me, I know, I’m quite 
changed really, altogether another sort of person, more useful, 
you know. And Stephen has changed too : he’s much more serious, 
only he’s as fond of you as ever, he hasn’t changed in that way. 
Nor have I.” 

Eustace thought he saw a vibration in the blue felt hat, a 
tremor in the hands that seemed to steer, a twitching in the toes 
of the expensive shoes. But gratifying as it is to hear that other 
people have changed — ^for in them there is always room for im- 
provement — one doesn’t want to be told that one has changed 
oneself, especially if the change has involved paralysis. 

“You haven’t changed,” Eustace went on; “but then, no one 
could want you to; you’ve helped us to change and ever so many 
cripples, but I’m sure you’re the same underneath, just as you 
look the same, except for this sad illness. And all the doctors say 
that’s only temporary. At any moment, just when you’re least 
thinking about it, you’ll get better, just as the woman did in the 
Bible, just as the Sleeping Beauty did, when the prince waked her. 
And then all the past will seem as though it was just leading up 
to that, your moment of freedom.” 

Eustace had said his say, he was emptied of thought and feeling. 
Over the Lincolnshire coast the sxm was going down in calm 
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md.gmficencc. A few clouds, bars of indigo, bright at the edges, 
rested on the lower part of the great orb ; below, the sea already 
shimmered with the opalescence of approaching twilight. The 
wind had dropped, but the water was still ruflSed by the energy 
of its breath. A procession of ripples, tipped with palest gold, 
rolled purposefully towards Eustace; the cliff was not a barrier 
to them, they seemed to surmoimt it and flow right into him, 
bringing a delicious drowsy feeling that his returning conscious- 
ness would soon expel. The weakness must be expelled, for he had 
something to do, and now was the time to do it, now while they 
were passing the Second Shelter where he had first spoken to Miss 
Fothergill, and in sight of the rocks, far, far below, where Hilda 
and he had built their pond. No one was sitting in the shelter, no 
one was near them on the cliffs; they were within a few paces of 
the brink. It was now or never, for imless he did it now, when his 
mood of greatest confidence was on him, he would never do it, 
and Hilda would languish for months, for years, perhaps for life, 
a paralytic clamped in her iron shell. 

He began to tremble as his will strove for mastery with his 
increasing physical weakness. He tried to get the message down 
into his hands, but they would not obey him; they would not turn 
the bath-chair towards the edge. A sudden sharp run to within a 
foot or two of the brink; then a pause for Hilda to realise all that 
threatened her; then a quick recoil, and then — ^how often had he 
rehearsed it — ^the miracle. No one could do it but him; and he 
must do it now, now, or spend his life in vain regret, tormented 
every time he took Hilda out, every time he brought her in, every 
time he saw her or thought of her, by the knowledge that there 
was something he could have done to cure her and he did not do 
it* But he had reckoned without himself. All his other faculties 
revolted against the act that his will was forcing on them 
and only when they were darkened by the shadow that was 
rising in him did he turn the wheels of the chair towards the 
abyss. 

Too late* His fingers were slipping from the handle: the chair 
was moving of itself. Desperately he felt in his pockets, not for 
the brandy, purposely left behind, but for the wedges, those 
legitimate objects of precaution, but he could not reach them. ‘T 
don’t feci very well, Hilda,” he gasped, “I think I’D sit down, if 
you don’t mind.” Falling, he flung out his arm in an effort to 
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grasp the wheel, his hand passed through the spokes and they 
closed on his wrist, bringing the chair to a standstill. 

At first Hilda’s vision was bounded by the sea and sky; she 
seemed to be hanging in space. Suddenly her head gave a jerk, a 
jerk like the nod a man gives, dozing by the fire; and when her 
chin settled again, lower on her chest, her eyes took in a strip of 
the cliff’s edge, the quiet grasses lifted by the wind, and close 
beside her, turned up to the sky, the toe of her brother’s shoe. 

For a full minute by the second hand of her diamond wrist- 
watch Hilda’s eyes never left the foot, and all the time she 
strained herself over until at last she saw the side of his head lying 
motionless on the ground. 

Tremors passed through Hilda, violent tremors swelling into 
convulsive shudderings that made the bath-chair creak and 
rattle. At the height of the seizure she sneezed, sneezed with her 
whole body, not once, but several times, as if she were sneezing 
herself to life, and then the release of movement spread through 
all her limbs. Her foot sought the ground, and she followed, witli 
a whirl of the Fortuny skirt that would have delighted Eustace. 
Rocking a little as she stood, but feeling the weakness flow out of 
her and the strength return, she looked down at him. Lying with 
his head turned the other way and his legs spread out, he looked 
as if his body had been tied to the wheel and shaken off. Freckles 
had come out on his nose, his moustache was nearly black against 
his ashen lips, and the grasses and the trefoil pressed themselves 
against his cheek. 

She thought he was dead, but Eustace was not dead, and even 
as she looked at him he stirred and opened his eyes. **Oh, Hilda,” 

he murmured, “you’re better. I’m so glad — I ” He drifted 

off again. She knelt beside him and loosened his collar, got his 
hand away from the spokes and began to chafe his wrists. One of 
his wrists was spotted with blood where the spoke had bitten into 
it. He opened his eyes again and saw, not only Hilda but several 
other people whom she hadn’t noticed, standing round, looking 
very tall and solemn. The colour came back into his face and he 
sat up. “How stupid ofme,” he said, “I must have fainted.” See- 
ing he was better, the onlookers began to tell each other to come 
away, but one man stayed behind and asked Hilda if he could do 
anything. Hilda asked him to help her to put Eustace into the 
bath-chair. “Yes,” he said, “but first I’ll take it away from where 
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it is; it’ll be over the cliff in a moment. You might have had a 
nasty accident.” 

One of the spectators who was moving away from the spot, 
believing himself to be out of earshot, said to his companion, ‘‘I 
saw it all happen, and it didn’t look like an accident.” 

Eustace heard the words but was too dazed to take in their 
meaning; he sat looking about him in a shy and happy confusion, 
while the stranger pulled the bath-chair back into s^ety. He put 
his hands under Eustace’s shoulders, Hilda linked hers beneath 
his knees, and together they lifted him into the chair. 

“Shall I push him for you, Madam?” said the man, who 
seemed loath to go away. 

“Oh no, thank you,” said Hilda, “I’m sure I can manage.” 

But the man was insistent. 

“All right, you can take him for a start,” she said, a trifle 
ungraciously, “but you must let me have him when I tell you.” 

“You can put your hand between mine, just to steady him,” 
the man said, leaving a space on the bar for Hilda’s hand. 

Still feeling dizzy, but always automatically alert to Hilda’s 
relations with other people, Eustace was surprised to hear her say, 
“That’s very kind of you.” 

When they reached the wall of the preparatory school she dis- 
missed her escort, who departed with many protestations and hat 
held high. Feeling weak all over, she took the handle and was just 
able to pull the bath-chair up the slope. ' 

Watching from a window, Minney saw them come back. 
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Eustace and Hilda 


T he two recovering invalids had their supper downstairs, 
though Minney had done her utmost to persuade them to go 
to bed. “And I do wish you*d let me ring up Dr. Speedwell,” 
she said. “Mr. Eustace isn^t looking any too grand, and besides, 
think how pleased he*ll be to see you, Miss Hilda, walking about 
and looking just like anybody else. Why, it*s only fair to him, I 
say, to show him how he*s cured you. Those doctors in London 
couldn’t. It’s like a miracle.” 

“Oh, don’t let’s have him, Minney,” pleaded Eustace. “Let’s 
be as we are for this evening. It’s such more fun, just the three 
of xis. I can see him to-morrow if you think I ought to.” 

“Well, we don’t want him fainting here, do we, Miss Hilda?” 
The tiny frown that had furrowed Hilda’s brow while her face 
was clamped in illness had not yet straightened out, 

“I don’t need the doctor,” she said, “and I don’t think Eustace 
does.” 

Eustace glanced at her uneasily, troubled by something in her 
tone. 

“Very well, then, but it’s lucky Miss Hilda is better, because 
Mr. Crankshaw isn’t coming back to-night — ^not tliat he’ll be 
wanted, I’m sure — and I wouldn’t trust Mr. Eustace to carry her 
upstairs,” 

“Wouldn’t you, Minney?” asked Hilda. “Why not?” 

“No, I wouldn’t, not as he is now. He might drop you. Now 
you both go into the drawing-room while I wash up, and ITl 
come and tell you when it’s time to go to bed. No sitting up late, 
mind,” 

Eustace opened the door for Hilda and followed her into the 
drawing-room. How well she graced the uncomfortable high- 
backed chair! She had only to move to give him happiness. 
Tired as he was, only just afloat on the sea of consciousness, he 
asked nothing better than to sit and look at her. But she was not 
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looking at him. bhe was staring at the fire which Minney had 
lighted for them, and which burnt, as always, under protest. 

^*Was it an accident?** she said at length, still without looking 
at him. 

‘‘Was what an accident, darling?** asked Eustace, his heart and 
mind engaged in the play of Hilda’s fingers, clenching and un- 
clenching in her lap. 

“Didn’t you hear what the man said?** 

She could curl her little finger right up. 

“What man, Hilda dear?** 

“The man on the cliffs.** 

Her foot was swivelling round on her ankle, this way and that, 
in an impatient circle, and under the thm stuff of her shoe each 
of her toes seemed to have a life of its own. 

“Do you mean the one who helped us?** 

“No, anotlier man.** 

Eustace looked blank. “I’m afraid I wasn’t taking much 
notice.** 

“He said he’d seen it all, and he didn’t think it was an acci- 
dent,” said Hilda. 

Eustace moved his head about in a gesture she remembered 
well. 

“What did he think it was?” 

“He thought you did it on purpose.” 

There was no sound in the room save the angry sputtering of 
the fire. Eustace’s mind spim and rattled like a pianola record 
when you wind it back. 

“Well, I did, in a way.” 

Hilda stiffened, so that for a moment Eustace thought the 
paralysis had takefi hold of her again. 

“Then you were trying to push me over.” 

Eustace stared at her with his mouth open and the colour left 
his face. 

“I don’t altogether blame you,” said Hilda, “only I wonder 
you didn’t do it at night, when there was no one about.” 

“OhI” 

Eustace grasped the hard, knobbly arms of the chair and 
summoned all his faculties, soimding a bugle in his mind to r^ly 
the last stragglers. “No, no,” he said, starting up and sinking 
back again. “You mustn’t think that, Hilda, you mustn’t! 
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Please donH, Hilda! It would kill me if you thought that. No, 
no, believe me, it was an experiment. Dr. Speedwell said a shodc 
might cure you. He’ll tell you so himself. You must believe me, 
Hilda! I should have explained everything, only I didn’t seem 
to get the chance at supper, with Minney there. Please, please 
believe me! It was the only way I could think of, and I couldn’t 
tell you before-hand, I couldn’t give you any warning, you must 
see that, or it wouldn’t have been a shock.” 

He tried to explain his plan to her in detail, growing more and 
more incoherent. ‘‘And then I began to feel faint; but I thought 
I should have just time to do it, and I knew that if I didn’t do it 
then, I never should, and then you would never get better. You 
are better now, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Hilda sombrely. ‘‘I suppose I am.” 

Her thoughts felt strange to her; never very accessible, they had 
circled so long in her mind without the outlet of speech that they 
had worn a groove there, a deep trench not easily penetrated 
from without. 

Eustace looked at her beseediingly. 

“Say something, Hilda. I can’t bear it when you sit so still. 
You can speak now. Please say something. I can’t say any 
more.” 

“What am I to say?” Hilda spoke slowly as if her tongue was 
still rusty, “I must believe you, of course.” She looked at him 
inquiringly, as if begging him to give her the power to believe. 
“It was all so strange,” she went on dreamily. “After the first 
moment, I wasn’t afraid of the fall. I’ve a good head for heights. 
Highcross Hill is high. Then I saw your foot. But it began before 
that.” 

Her mind seemed to be unwinding, losing its coiled tightness. 

“What he said was almost the first thing I heard — I shouldn’t 
have taken so much notice. I’ve been a burden to you, Eustace. 
I know that. If I’d been able to move, well, even enough to have 
poured myself out a glass of medicine, I wouldn’t have been a 
burden to you any more,” 

“Oh, Hilda, what are you saying?” Eustace cried. “You 
couldn’t speak before, and now you can, you want to break my 
heart. I can see you don’t believe me. What can I do to convince 
you?” 

She stared at him with a heavy vacancy* 
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‘ I wouldn’t have talked to you as I did if I’d meant to — to hurt 
you,” he said. ‘‘And z&you said, Hilda, if Fd wanted to do what 
you think, I could have done it at night.” 

His myriad-pointed misery, like a file, scraped the skin of his 
mind for new methods of persuasion, but his rasped and bleeding 
consciousness could only speak its pain. Desperately he returned 
to the old arguments, but they lit no light in her sullen face which, 
to his horror, was beginning to take on the fixed, unnatural ex- 
pression of her illness. He flung out his hands and as they dropped 
to his sides they struck against something hard. The wedges. For 
the sake of something to do he took them out and held them 
balanced on his palms like weights, eyeing Hilda as David might 
have eyed Goliath. 

Hilda returned his look. “What have you got there?” she said. 
Loaded with suspicion, her voice dropped to a whisper. “You*re 
frightening me. I don’t feel safe. What have you got there, 
Eustace?” 

Suddenly Eustace’s mind was flooded with light. 

“The wedges! the wedges!” he shouted, getting up and stand- 
ing over Hilda and thrusting the lumps of granite in her face. 
“The wedges I always took with me, in case — ^in case something 
happened, and the bath-chair ran away. That was why I kept 
them, to put under the wheels. You must have seen my pockets 
bulging,” he said, glaring down at her. “Didn’t you see them 
bulge,” he demanded, “every night I came to take you out?” 

“Yes, I did,” said Hilda in a low, xmcertain voice. “I won- 
dered why you looked like that.” 

“Take them! take them!” shouted Eustace, putting the wedges 
into Hilda’s wondering hands. “Look at them! Feel how heavy 
they are! They’ve worn out my pockets,” he grumbled, his voice 
querulous as well as angry. “Look, they’re full of holes.” He 
pulled the dirty grey pockets out, and showed Hilda the jagged 
tear in each. “They’ve been mended twice, but they won’t 
hold anything except these big stones. All my money falls out. 
Minney’s always on to me about them. She knows ! She can tell 
you! Fll call her!” 

He went to the door, and was fumbling with the knob when 
he heard Hilda’s voice. “No, don’t, Eustace. Come back.” 

It was her old voice, the voice he knew. Reluctantly, still 
glaring at her, he sat down in the chair again. 
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She got up quietly and put the wedges on the table by his sic 

‘‘Thank you, Eustace,” she said. 

He looked at her again. The strain and strangeness had go 
out of her face. He hardly dare believe it, but it seemed as thouj 
what his arguments could not bring about, his anger had. Jr 
anger, and the wedges — ^those concrete testimonies to his inr 
cence. 

Timidly he smiled at her and she smiled back, and they stay 
so for a moment, exploring each other’s faces with their smiles. 

“Why did you put on the Fortuny frock to-day?” Eustace sa' 
“You look so lovely in it.” 

The blue and silver of the dress seemed to have woven th< 
own moonlight round her. 

“I don’t quite know,” said Hilda. “It was something to 
with Barbara, I was so glad about her, and then I had a vag 
feeling I didn’t want to be outdone by her. Such nonsense.” S 
smiled at him almost shyly. “But I can’t quite explain — I felt 
many things when I was sitting apart, locked up in myself. Y 
were very good to me, Exxstace.” 

“Oh no, I wasn’t,” said Eustace, horrified. “I could have do 
much more.” 

“No, you couldn’t.” 

“Yes, I could.” 

“Tell me how.” Her eyes challenged him in the old way. “Y 
can’t.” 

Gratefully, Eustace gave up trying. But he was feeling mi 
again. It seemed as though his nerves, which had seen h 
through a crisis, failed him in a calm. 

“What you said to me on the cliff,” said Hilda, “broke S03 
skin that was forming over me. Then ... I couldn’t help it, 1 
skin closed again and I was underneath it. I’ve had an aw 
time, Eustace; I can’t tell you how I’ve suffered.” 

“I can guess,” said Eustace rashly, 

“No, you can’t, you can’t.” A far-away tone crept into Hild 
voice. With her eyes half closed and her chin slightly up, t 
looked like the goddess of self-pity. “No one can.” 

Thoughtfully she smoothed out the folds of her dress, maki 
the moonlight and the clouds change places with each other. 

“Dick’s message interested and touched me,” she said ca 
lessly. “Poor boy, such a good fellow in his way. Perhaps I \ 
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rather hard on him.” Eustace gazed at her in bewilderment 
‘But he was cruel to me, very cruel. And you were crud too, 
Eustace. You helped him.” 

Eustace’s much-tried heart turned over. Was he to go through 
all this again — Sisyphus resuming his stone? 

“Oh, Hilda,” he began, “I » 

“Yes, you did, you put me into his clutches. But I forgive you, 
and I forgive him too. Only,” she added, “I shan’t be caught that 
way again.” 

“No, indeed,” said Eustace. 

“I shall have a great deal to do,” said Hilda, her voice suddenly 
becoming sharp and business-like. “I must lose no timf* in taMng 
up the reins at the clinic. Heaven knows what they will have been 
doing there while I’ve been away. I must get in touch with them 
at once. Perhaps I’d better have St^hen Hilliard down to 
arrange the preliminaries. I’ll write to him to-morrow.” 

“Yes, that’s a good plan,” said Eustace. 

“He’s a sensible, practical man — a man you can trust,” said 
Hilda. “And, I think I may say, devoted to my interests. Dick 
wasn’t. He — ^he put himself first” 

“Yes,” Eustace said. 

“That’s why I never felt he was a good influence for you, 
Eustace,” Hilda went on, firankly but firmly, and with a look that 
was at once mild and severe. “The kind of life he led — the kind 
of life they all led — ^was no good to you. Nor to me, perhaps; but 
I’m made of much stronger stuff Aan you are, and I learn by 
experience. I don’t ask what you did in Venice, but what have 
you been doing, Eustace, all the time since you came back?” 

“Well,” said Eustace, trying not to feel gufity, “I’ve been work- 
ing, you know, reading the set books. Of course I didn’t quite 

know what I should be doing— -I mean His voice died 

away. 

“You didn’t know? But surely you knew the Oxford term be- 
gan in October? You’d better hurry up, or we shall be having 
more trouble from them about those scholarships.” 

“Yes, Hilda, I’U write to-morrow.” 

“I should write to-night; no good putting things off. The 
sooner we aU get back to normal, the better. And by the way,” 
she said, “you’re not very well, are you? You need a good over- 
hauL I’ll arrange with one of our doctors — z. man I can trust. 
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Speedwell has a pleasant bedside manner, but he doesn^t know 
much. Remind me about that, Eustace.” 

“Yes, Hilda, I will; but I don’t think it’s really necessary. I’ve 
been much better — all this bicycling does me good.” 

“In moderation, I dare say. But you didn’t look very well this 
evening, lying on the ground with your legs stretched out,” 

“I’m afraid I must have looked rather a sight.” 

“It wasn’t only that. Oh, Eustace, you must be careful, you 
arc so precious to me; I don’t believe you realise how precious you 
are,” 

“And you to me, Hilda darling.” 

“No, not in the same way — ^not in the same way. You had Miss 
Fothergill, and now your friend Lady Nelly, and I don’t know 
how many more. You collect friends like you do paper-weights. 
But I only have you. I feel jealous sometimes.” 

“But, Hilda ” 

“Don’t argue, it is so. And if anything happened to you, I 
don’t know what would become of me. You must look after 
yourself.” Tears stood in her eyes. 

Eustace was too deeply moved to speak. 

“But you must work hard too,” she went on. “We can’t have 
you loafing about. Did you say something about a book?” 

“Yes,” said Eustace eagerly. “It’s going to be published. 
I ” 

“I shall read it with great interest,” said Hilda. “But writing 
novels isn’t a life’s work. You’ll have to do more than that, 
and better than that, if I am to be as proud of you as I want 
to be.” 

“Still, it’s something, isn’t it?” protested Eustace. “Even if I 
did nothing dse, people will remember me by that.” 

Hilda gave a great yawn that rippled through all her pleats; 
when she had enjoyed it to the full, she shook with laughter. 

“You do look so solemn sitting in that chair,” she said, “and 
talking about being remembered. I shall remember you all right, 
don’t you worry.” 

The door opened and Minney tiptoed in, with the nervous, 
self-conscious, but resolute air of someone coming late into 
church. 

“I’ve come to pack you both off to bed,” she said. “You’ll be 
sitting up here all night at this rate.” 
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“Oh, Minney, we were enjoying ourselves so much,” said 
Eustace. 

“Well, bed’s a good place,” said Minney. “You’ll enjoy your- 
selves there too.” 

Really, Minn ey, what a thing to say,” said Hilda, laughing 
again till the tears came into her eyes. Minney couldn’t see 
anything funny in what she had said, and Eustace was 
for this was a Hilda he did not know. Still lavj^hii^, she 
looked from Minney’s blank face to Eustace’s cautiously smiling 
one. 

“Oh, well,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “But Eustace 
can’t go to bed : he’s got to stay up and write a letter.” 

“Oh, the poor lamb,” said Minney. “Why should he?” 

“He must tell them he’s going back to Oxford.” 

“Yes, and telephone some telegrams,” said Eustace. 

“Telegrams?” said Hilda. “Why?” 

“To say you’re better.” 

“I should have thought postcards would meet the case.” 

“Can’t you do all that in the momii^. Master Eustace?” 

“Minney, you spoil him.” Hilda rose with a superb swish and 
put her arm affectionately round Mixmey’s neck. “I shall have 
to b^n all over again.” 

Eustace got up and joined them, and she put an arm round him 
too. 

“Isn’t it nice to think you’re all within my reach?” she said. A 
spasm seized her; she dropped her arms and yawned again, 
luxuriously and without concealment “You can’t imagine what 
fun it is to yawn,” she said. 

“Some of us would like to yawn too,” said Mhmey. “Look, 
you’ve started Mr. Eustace off.” 

Eustace quickly covered his mouth with his hand. 

“That’s better,” said Hilda. 

“I’m sorry. I never had any manners.” 

“I mean, I like you better without that moustache. Surely you 
don’t intend to keep it? You’ve no idea how funny it makes you 
look.” 

“Funny?” said Eustace. 

“Yes, it doesn’t suit you at all. It makes you look as if you were 
trying to be someone else.” 

Eustace was nettled. “Well, I am in a way.” 
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“Don’t, then. We don’t want him any different, do we, 
Minney?’’ 

“Well, that’s sb Master Eustace likes,’’ said Minney. “I say it 
makes him look more of a man, and Miss Gherrington says so 
too.” 

Eustace began to feel tmcomfortable xmder the intensity of their 
femimne regard. 

“More of a man?” said Hilda, “more of a man?” She repeated 
the phrase with growing distaste. “I should have thought he 
could have left that sort of thing to other people. There are 
quite enough men already. . . . Promise me you’ll take it off, 
Eustace.” 

“I’ll think about it,” said Eustace evasively. He rubbed his 
finger across the offending moustache, and its bristly stifihess put 
him in mind of Captain Bruce-Popham. “You see, one or two 
people have told me ” 

“Oh, never mind what they say. You pay too much attention 
to what people say. Now promise me.” 

“Hilda, I 

“Oh, Eustace, you wouldn’t disappoint me, and on my first 
evening too. Say you’ll take it off. I don’t feel it’s you when you 
look like that.” 

Eustace capitulated. “All right, I will.” 

“Good boy,” said Hilda. “I knew you would.” 

Suddenly she looked rather tired, and feeling the onset of an- 
otiier 3ra,wn she suppressed it, as though averse irom the effort. 

“Wdl, good night, Minney; good night, Eustace. See you in 
the morning.” 

Eustace Idssed her on the cheek. 

"That’s not the way to do it,” said Hilda. “He’s a lot to learn, 
hasn’t he, Minney? THs is the way.” And she gave him a long 
embrace on the lips. 

Eustace, though a little breathless, was grateful to her. The 
gesture crowned die evening with a panache he couldn’t have 
given it — ^nor could Hilda, a few months ago. 

He followed her out into the hall. “Hullo,” said Hilda, “I 
thought you were going to write a letter.” 

“I just wanted to see you walk upstairs.” 

She laughed, and he watched her billowy dress mounting the 
mean and narrow stairway. She never falto^, but at the top she 
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turned and waved to him. He listened to her footsteps, firm and 
regular, until they stopped at the door of her room. 

“Well,” said Minney, “I suppose we must say ‘All’s well that 
ends well,’ Master Eustace.” 

“Oh, it’s only the beginning, Minney,” Eustace said. 

“You’ll have to hurry up, Master Eustace,” Minney said 
darkly, “or she’ll be getting married before you do.” 

“You think so?” Eustace was surprised, 

“I do,” said Minney firmly. “Now, good-night, Master Eus- 
tace. Don’t stay up; you’ve got great rings under your eyes.” 

“Good-night, Minney dear.” 

Eustace went through the hall, past the carrying-chair, already 
discarded, into the porch, and through the narrow strait between 
the bath-chair, which had also done its job, and the perambula- 
tor, whose turn was still to come. 

The night was starry and the moon was up; in the square all 
was quiet. With a little imagination the comer pinnacles of 
Palmerston Parade might be thought to resemble the West Front 
of Peterborough Cathedral. The idea pleased Eustace, but it was 
not en rigle, and he dismissed it and walked back into the house. 

Silence. Women cry when they bear children : Barbara perhaps 
would cry; but the future, now so big with events at Cambo, wsus 
giving birth without a sound. 

Eustace had already rung up the nursing-home in Ousemouth, 
but Barbara could not come to the telephone and Jimmy was not 
there. The nurse spoke as though she was more accustomed to 
giving messages than to receiving them, and as though the Home, 
having the prerogative of joyful news, could not take in any from 
outside. “Mrs. Crankshaw is doing very very nicely, thank you,” 
was all she would ^ay in answer to his message about Hilda. 

He sat down and began to write out the telegrams. 

To Aunt Sarah: 

Hilda entirely recovered. We send all love. Eustacqe. 

To Lady Nelly: 

Such wonderful news. My sister Hilda quite cured. Shall 

be free to come to Whaplode if still perfectly convenient and 

college permits. Am in Seventh Heaven at last, Hope you are 
Writing. Love. Eustace. 
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To Antony: 

Dear Antony, I shall be coming back to Oxford after all, 
Hilda has made miraculous recovery. Please keep engagement 
book absolutely free. Marvellously happy and longing to see 
you. Eustace. 

To Jasper Bentwich: 

Grateful thanks for kind offices with publisher, name 
indecipherable. [One must not be too demonstrative with 
Jasper.] Would like to stay with you in Rome. My sister 
better. Eustace, 

Eustace did not make more of Hilda^s recovery, for he was not 
sure that Jasper believed she had been ill. 

What should he say to Stephen? Stephen, who knew how his 
finances stood, would shrug his shoulders at a long, flowery tele- 
gram. He did not like overstatements, anyhow, and Eustace, in 
his present mood, could only express himself by overstatement. 
But perhaps Stephen was right, perhaps it was a mistake to send 
the telegrams, when all over the world sisters were quietly recover- 
ing widiout the fact being expensively advertised by their 
brothers. The feeling was the thing. Did Eustace have the feel- 
ing, or was he protesting too much? Stephen might think he was. 
He found a sheet of notepaper and wrote: 

Dear Stephen, 

Hilda is better. You can come now. 

Suddenly the silence of the little room was broken by the tread 
of footsteps overhead, and then shattered by the tumultuous rush 
of water escaping down a drsdn-pipe. 

Hilda had been having a bath. 

A ritual bath, a lustral bath, a purification from the past, a 
preparation for the future. Eustace’s tired limbs rejoiced with 
Hilda’s, that were celebrating the recovery of their freedom, 

‘Dear Stephen, Hilda is better. You can come now.’ 

Hilda had rounded two comers that evening, the second per- 
haps more dangerous than the first. Deep down in himself Eus- 
tace had realised this; more than her physical health hung in the 
balance, that was why he had stormed and shouted at her. The 
Hilda he knew would never have suspected him of trying to do 
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away with her. No. No. That had been a terrible moment: the 
worst of many bad moments. He had convinced her of his 
innocrace, he was sure; he could tell by her look and her way of 
speaking. Her mind was now as free of alien compulsions as her 
body. And therefore, in her joy at her deliverance from this new 
danger, ^he had not protested, even inwardly, when she resumed 
her habit of lordship over him. He had given way on every front, 
only too glad that things should be as they had always been. But 
this must not go on. To-morrow, when she was fit to bear it, th e 
bloodless revolution would begin. 

T see you’ve still got your moustadie, Eustace.’ ‘Oh yes, 
Hilda.’ ‘But you promised to shave it oflF.’ ‘I did, but I’ve 
changed my mind. I’m going to have it waxed at the ends.’ ‘I 
shall dislike that even more.’ ‘Oh, you’ll get used to it.’ 

First round to him. And later: 

‘Have you done a good morning’s work, Eustace?’ ‘Well, 
actually, Hilda, I didn’t do very much work this morning. As a 
matter of fact I went down on to the sands and had a look at those 
places where we used to play together.’ ‘Wasn’t that rather a 
waste of time?’ ‘I don’t Ihink so, Hilda; you see, I felt like it.’ 
‘But shall you go out in the afternoon as well?’ ‘If I feel like it* 
‘But aren’t you already behindhand with yoixr work for Schools?’ 
‘I may be, but staleness is more serious.’ ‘Well, perhaps you know 
best.’ ‘I’m sure I do, Hilda.’ 

How easy it was ; and why had he never done it before? 

‘Dear Stephen, Hilda is better. You can come now.’ 

‘Well, Stephen, how far did you go?’ ‘Eustace, we went a very 
long way. We passed that curious phaUic structure, the water- 
tower; we passed a house which Hilda told me had once been the 
residence of Miss Fothergill— -blessed be her name. We went 
through the Downs, where, she confided to me, you had been 
rather intranagent when a little boy, and on through a rather 
seedy and ill-kept park.’ ‘Oh yes, that’s the Staveleys’.’ ‘I didn’t 
a^, I thought it might be— and past a rather monstrous-looking 

house, such a jumble of styles, as they say ‘Oh yes, thatfs 

Anchorstone Hall’ ‘Again, I thought it might be. I must say it 
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gave us a good laugh. Architectural jokes are the funniest, don^t 
you agree?’ *I do indeed. But is it Thursday? Weren’t you tres- 
passing?’ T’m afraid we didn’t think of that, we were so much 
amused by the whole thing.’ 

‘And where did you go then?’ T won’t bore you with the 
details, but as we were passing the church — so much too big for 
the place, isn’t it? like a top-hat on a baby — ^Hilda said something 
that made me very happy.’ ‘Oh, Stephen, I am glad.’ ‘Yes, so 
are we, but moderate your transports, because I’ve got something 
rather disagreeable to say to you.’ ‘To me?’ ‘Yes, to you, Fm 
afraid. Has no one ever said anything disagreeable to you?’ ‘Oh, 
well, occasionally.’ ‘It’s (as you would say) this. An ugly rumour 
has been going about, and as your solicitor I think you ought to 
take some steps.’ ‘A rumour; what rumour, Stephen?’ ‘I hardly 
like to tell you.’ ‘Oh, please, I always want to hear the truth.’ 
‘Then cast your naind back to a certain evening on the cliffs.’ 
‘Just remind me, Stephen; there were so many evenings.’ ‘You 
were pushing Hilda, who was then helpless, in the bath-chair,’ ‘I 
often did,’ ‘Yes, but did you often try to push her over?’ ‘Oh, 
Stephen? ‘Well, I’m sorry to tell you tliat a good many of your 
friends are saying you did, and one man actually says he saw you. 
He is ready to swear the act was quite deliberate.’ ‘Oh, what can 
I do?’ ‘Nothing, except wait until someone has heard him utter- 
ing the defamatory phrases, and then sue him for slander.’ ‘But 
we may have to wait a long time.’ ‘I’m afraid we may.’ ‘And 
meanwhile people will go on saying this about me? I thought 
that two or three of the Gang were a bit odd in their manner 
when they were talking to me yesterday.’ ‘Well, you can’t won- 
der, can you?’ 

‘But^o« don’t believe I did it on purpose, do'you, Stephen? I 
mean, I did do it on purpose, but to cure her, not to kill her,’ ‘Fm 
quite ready to give you what we call the benefit of the doubt, 
Eiistace, and Fm sure others will. People aren’t really unkind, 
only thoughtless.’ ‘Do you think they’ll have heard the rumour 
at Anchorstone Hall?’ ‘That ftmny old place? I shouldn’t be 
surprised, but they’ve got qmte enough on their minds without 

that. Richard Stavdey ‘Please don’t tell me, Stephen, I 

don’t want to be told . . • but when I get back to Oxford I shall 
be quite safe, shan’t I? No one will have heard anything there.’ 
‘Don’t be too sure. Young Bert Craddock, your old cab-driver’s 



Eustace emd mUa 

grandson has got a scholarehip to Sf T u, 

,Do you to* I could pay »»%l.tgo,dp.’ 

you could try, but it uj Jd 

Stepbcu. Hilda b ^ ™». » «.oy 

How ill to ffickeriug taper b' 

try to remember, id. * •»!«. "ot a taper- 

•rue.^u^; Eustace 

was Its habit, had burnt down StSuff ^ “ 

Ir about "P- 

Aoughts. Of course they were ^ stupid 

think he had wanted to hurt ffilda- on^*^' 

saiaour, and when he told them ^^as her 

unite to praise him-even if Ae they would 

ear Stephen, Hdda is better. You can come now.* 
silk drcssing!go^®h?^“;^^^^^^ the flowered 

was down and her eyes looked G^^tmas. Her hair 

■■Whatever are y»S.^"S‘>''^“dH!kt. 
your door, because I wanXt2;:;'Xmd“' 
slie s sleeping as sweetly as a child Ztu asleep— 

and the other lying on L biSi!!;* r® 

“I’m just goini, 

Stephen and telephoned some telegrSj ^ letter to 

St. Joseph’s.” ^wtegrams. Oh yes, and written to 

Ww^totoei.! I>oy™ 

1 11 fetch mme. It’s upstaiis.” ^ 

Mim Fotheiigill’s watch said three minutes to tw-T a i. 

came downstairs a thought struck him. ®® -Ashe 

'?*‘^** broken, Minney?” 

r— ii^ ymb I 

mutS’^t^tZuT; ‘ ™“' T1» to c; , al»a„ 



73^ Eustace and Hilda 

‘‘I couldn’t. It would be wasted on me, a lovely watch like 
that.” 

“Oh, but please take it.” 

“I’d much rather see you in bed.” 

“You shall, if you want to, but do have the watch as well.” 

“But what will you do?” 

“Oh, I’ve got some others. I bought them in Venice, you know. 
Qpite nice watches. I shall manage very well with them,” 

“I shouldn’t want to trust to an Italian watch. And you 
always so uneasy about the time.” 

“Not now, Minney; I’ve grown out of all that.” 

“I always said the moustache made a difference, but you’re 
still my Eustace, aren’t you?” 

“If you want me to be.” 

“Don’t you want to be?” 

“Oh yes, Minney.” 

“You didn’t sound very sure.” 

“I’d rather be yours than anybody’s.” 

“Well, just for to-night. What are you going to do with these 
nasty great stones? Do you still want them? They malce such 
work with your clothes. Can I throw them away?” 

“Oh yes, Minney. Let us throw aside every weight.” 

“I’m glad you remember the Bible. I used to teach it to you 
when you were a little boy. You were so fond of the parable of the 
Wise and Foolish Virgins, all because of Hilda, I shouldn’t 
wonder. Now finish what you’re doing, and if you’re not up in 
five minutes I shall be really angry.” 

“Oh, don’t be angry with me, Minney, you never have been.” 

“Wdl, you must be a good boy, then,” 

Minney tiptoed out, and Eustace sat down at the oak table. 
The hard scalloped edge dug into his midriff, but he was glad the 
table was so solid, for he was aware of a curious sensation in the 
region of his heart, not a pain, not a fluttering, nothing you could 
put a name to^ but a feeling of powerlessness. 

‘Dear Stephen, Hilda is better. You can come now.’ 

After all, what was there to add? — except his name, and that 
didn’t matter much. He doubted if Stephen would even notice 
it, when Hilda’s was on the page. In his time he had practised 
many signatures, he had enjoyed proclaiming his identity, and all 
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around him on the telegrams were examples of it, bold, prideful, 
and flamboyant. But this was an occasion for self-effacement, for 
the faintest assertion of personality. Here it was, very small. 

Eustace. 

He sat for a moment contemplating the signature and listening 
to the silence round him, then he sealed up the envelope, let his 
penmanship have its fling on the address, and gathered up the 
telegrams. 

Brrr — ! 

The telephone-bell seemed to shake the house to its foundations. 
Who could be ringing up at this hour? How inconsiderate ! And 
just when he was going to telephone himself— only he would have 
disturbed nobody. Now Hilda would lose her beauty-sleep and 
perhaps not get off again for hours. It was too bad, and he must, 
he ought, it was his duty, to make a protest. Snatching up the 
receiver he said as angrily as he could: 

“Who»s that?” 

‘‘Dotft you know?” 

Eustace did recognise something in the voice, but it was so 
disguised by incredulity, piide, elation, and an exasperating cer- 
tainty of being welcome, that he decided he did not know. 

“No, and youVe waking up the whole house.” 

“ If s Jimmy, Eustace.” 

“Oh, His wrath punctured, Eustace was abject. “I 

am so sorry. You’ve heard about Hilda?” 

“Yes, good show, isn’t it? But I’ve something else tx> tell you.” 

“Oh, what?” 

“Babs has got a son.” 

“How splendid. How splendid, Jimmy. That’s what you 
wanted, isn’t it? How is she?” 

“Happy as a sandboy. She sends you all the best. He’s a fine 
little diap, though I say it.” 

“Whidx of you is he like?” 

“We don’t think he’s like either of us.” 

“Who is he like, then?” 

“Guess.” 

“I couldn’t.” 

“Babs says that, except for the moustache, he’s the spitting 
image of you. . . . HuUo?” 

“I didn’t quite know what to say,” said Eustace. 
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‘*And she’s decided not to call him James Edward after all. 
She wants to call him after you.” 

«Me?” 

‘*yes, she wants to call him Eustace. Hullo — ^hullo 

^*Ohj Jimmy,” said Eustace at last. “Don’t call him that. 
Anything else, but not that. I’m flattered, of course, but no — ^not 
Eustace. It wouldn’t be fair to him.” He saw the baby’s defence- 
less forehead bared for the fatal chrism, and his voice grew wild 
in appeal. “Please, Jimmy, not Eustace.” 

He thought he heard Jimmy chuckle, then came a buzzing, and 
they were cut off. 

Descending the stairs in a flurry of loosened hair and flowing 
dressing-gown, Minney said indignantly: 

“Why did you say *Not Eustace’?” 

“I — don’t think it’s a very good name for a child,” Eustace 
replied. 

At last he was in bed and the manifold excitements of the day 
were over. He felt very tired, too tired to keep awake, too tired 
to go to sleep. His naind hovered between those states, sometimes 
striving after consecutive thought, sometimes abandoning itself to 
images and sensations. There was something he must not think 
about, only one thing, really: it kept coming up and breathing 
frost on the window-pane. No matter, the shutters, the Venetian 
shutters, would keep it out if only he could close them in time. 
The day had been a day of triumph, hanging his mind with 
banners; there was only one flag, the black pirate flag, that he 
must not look at. Soft, fleecy clouds, shapes of delicious thought, 
drifted across the horizon and caressed him in passing. The air 
was full of encouraging, admiring voices; ‘Good egg, Eustace.’ 
‘That’s the stuff.’ ‘Bravo, signore. Hafattobene.’ ‘Too tired and 
too devoted to sign myself anything but N.’ That was Lady 
NeUy, the most expensive, the most luxurious of all his thoughts* 
But what was this cold voice hissing like a snake: ‘No accident?’ 
Close the shutters, draw the curtains, keep the cold out. Everyone 
has been very kind, he thought, not everything, perhaps, but 
everyone, and Eustace is not such a bad name, after all; Eustace of 
Frontisham, St. Eustace. 

He drifted towards sleep. He was sitting for an examination, 
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and of course he had not prepared for it; he had written a book 
instead) but that did not count, they told him, because he didn’t 
know the publisher’s name. A great deal, everything, depended 
on the examination. He sat at a long table covered with a green 
baize cloth and furnished with ink, pens, even quill pens, and 
enough blotting-paper to blot a thousand pages. How well he 
knew this dream; he knew some of the candidates too: there was 
Antony, his face agonised with thought; Stephen, enigmatic and 
expressionless, already making notes; Jasper, screwing his face up, 
disgusted. When Hilda came in they all rose and stood at atten- 
tion till she motioned them to be seated; but when Lady Nelly 
appeared on the steps of the dais, under the portraits of former 
masters of the College, looking to right and left, the invigilator 
bowed and conducted her right down the hall and out through 
the door into the sunshine. *She doesn’t have to do the examina- 
tion,’ someone said. ‘She is exempt.’ 

By now everyone was writing busily, but Eustace had not even 
dared to look at his paper. At last, with a sinking heart, he pulled 
it towards him. To his astonishment there was only one question, 
very brief and black, in the naiddle of the thin white sheet. An 
essay, I expect, he thought, and his spirits rose a little, for this 
was general knowledge, and he had a great deal of general 
knowledge. 

‘What do you know about the souls of the righteous?’ the paper 
asked. 

So it was not the History School at all, but the School of Theo- 
logy* What a swindle. At any rate no one could blame him when 
he failed. But yes, they could, for everyone seemed able to answer 
the question: they were writing reams. Stephen had reached 
point No. 10, and put a neat cirde round it; Dick Staveley, with 
his elbows out, and a bandaged hand, was scratching away with 
a quill pen; even that rai&sh Captain Alberic, who couldn’t know 
much about the souls of the righteous, had found a good deal to 
say, and Nancy’s golden head drooped over a full first page. 
They all looked thoughtful but confident. 

Only Eustace could not answer the question. 

With mounting hysteria he watched the flying pens while his 
own sheet of foolscap remained untouched. In desperation he 
began to make squiggles on the paper, spiders’ webs that might 
catch a thought. Some of the candidates had laid their watches 
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beside them. Eustace took out his, but it was a Venetian watch 
and did not go. If he tried to peep at someone else’s watch the 
invigilator would think he was cribbing. To ease his mind he 
copied out the question and even that he could not do correctly, 
for a ‘but’ had wedged itself between the words, making nonsense 
of them. The ‘but’ was a thought-proof weight leaning against 
his mind and the harder he pushed the heavier it grew; then 
suddenly it seemed to roll aside, and through the bright gap, 
racing like a wind, came the knowledge of what he meant to say. 

“But the souls of the righteous are in the hand of God, and 
there shall no torment touch them. In the sight of tlie unwise they 
seemed to die: and their departure is taken for misery, and their 
going from us to be utter destruction: but they are in peace. For 
though they be punished in the sight of men, yet is their hope full 
of immortality. And having been a little chastised, they shall be 
greatly rewarded; for God proved them, and found them worthy 
for Himself.’* 

Eustace’s pen ran on, for this was his favourite passage in all 
the Scriptures; he knew it by heart and did not have to wait for 
the words. As he wrote his mind swelled with happiness to think 
of the righteous after their trials being greatly rewarded; Antony 
rewarded, Stephen rewarded, Hilda rewarded, Dick rewarded; 
everyone at the table, even Captain Alberic, going up to the dais 
to receive a golden crown. But no call came for Eustace, because 
he hadn’t answered the question properly: he had only written 
down a few verses of the Apocrypha which, all told, did not reach 
to the middle of the page; and in any case a quotation from the 
Bible could never be the answer to an examination. He searched 
his mind for something to add, but nothing came; and a voice 
said, ‘Only five minutes more.’ ' 

Now the candidates were sitting back on the bench re-reading 
their answers, looking critical but satisfied, putting in a word here 
and there, rustling the sheets. Then he heard behind him a 
familiar voice. 

‘You have not dotted all the I’s,’ it said inexorably. ‘And you 
have not crossed all the T’s. Hurry up, there’s only just time.’ 

Eustace obeyed. 

‘And now you must put your name in the top righ^hand cor- 
ner. . . . No, not Eustace, they won’t be interested in your Chris- 
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name. E. Chcnington.* Eustace began to wriggle with 
irritation, ‘But what’s the use, Hilda?’ he argued. ‘The answer’s 
all wrong, anyhow.’ 

‘That’s not for you to say,’ said Hilda. ‘I happen to know 
better. I have heard on the highest authority that your answer is 
right.’ Her voice sank to a whisper, ‘God told me.’ 

Suddenly there was a shout, ‘Eustace has passed! Three cheers 
for Eustace!’ and the ancient rafters rang with acclamations. 

They were alone together on the sands, children once more; 
but Eustace knew that it was the visit he had been denying himself 
for so long, and he knew also that never in actuality or in memory 
had the pang of pleasure been as keen as this. For his sense of 
union with Hilda was absolute; he tasted the pure essence of the 
experience, and as they began to dig, every association the sands 
possessed seemed to run up his spade and tingle through his 
body. Inexhaustible, the confluent streams descended from the 
pools above; unbreakable, the thick retaining walls received their 
offering; unruffled, the rock-girt pond gave back the cloudless sky. 
They did not speak, for they knew each other’s thoughts and 
wishes; they did not hurry, for time had ceased to count; they did 
not look at each other, for each had an assurance of the other’s 
presence beyond the power of sight to amplify. Indeed, they must 
not look or speak, it was a law, for fear of losing each other. 

How long this went on for Eustace could not tell, but suddenly 
he forgot, and spoke to Hilda. She did not answer. He looked up, 
but she was not there; he was alone on the sands. 

‘She must have gone home,’ he thought, and at once he knew 
that it was very late and the air was darkening round him. So he 
set off towards the cliffi, which now seemed extraordinarily high 
and dangeroxis, too high to dimb, too dangerous to approach. 
He stopped and called ‘Hilda!’ — and this time he thought she 
answered him in the cry of a sea-mew, and he followed in the 
direction of the cry. ‘Where are you?’ he called, and the answer 
came back, ‘Here!’ But when he looked he only saw a sea-weed- 
coated rock standing in a pool. But he recognised the rock, and 
knew what he should find there. 

The white plumose anemone was stroking the water with its 
feelers. 

The same anemone as before, wifbout a doubt, but there was 
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no shrimp in its mouth. ‘It will die of hunger,’ thought Eustace. 
*I must find it something to eat/ and he bent down and scanned 
the pool. Shrimps were disporting themselves in the shallows; but 
they slipped out of his cupped hands, and fled away into the 
dark recesses imder the eaves of the rock, where the crabs lurked. 
Then he knew what he must do. Taking off his shoes and socks, 
he waded into the water. The water was bitterly cold; but 
colder still were the lips of the anemone as they closed around his 
finger. T shall wake up now,’ thought Eustace, who had wakened 
from many dreams. 

But the cold crept onwards and he did not wake. 


THE END 







